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Scene,  Mejfina  in  Sicily, 
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ACT     I.       S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Before  Leonato's  hovfe. 
Enter  Leonato,  Hero,  and  Beatrice,  with  a  Bdeffenger, 
Leon.  T  LEARN  in  this  letter,  that  Don  Pedro 
X  of  Arragon  comes  this  night  to  MelTina. 
Meff.  He  is  very  near  by  this  \  he  was  not  three 
leagues  ofF  when  I  left  him. 

Leon,  How  many  gentlemen  have  you  lofl  in 
this  aflion  ? 

MeJ.  But  few  of  any  fort,  and  none  of  name. 

Leon.  A  vidory  is  twice  itfelf,  when  theatchiever 
brings  home  full  numbers.  I  find  here,  that  Don 
Pedro  hath  beftowed  much  honour  on  a  young  Flo- 
rentine call'd  Claudio. 

Meff.  Much  deferv'd  on  his  part,  and  equally  re- 
membered by  Don  Pedro  :  He  hath  borne  himfelf 
beyond  the  promife  of  his  age;  doing,  in  the  fi- 
gure of  a  lamb,  the  feats  of  a  lion  :  he  hath,  indeed, 
better  better'd  expeflation,  than  you  mufl  expeftof 
me  to  tell  you  how. 

Leon,  He  hath  an  uncle  here  in  MelTina  will  be 
very  much  glad  of  it. 

MejJ,  I  have  already  delivered  him  letters,  and 
there  appears  much  joy  in  him  ;  even  fo  much,  that 
joy  could  not  fhew  itfelf  modeft  enough,  without 
a  badge  of  bitternefs, 

Leon,  Did  he  break  out  into  tears? 

ilfc/".  In  great  meafurc. 

Leoii»  A  kind  overflow  of  kindnefs :  There  arc 
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no  faces  truer  than  thofe  that  are  fo  wafh'd.  How 
much  better  is  it  to  weep  at  joy,  than  to  joy  at 
weeping  ? 

Beat,  I  pray  you,  is  fignior  Montanto  returned 
from  the  wars,  or  no  ? 

Mejf,  I  know  none  of  that  name,  lady  ;  there 
was  none  fuch  in  the  army  of  any  fort. 

Leon,  What  is  he  that  you  afl^  for,  niece  ? 

Hero,  My  couhn  means  fignior  Benedick  of  Padua. 

Me/f.  O,  he's  return'd  ;  and  as  pleafant  as 
ever  he  was. 

Beat,  He  fet  up  his  bills  here  in  Meflina,  and 
challenged  Cupid  at  the  flight :  and  my  uncle's  fool 
l  eading  the  challenge,  fubfcribed  for  Cupid,  and 
challenged  him  at  the  bird-bolt. — I  pray  you,  how 
many  hath  he  kill'd  and  eaten  in  thcfe  wars?  But 
how  many  hath  he  killed  ?  for,  indeed^  I  promis'd 
to  eat  all  of  his  killing. 

Leon,  Faith,  niece,  you  tax  fignior  Benedick  too 
much;  but  he'll  be  meet  with  you,  I  doubt  it  not. 

Me/f,  He  hath  done  good  fcrvice,  lady,  in  thefe 
wars. 

Beat,  You  had  mufty  viftual,  and  he  hath  holp 
to  eat  it  :  he's  a  very  valiant  trencher-man,  he  hath 
an  excellent  floma-ch. 

MeJf,  And  a  good  foldier  too,  lady. 

Beat,  And  a  good  foMicr  to  a  lady  :— But  what 
is  he  to  a  lord  ? 

Alef.  A  lord  to  a  lord,  a  man  to  a  man  ;  fluff'd 
with  all  honourable  virtues. 

Beat,  It  is  fo,  indeed  ;  he  is  no  lefs  than  a  fluff'd 
man  :  but  for  the  ftufhng, — well,  we  are  all  mortal. 

Leon,  You  mull  not,  fir,  miftake  my  niece  ; 
there  is  a  kind  of  merry  war  betv/ixt  fignior  Bene- 
dick and  her  :  they  never  meet,  but  there's  a  flvir- 
mifh  of  wit  between  them. 

Beat,  Alas,  he  gets  nothing  by  that.  Jn  our 
laff  confliftj  four  of  his  five  wits  went  halting  cfF, 
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and  now  is  the  whole  man  govern'd  with  one  :  fo 
that  if  he  have  wit  enough  to  keep  himfelf  warm, 
let  him  bear  it  for  a  difference  between  himfelf  and 
his  horfe  ;  for  it  is  all  the  wealth  that  he  hath  left, 
to  be  known  a  reafonable  creature, — Who  is  his 
companion  now  ?  he  hath  every  month  a  new 
fworn  brother. 

Mejf.  Is  it  poiTible  ? 

Beat.  Very  eafily  poflible :  he  wears  his  faith 
but  as  the  fafhion  of  his  hat,  it  ever  changes  with 
the  next  block. 

Mejf,  I  fee,  lady,  the  gentleman  is  not  in  your 
books. 

Beat,  No :  an  he  were,  I  would  burn  my  ftudy. 
But,  I  pray  you,  who  is  his  companion  ?  Is  there 
no  young  fquarer  now,  that  will  make  a  voyage 
with  him  to  the  devil  ? 

Mejf,  He  is  moft  in  the  company  of  the  right 
noble  Claudio. 

Beat.  O  lord  !  \\e  will  hang  upon  him  like  a  dif- 
eafe  :  he  is  fooncr  caught  than  the  pefhilencc,  and 
the  taker  runs  prefently  mad.  God  help  the  noble 
Claudio !  if  he  have  caught  the  Benedick,  it  will 
cofi:  him  a  thoufand  pounds  ere  he  be  cur'd. 

Mejf,  I  will  hold  friends  with  you,  lady. 

Beat.  Do,  good  friend. 

Leon,  You'll  ne'er  run  mad,  niece. 

Beat,  No,  not  till  a  hot  January. 

/^/e^.  Don  Pedro  is  approach'd. 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  Claudio,  Benedick,  Balthazar,  and 
Don  jfofm, 

Pedro,  Good  fignior  I^eonato,  you  are  com.e  to 
^eet  your  trouble  :  the  fafliion  of  the  world  is  to 
♦  void  cofl:,  and  you  encounter  it. 

Leon,  Never  came  trouble  to  my  houfe  in  the 
likenefsof  your  grace  :  for  trouble  being  gone,  com- 
fort fliould  remain  ;  but,  when  you  depart  from  me, 
forrcw  abides,  and  happinefs  takes  his  leave. 
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Pedro,  You  embrace  your  charge,  too  willingly, 
-^1  think,  this  is  your  daughter. 

Leon.  Her  mother  hath  many  times  told  me  fo. 

Beiie,  Were  you  in  doubt,  fir,  that  you  afk'd  her  ? 

Leov,  Signior  Benedick,  no  ;  for  then  were  you 
a  child. 

Pedro,  You  have  it  full,  Benedick  :  wemay  guefs 
by  this  what  you  are,  being  a  man.  Truly,  the 
l  idy  fathers  herfelf : — Be  happy,  lady  !  for  you  are 
like  an  honourable  father. 

Iye7ie.  If  fignior  I.eonato  be  her  father,  fhe  would 
not  have  his  head  on  her  fhoulders  for  all  MefTma, 
as  like' him  as  fhe  is. 

Beat.  I  wonder,  that  you  will  flill  be  talking, 
fignior  Benedick  ;  nobody  marks  you. 

Bene,  What,  my  dear  lady  Difdain  !  are  you  yet 
living  ? 

Beat.  Is  it  poflible,  Difdain  fliould  die,  while  fhe 
hatli  fuch  meet  food  to  feed  it,  as  fignior  Benedick  ? ' 
Courtefy  itfelf  mufh  convert  to  difdain^  if  you  comc 
in  her  prefence. 

Bene,  Then  is  Courtefy  a  turn-coat  : — But  it  is 
certain,  I  am  Ic^'d  of  all  ladies,  only  you  excepted  : 
and  I  would  I  x:ould  find  in  my  heart  that  I  had 
not  a  hard  heart ;  for,  truly,  I  love  none. 

Beat,  A  dear  happinefs  to  women  ;  they  would 
elfe  have  been  troubled  with  a  pernicious  fuitor. 
I  thank  God,  and  my  cold  blood,  I  am  of  your 
humour  for  that ;  I  had  rather  hear  my  dog  bark  at 
a  croWj-pffian  a  man  fwear  he  loves  me. 

Bene,  God  keep  your  ladyfliip  ftill  in  that  mind  ! 
fo  fome  gentleman  or  other  fhall  'fcape  a  predefti- 
nate  fcratch'd  face. 

Beat.  Scratching  could  not  make  it  worfe,  an 
'twere  fuch  a  face  as  yours  were. 

Be7ie.  Well,  you  are  a  rare  parrot-teacher. 

Beat.  A  bird  of  my  tongue,  is  better  than  a  beaft 
of  yours. 
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Bene,  I  would,  my  horfc  had  the  fpced  of  your 
tongue  ;  and  fo  good  a  continuer:  But  keep  your 
way  o'  God's  name  ;  1  have  done. 

Beat,  Youalwaysend  with  a  jade's  trick  Iknow 
you  of  old. 

Pedro,  This  is  the  fum  of  all  :  Leonato, — fignior 
Claudio,  and  fignior  Benedick, — my  dear  friend 
Leonato  hath  invited  you  all.  I  tell  him,  we  fhall 
flay  here  at  the  leaft  a  month  ;  and  he  heartily  prays, 
fome  occafion  may  detain  us  longer  ;  I  dare  fwcar 
he  is  no  hypocrite,  but  prays  from  his  heart. 

Leon,  If  you  fwear,  my  lord,  you  fhall  not  be 
forfworn, — Let  me  bid  you  welcome,  my  lord  : 
being  reconciled  to  the  prince  your  brother,  I  ows 
you  all  duty. 

John,  I  thank  you  ;  I  am  not  of  maijy  words, 
but  I  thank  you. 

Leon,  Pleafe  it  your  grace  lead  on  ? 
Pedro,  Your  hand,  Leonato  ;  we  will  go  together.^ 
.  [Exeunt  all  but  Benedick  anch^ctiidio, 
Claud,  Benedick,  didfl:  thou  note  the  dauohter- of 
fignior  Leonato  ? 

Bene,  I  noted  her  not ;  but  I  loo^|'d  her. 
Claud,  Is  fhc  not  a  mode  ft  young  lady"*?'  ^ 
Bene,  Do  you  queftion  me,  as  an  honeft  man 
fhould  do,  for  my  fimple  truejudgment  ?  or  would 
you  have  me  fpeak  after  my  cuftom,  as  being  apro- 
feffed  tyrant,  to  their  fcx  ? 

Claud,  No,  I  pray  thee,  fpcak  in  fober  judgment. 
Bene,  Why,  i'faith,  methinks  fiie  is  too  low  for 
a  high  praife,  too  brown  for  a  fair  praife,  and  too 
little  for  a  great  praife  ;  only  this  commendation  I 
can  afford  her  ;  that  were  fhe  other  than  fhe  is,  fhe 
were  unhandiome  ;  and  being  no  other  but  as  fhe  is, 
I  do  not  like  her. 

Claud,  Thou  think'ft,  I  am  in  fport ;  I  pray  thee, 
tell  me  truly  how  thou  lik'ft  her? 

Bene,  Would  you  buy  her,  that  you  enquire  after 
her  ? 
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Claud,  Can  the  world  buy  fuch  a  jewel  ? 

Bene,  Yea,  and  a  cafe  to  put  it  into.  But  fpeak 
you  this  With  a  fad  brow  ?  or  do  you  play  the 
flouting  Jack  ;  to  tell  us  Cupid  is  a  good  hare- 
finder,  and  Vulcan  a  rare  carpenter  ?  Come,  in  what 
key  fhall  a  man  take  you,  to  go  in  the  fong  ? 

Claud,  In  mine  eye,  flie  is  the  fweeteft  lady  that 
I  ever  looked  on. 

Bene,  I  can  fee  yet  without  fpe£lacles,  and  I  fee 
no  fuch  matter  :  there's  her  coufm,  an  fhe  were  not 
pofiefs'd  with  a  fury,  exceeds  her  as  much  in  beauty, 
as  the  iirft:  of  May  doth  the  lafl  of  December. 
But  I  hope,  you  have  no  intent  to  turn  hufband  ; 
have  you  ? 

Claud,  I  would  fcarce  trufh  myfelf,  though  I  had 
fworn  the  contrary,  if  Hero  would  be  my  wife. 

Bene,  Is  "t  come  to  this,  i 'faith  ?  Hath  not  the 
world  one  man,  but  he  will  wear  his  cap  with  fuf- 
picion  ?  Shall  I  never  fee  a  bachelor  of  threefcorc 
ap^ain  ?  Go  to,  i'faith  ;  an  ihou  wilt  needs  thrufb 
tiiy  nccl  into  a  yoke,  wear  the  print  of  it,  and  figh 
away  Sundays.  Look,  Don  Fedro  is  return 'd  to 
feek  you.  | 

Re-enter  Don  Pedro. 

Pedro,  What  fecret  hath  held  y  a  here,  that  you 
follow 'd  not  to  Leonato's  ? 

Beiie,  I  would,  your  grace  would  conftrain  me 
to  tell. 

Pedro.  I  charge  thee  on  thy  allegiance. 

Bene,  You  hear,  Count  Claudio  :  I  can  be  fecret 
as  a  dumb  man,  I' would  have  you  think  fo  ;  but  on 
my  allegiance, — mark  you  this,  on  my  allegiance. — 
He  is  in  love.  With  who  ? — now  that  is  your 
grace's  part  ; — m.ark,  how  fhort  his  anfweris  : — 
\Vith  Hero,  Leonato's  fliort  daughter. 

Claud,  If  this  v/cre  fo,  fo  v/ere  it  uttered. 

Bene,  Like  the  old  talc,  my  lord  :  it  is  not  fo 
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nor  'twas  not  fo  ;  but,  incleedj  God  forbid  it  fhould 
be  fo. 

Claud,  If  my  palTion  cliange  not  fhortly,  God 
forbid'  it  fliould  be  otherwiic. 

Pedro,  Amen,  if  you  love  bcr,  for  the  lady  is 
very  well  wortliy. 

Claud,  You  fpeak  this  to  fetch  mc  in,  my  lord. 

Pedro,  By  my  troth,  I  fpeak  my  tli ought. 

Claud,  And,  in  faith,  my  lord,  I  fpokc  mine. 

Bene,  And  by  my  two  faiths  and  troths,  my  lord, 
I  fpeik  mine. 

Claud,  That  I  love  her,  I  feel. 

Pedro,  That  fhe  is  worthy,  I  know. 

Bene,  That  I  neither  feel  how  fhe  fliould  be 
lov'd,  nor  know  how  Ihe  fliould  be  worthy,  is  the 
opinion  that  fire  cannot  melt  out  of  me  ;  I  will  die 
in  it  at  the  flake. 

Pedro,  Thou  wad  ever  an  obfLinate  heretic  in 
the  dcfpight  of  beauty. 

Claud,  And  never  could  maintain  his  part,  but 
in  the  force  of  his  will. 

Bene,  That  a  woman  conceiv'd  me,  I  thank  her  : 
that  flie  brought  me  up,  I  likewife  give  her  mofl 
humble  thanks  :  but  that  I  will  have  a  recheate 
winded  in  my  forehead,  or  hang  my  bugle  in  an 
invifible  baldrick,  all  wom.en  lhall  pardon  me  : 
Bccaufe  I  will  not  do  them  the  wrong  to  miiftruft  any 
I  will  do  myfelf  the  right  to  truft  none  ;  and  the 
fine  is,  (for  the  which  1  may  go  the  finer)  I  will 
live  a  bachelor. 

Pedro,  I  lhall  fee  thee,  ere  I  die,  look  pale  wiili 
love. 

Bene.  With  anger,  with  ficknefs,  or  with  lum- 
ber, my  lord  ;  not  with  love  :  prove  that  ever  I 
loofe  more  blood  with  love,  than  I  will  get  again 
with  drinking,  pick  out  mine  eyes  with  ^  ballad- 
maker's  pen,  and  hang  me  up  at'the  door  of  a  bro- 
thel-houfc  for  the  fia;n  of  blind  Cupid. 
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Pedro,  Well,  if  ever  thou  clofi:  fall  from  this 
faith,  thou  wilt  prove  a  notable  argument. 

Bene,  If  I  do,  hang  rnc  in  a  bottle  like  a  cat,  and 
flioot  attne  ;  and  he  tliat  hits  me,  let  him  be  clapped 
on  the  flioulder,  and  call'd  Adam. 

Pedro,    Well,  as  time  Pnall  try  : 
In  time  the  favage^hull  doth  bear  the  yoke. 

Bene.  The  favage  bull  may  ;  but  if  ever  the  fen- 
fible  Benedick  bear  it,  pluck  off  the  bull's  horns, 
and  fet  them  in  my  forehead  :  and  let  me  be 
vilely  painted  :  and  in  fuch  great  letters  as  they 
write,  Here  is  good  horfe  to  hire^  V-i  them  fignify 
under  my  fign, —  Here  you  may  fee  Benedick  the 
7narry'd  man. 

Claud,  If  this  fhould  ever  happen,  thou  would*fL 
be  horn-mad.  * 

Pedro.  Na}',  if  Cupid  hath  not  fpent  all  his  qui- 
ver in  Venice,  thou  wilt  quake  for  this  fliortly. 

Bene.  I  look  for  an  earthquake  too  then. 

Pedro.  Well,  you  will  temporize  with  the  hours. 
In  the  mean  tim.e,  good  fignior  Benedick,  repair  to 
Leonato's ;  commend  me  to  him,  and  ; 
will  not  fail  liim  at  fupper ;  for,  indcc  . 
made  great  preparation. 

Be7ie,  I  have  almoft  matter  enough  in.  me  for 
fuch  an  embaffoge;  and  fo  I  com.m.it  ' 

Claud,  To  the  tuition  of  God:  i  -  -voufc, 

(if  I  had  it.)— 

Pedro,  The  hxth  of  July  ;  your  loving  friend, 
Benedick. 

Bene,  Nay,  mock  not,  mock  not ;  The  body  of 
your  difcourfe  is  fometime  guarded  with  fragments, 
and  the  guards  arc  but  llightly  baited  on  neither  : 
ere  you  flout  old  ends  any  further,  examine  your 
confcience;  and  fo  I  leave  you.  \_Exit, 

Claud,  My  liege,  your  higlinefs  ncv/  may  do 
rne  good. 

Pedro,  My  love  is  thine  to  teach;  teach  it  but 
hoWj 
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And  thou  fhalt  fee  how  apt  it  is  to  learn 
Any  hard  lelTon  that  may  do  thee  good. 

Claud,  Hath  Leonato  any  fon,  my  lord  ? 

Fedrc,  No  child  but  Hero,  fhc's  his  only  heir  : 
Doft  thou  iiil'ca  her,  Claudio  ? 

Claud,  O  my  lord, 
When  you  went  onward  on  this  ended  aflion, 
I  look'd  upon  her  with  a  folJier's  eye, 
That  lik'd,  hut  had  a  rougher  tafic  in  hand 
Than  to  driv^e  liking  to  the  name  of  love  : 
But  now  I  am  return'd,  and  that  war-thoughts 
Have  left  their  places  vacant,  in  their  rooms 
Come  thronging  foft  and  delicate  dehres, 
All  prompting  me  how  fair  young  Hero  is, 
Saying,  I  lik'd  her  ere  I  went  to  wars. 

Pedro.  Thou  wilt  be  like  a  lovrr  prefently. 
And  tire  the  hearer  with  a  book  of  words  : 
If  thou  doftiove  fair  Hero,  cherifh  it  ; 
And  I  will  break  with  her,  and  with  her  father, 
And  thou  fhalt  have  her  :  Was't  not  to  this  end, 
That  thou  began'fl  to  twifh  fo  fine  a  fLory  ? 

Claud,  How  fweetly  do  you  minifher  to  love. 
That  know  love's  grief  by  his  complexion  1 
But  left:  my  liking  might  too  fudden  feem, 
I  would  ha\''e  (Idv'd  it  with  a  longc    '  -  ^ 

Pedro.  What  need  the  bridge  mu  - :  il.^n 

the  Fiood  ? 
The  faireft  grant  is  the  ncccmty  : 
Look,  what  will  ferve,  is  fit  ;  'lis  once  thou  lovTt ; 
And  I  will  fit  thee  with  the  remedy. 
I  know,  we  fhall  have  revelling  to-night ; 
I  will  alfume  thy  part  in  fome  difguifc, 
And  tell  fair  Hero  I  am  Claudio  ; 
And  in  her  bofom  I'll  unclalp  my  heart, 
And  take  her  hearing  prifoner  with  the  fores 
And  ftrong  encounter  of  my  amorous  tale  ; 
Then,  after,  to  her  father  will  I  break 
And,  the  conclufion  is,  fhe  fhall  be  thine  : 
In  praftife  let  us  put  it  prcfcntly.  [^E.xcurJ, 
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SCENE  II. 

A  Roovi  in  Leonato's  Houfe. 
Enter  Lconaio  and  Antonio. 
Leo.  How  Rov/,  brother  ?  \^^here  is  my  coufin, 
your  Ton  ?  Hath  he  provided  this  mufic  ?  ^  { 

Ant.  lie  is  very  bufy  about  it.    Butj'brother,  I 
can  tell  you  news  that  you  yet  drcam'd  not  of. 
Leon.  Are  thiey  good  ? 

-'hit.  As  the  event  {Ai"^v\>  them  :  but  they  have 
<L  2V,  they  r  outward.  The  prince 

V  c  i.t  Claudio,  v  ;:.g  in  a  tliick -pleached 
liey  in  my  orchard,  were  thus  ovcrlieard  by  a  man 
KiL  mine  :  The  prince  dilcovcr'd  to  Claudio,  that  he 
lov'd  my  niece  your  daughter,  and  meant  to  acknow- 
ledge it  thir.  rvcr.-ng  in  a  d:mce ;  nay,  if  he  found 
her  accordar  t.  i:.:  lueant  to  take  the  prefcnt  time  by 
the  top,  and  inflanlly  break  vv^ith  you  of  it. 

Lcjn.  Hath  the  fellow  any  wit  that  told  you  this? 

Ant.  A  good  finr])  fellow;  I  will  fend  Tor  him, 
.  I'd  ciuedujK  him  yoLufelf. 

Leon.  No,  no  ;  \vc  will  hold  it  as  a  dream,  till  it 
appear  itfclf  : — ]  u*:  1  will  acquaint  my  daughter 
\vithal,  that  flv:  ■  the  better  pr^-;-:ued  for  an 

anfwer,  if  pcrcir. .  iids  be  true  :   Go  you,  and 

tell  her  of  it.  [Scrj-r^dS'^rv^^nts  cro/s  thejla^e  here.'] 
Coufm,  you  kncv/  v/liat  you  1:;  ve  to  do. — O,  I  cry 
you  mercy,  friend;  go  you  with  me,  and  I  will  ufe 
your  flvill  : — Good"  coufm,  have  a  care  this  bufy 
time.  \_Excunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Another  Apartment  in  Leonato's  Lloufe. 
Enter  Don  John  and  Conrade, 
Conr.  What  the  good-jer,  my  lord  !  why  are  you 
thus  out  of  meafure  fad  ? 
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John,  There  is  no  mearure  in  the  occafion  tli^tt 
breeds  it,  therefore  the  fadnefs  is  without  limit* 

Co  nr.  You  fliould  hear  reafon. 

John,  And  when  I  have  lieard  it,  what  bleffing 
bringcth  it  ? 

Conr,  If  not  a  prefent  remedy,  yet  a  patient  fuf- 
fe  ranee. 

John.  I  wonder,  that  thou  being  (as  thou  fay'fl: 
thou  art)  born  under  Saturn,  goeH:  about  to  apply 
a  moral  medicine  to  a  mortifying  mifchief.  I  can- 
not liide  what  I  am;  I  niuil  be  iad  when  1  have 
caufe,  and  fmile  at  no  man's  icRs;  cat  when  I  have 
flomac'        '      it  for  no  •         '  •  Qeep  when 

I  am   :  ;ind  tend  .;  bufmcrs  ; 

laugh  I  am  m.crry,  aiici  ci.iw  n-j  man  in  hi:; 

humour. 

Cor.r.  Yea,  h\v  ]:e  the  full  H^w 

of  this,  till  yo'^  t  cont-o-hnent. 

You  have  /cher, 
and  he  hat!  .    ;  whcri 

it  is  impoC  but  by  the  fair 

weather  tlv. .  :    is  needful  that 

you  frame-  ^vn  harvcft. 

Z^'  '  ^  "  ■   ^  •  ^i-er  in  a  hedge,  than 

i  :  ;  and  it  better  fits  my  blood  to  be 

'^^■^r\  to  failiion  a  carriage  to  rob 
'is,  though  ITannot  be  faid  to 
V  .-c:il  man,  it  iv.nit  not  be  denv'd 
b-a  I  .  -dealing  villi'in.    I  am  trufled  with 

a  rnuz/.'  \  .  . infranchifed  with  a  clog  ;  therefore 
I  have  decreed  not  to  Rng  in  my  cage  :    If  I  ]iad 
my  month,  I  would  bite;  if  I  had  my  liberry,  I 
would  do  my  liking:  in  the  mean  time-,  let  mc  be 
1  It  I  am,  and  feek  not  to  alter  me. 
Cc>)ir.  Can  you  make  no  ufe  of  your  difcontcnt  ? 
John.  I  make  all  ufe  of  it,  im  I  ufe  it  only.-- 
s  ho  comes  heic?  what  news,  Sorachio 
B  2 
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Enter  Borachio^ 

Bora,  I  came  yondcn-  from  a  great  fupper  ;  the 
prince,  your  brother,  is  royally  entertained  by  Leo- 
iiato ;  and  I  can  giv3  you  intelligence  of  an  in- 
tended marriage. 

John,  Will  it  f:rvc  for  any  model  to  build  mif- 
chief  on  ?  What  is  he  for  a  fool,  that  betroths  him- 
felf  to  unquietnefs  ? 

Bora,  Marry,  it  is  your  brother's  right  hand. 

John»  Who?  the  nioft  exquifite  Claudio  ? 

Bora,  Even  he  1 

John,  A  proper  fqiiirc  !  and  who,  and  who  ?  • 
which  way  looks  he  ? 

Bora,  Marry,  on  Hero,  the  dauglitcr  and  heir  of 
Leonato, 

John,  A  very  forward  March-chick  ?  How  come 
you  to  know  this  ? 

Bora,  Being  cntertain'd  for  a  perfumer,  as  I  was 
fmoaking  a  mufliy  room,  comes  rrje  the  prince  and 
Claudio,  hand  in  hand,  in  fad  conference  :— r-I 
whipt  me  -behind  the  arras  ;  and  there  heard  it 
agreed  upon,  that  the  prince  fiiould  woo  Hero  for 
liim.felf,  and,  having  obtained  her,  give  her  to  count 
Claudio. 

John,  Come,  come,  let  v.?  t'-'-'^^^r;  this  may 
prove  food  to'^y  difpleafLr.  young  Ilnrt- 

up  jiath  all  the  glory  of  my  .  ^  -  >  :w  ;  if  I  can 
crofs  him  any  way,  I  blefs  myielf  every  way  ; 
You  are  both  fure,  and  will  afTiR:  me. 

Conr,  To  the  death,  my  lord. 

Johv,  Let  us  to  the  great  fupper  ;  their  cheer  is 
the  greater,  that  I  Hp  Tubdu'd  :  'Would  the  cook 
were  of  my  mind  ?— Shall  we  go  prove  hat's  to 
be  done  ? 

Bora.  We'll  wait  upon  your  lordll-.ip. 

r  Exeunt 
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A  C  T    II.       S  C  E  N  E  I. 

A  Hall  in  Leonato's  Houfe. 

Enter  Lconato,  Antonio,  Fero,  Beatrice,  Margaret, 
and  Urfula. 

Leon,  "\  X  7  A  S  not  count  John  here  at  fupper  ? 
V  V      Ant,  I  faw  him  not. 

Beat,  How  tartly  that  gentleman  looks  !  I  never 
can  fee  him,  but  I  am  heart-burn'd  an  hour  after. 

I-^ero,  He  is  of  a  very  melancholy  difpofition. 

Beat,  He  were  an  excellent  man  that  were  made 
juft  in  the  midway  between  him  and  Benedick  : 
the  one  is  too  like  an  image,  and  fays  nothing  ;  and 
the  other,  too  like  my  lady's  eldcfl  fon,  ev^ermorc 
tattHng. 

Leon,  Then  half  fignior  Benedick's  tongue  in 
count  John's  m.outh,  and  half  count  John's  melan- 
choly in  fignior  Benedick's  face, — 

Beat,  With  a  good  leg,  and  a  good  foot,  uncle, 
und  money  enough  in  his  purfe,  fuch  a  man  would 
win  any  woman  in  the  v/orld, — -if  he  could  get  her 
f^ood  will.  ► 

o 

Leon,  By  my  troth,  niece,  thou  v/ilt  never  get 
thee  a  hufband,  if  thou  be'll  fcf  flirewd  of  thy 
tongue. 

Ant,  In  faith,  fhc's  too  curd. 

Beat,  Too  curil  is  more  than  curfh  :  I  fliall  leiTen 
God's  fending  that  way  :  for  it  is  faid,  God  fends  a 
curjl  cow  JJiort  horns  ;  but  to  a  cow  too  curft,  he 
fends  none. 

L.eon,  So.  by  being  too  curft,  God  will  fend  ycu 
no  horns. 

Beat,  Jufl,  if  he  fend  me  no  hufband  ;  for  the 
which  bleffing,  I  am  at  him  upon  my  knees  every 
^nornin^T  and  evenino;  :  Lord!  I  could  not  endmc 
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CI  hufband  with  a  beard  on  his  face  ;  I  had  rather 
lie  in  woollen. 

Leoji.  You  may  light  upon  a  hufoandj  that  hath 
no  beard. 

Beat,  What  fhould  I  do  with  him  ?  drefs  him  in 
my  apparel,  and  make  him  my  waiting-gentle- 
woman ?  He  that  hath  a  beard  is  m.ore  than  a 
youth  ;  and  he  that  hath  no  beard  is  lefs  than  a 
man  :  and  he  that  is  more  than  a  youth,  is  not  for 
me  ;  and  he  that  is  lafs  than  a  man,  I  am  not  for  him  : 
Therefore  I  will  even  take  fix-pencs  in  carnefL  of 
the  bear-herd,  and  lead  his  apes  into  hell. 

Leon,  Well,  then,  go  you  into  hcli. 

Beat,  No;  but  to  the  :pte  :  :ind  there  will  the 
devil  meet  me,  like  an  oUl  cuckold,  with  horns  on 
his  head,  and  fay,  Get  you  to  heaven,  Beatrice,  get  you 
to  heaven  ;  here's  710  place  for  yon  maids:  fo  deliver 
I  up  my  apes,  and  away  to  St.  Peter  for  thelieavens  ; 
he  fhews  me  where  the  bachelors  fit,  and  there  live 
we  as  merry  as  the  day  is  long. 

Ant,  Well,  niece,  I  trud  you  will  be  rul'd  by 
your  father.  [To  I:  ere. 

Beat,  Yes,  faith  ;  it  is  my  coufm's  duty  to  make 
a  courtfy,  and  lay.  Father  a",  if  hleafeyou  : — but  yet 
for  all  that,  coufin,  let  ]  'landrome  fcllov/, 

or  elfc  make  another  cu.. .  .  .  lay.  Father  as  it 
pkafcvtc.  _  . 

Leon,  V/ell,  niece,  I  hope  to  fee  you  one  dc-y 
fitted  wtih  a  hufbaad. 

Beat,  Not  till  God  make  m:-^.  r.F  fc>rne  other 
metal  than,  ^arth.    Would  '  -  -c  a  worn-' a 

xto  be  over-maftef'd  \yith  a  p; ;  v  ...  \  :iliant  dufh  ? 
^  to  make  account  of  her  life  to  a  clod  of  wayward 
marie  ?  No.  uncle,  I'll  rone  ;  Adam's  fons  are  my 
brethren,  and,  truly,  I  held  it  a  hn  to  match  in  my 
kindred. 

Leon,  Daught^^  remember  wlicit  I  told  you  :  if 
the  prince  do  fclicit  you  in  that  liin:!,  you  kno:v' 
your  anfwer. 
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Beat,  The  fault  will  be  m  the  mufic,  coufm  ; 
if  you  be  not  woo'd  in  good  time :  if  the  prince  be 
too  important,  tell  him,  there  is  meafure  in  every 
tiling,  and  fo  dance  out  the  anfwcr.  For  hear  me, 
Hero,  wooing,  wedding,  and  repenting,  is  as  a 
Scotch  jig,  a  meafure,  and  a  cinque-pace  :  the  firfl 
fuit  is  hot  and  hafly,  like  a  Scotch  jig,  and  full  as 
fantaftical  :  tlie  wedding,  mannerly  modeft,  as  a 
meafure  full  of  ftate  and  ancientry  ;  and  then  comes 
repentance,  and,  with  his  bad  Ic^^s,  falls  into  the 
cinque-pace  fafler  and  faflcr,  'till  he  fink  into  his 
grave. 

Leon.  CouRn.  you  apprehen  paffrng  fhrewdly. 

Beat.  I  have  a  good  eye,  uncle  ;  I  can  fee  a 
church  by  day-light. 

Leon.  The  revellers  are  entering  ;  brother,  nialic 
good  room. 

Enter  T^on  Pedro^  Claudto,  Benedick,  Balthazar  ; 
Don  John,  Borachio,  Margaret,  Urfula,  and  others 
majk  d. 

Pedro.  Lady,  will  you  walk  about  with  your 
friend  ? 

Hero.  So  you  walk  foftly,  and  look  fwcetly,  and 
fay  nothing,  I  am  yours  for  the  walk ;  and,  efpeci- 
ally,  when  I  walk  away. 

Pedro.  With  me  in  your  company  ? 

Hero,  I  may  fiy  fo,  when  I  pleafe. 

Pedro.  And  when  pleafe  you  to  fay  fo  ? 

Hero.  When  I  like  your  favour '/for  God  de- 
fend, the  lute  fliould  be  like  the  cafe! 

Pedro.  My  vifor  is  Philemon's  roof :  within  the 
houfe  is  Jove. 

Hero.  Why,  then  your  vifor  fhould  be  thatch'd. 

Pedro.  Speak  low,  if  you  fpeai  love. 

Balth.  Well,  I  would  you  cfidlike  me. 

Marg.  So  would  not  I,  for  v^uf  owx^  Jakc  for 
I  have  many  ill  qualities. 
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Balih,  Which  is  one? 
Marg.  I  lay  my  prayers  aloud. ' 
Balth,  Hove  you  the  better  ;  the  hearers  mavcry 
iracn.  ' 
Marg.  God  match  mc  with  a  good  dancer  ! 
Bcdth,  Amxcn. 

Marg,  And  God  keep  him  out  of  my  fight  when 
the  d^nce  is  done  ! — Anfwer,  clerk. 

Balth,  No  more  words  ;  the  clerk  is  nnfwer'd. 

Vrf,  I  know  you  well  enougli  :  you  are  fignior 
Antonio. 

AnU  At  a  word,  I  am  not. 

VrJ,  I  know  you  by  tlie  wagling  of  your  head. 

Ant.  To  tell  you  true,  I  counterfeit  him. 

UrJ.  You  could  never  do  him  fo  ill-well,  unlefs 
you  were  the  very  man:  Here's  his  dry  hand  up 
and  down  ;  you  are  he^  you  arc  he. 

Ant.  At  a  word,  I  am  not. 

Urf.  Come,  come;  do  you  think  1  do  not  knov/ 
you  by  your  excellent  wit  ?  Can  virtue  hide  itfelf  ? 
Go  to,  mum,  you  are  he :  graces  will  appear,  and 
tliere's  an  end. 

Bfiat,  Will  you  not  tell  me  who  told  you  fo  ? 

Bent,  No,  you  fhail  pardon  me. 

Beat,  Nor  will  you  not  tell  m.e  who  you  are  ? 

Btnt,  Not  now. 

Beat.  That  I  v/as  difdainful— and  th?,t  I  hnd  my 
good  wit  out  of  the  Hundred  merry  Tales  \ — Well, 
this  was  fignior  Benedick  that  faid  fo. 

Bene.  What's  h:  ? 

Beat,  I  am  fure  )'ou  knov/  him  well  enough. 
Bene.  Not  I,  believe  me. 
Beat,  Did  he  never  nnke  you  laugh  ? 
}lc7ie,  1  pray  you,  wr  at  is  he  ? 
.  'hy,  he  js  tiio  r  rirc^'s  jeflcr  :  a  very  dull 

•f,  .  :.u)  gift  i^in  dcvi^inr;  irirpbrfiblcflnnders: 

.one  u  u.iibertyfi^srdeligl  :  ^   '  c  com- 

vicndation  h  not  in  his  'v  ;  for 
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he  both  pleafcth  mc.  -'Crs  ihcm,  and  then 

tliey  laugh  at  him,  a:  I  arn  fare,  he  is  in 

the  fleet  ;  1  v/ould  he  h^id  bo.irdc-d  mc. 

Bene.  When  I  know  th'^     ■  tl  ^r-Aan,  PU  tell  him 
what  you  fay. 

Beat.  Do,  do  ;  lie'll      .  .  a  comparlfon  or 

two  on  vc\Q\  which,  peradventiirc,  not  mark'd,  or 
not  laugh'd  at,  ftrikcs  h^n  into  inelancholy  ;  and 
then  th'^re's  a  pirtrid;--^':  \v\ny  iavM,  f^r  tl-c  fool 
will  eat  no  fupper  that  night.  ].  '  ■  '  llc^wthe 

leaders.  icithm. 

Bene,  In  every  good  thing.  '  ■  . 

Bc-:U..  :^ay,  if  they  lead  to  any  ill,  I  v.^  le^fVifu 
t '  '     next  turning.  v-. 

 lent^  John,  Borachi>\  aiiJ  Clj 

John.  Sure  ::^y  brother  is  'imor 


mams. 

Bora,  And  that  is  Chudio  ;  I  hnw  him  by  his 

jo/in.  Are  you  not  fignior  Benedick? 

Claud.  You  know  me  well ;  I  am  he. 

Jo.hn.  Signior,  you  are  very  near  my  brollicr  in 
his  love  ;  he  is  enamour'd  on  Hero,  I  pray  you, 
dilTuade  him  from  her,  fhc  is  no  equal  for  his  birth  ; 
you  may  do  the  part  of  an  honeil  m.an  in  ii. 

Claud.  IIov/  know  you  he  loves  her  ? 

John.  1  heard  him  fwear  his  arleftien. 

Bora.  So  did  I  too  ;  and  he  Iwore  he  would 
marry  her  to-night. 

John.  Come,  let  us  to  the  bc^ncpaet. 

[^Extunt  John  and  Bora, 

Claud.  Thus  anfwer  I  in  na>n€5.;of  Benediclr, 
Bu-t^hear  thefe  ill  news  with  the  ears  of  Claudio. 
'Tis  certain  fo  : — the  prince  woos  for  hin^ci  '\ 
I'liendfhip  it  conftant  in  all  other  thdnes. 
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Save  in  the  office  and  affairs  of  love  : 

Therefore, all'hearts  in  love  ufe  their  own  tongues: 

Let  every  eye  negociatefor  itfeif, 

And  truR:  no  agent  ;  for  beauty  is  a  witch, 

Again fk  whole  charms  faith  mcheth  into  blood. 

This  is  an  accident  of  hourly  proof, 

Which  I  miftrufled  not :  Farewell  therefore,  Hero. 

Re-enter  Benedick, 
Bene.  Count  Claudio  ? 
Claud,  Yea,  the  fame. 
Bene,  Come,  will  you  go  with  me  ? 
Claml,  Whither? 

Betie,  Even  to  the  next  willow,  about  your  own 
'  ufmefs,  count.  What  fafhion  will  you  wear  the 
garland  of?  About  your  neck,  like  an  ufurer's 
chain  ?  or  under  your  arm,  like  a  lieutenant's 
frarf  ?  You  muff  wear  it  one  way,  for  the  prince 
With  got  your  Hero. 

Claud,  I  wifh  him  Joy  of  her. 

Bene,  Why,  that's  fpoken  like  an  honefh  drover  ; 
fo  they  fell  bullocks.  But  did  you  think  the  pjincc 
would  have  fervcd  you  thus  ? 

Claud,  I  pray  you  leave  m.e. 

Bene,  Ho  !  now  vou  ftrike  like  the  blind  man  ; 
*tw'r*s  the  boy  that  ftole  your  m.eat,  and  you'll  beat 
the  poft. 

Claud,  If  it  will  not  be,  I'll  leave  you.  \_Exit, 
Bene,  Alas,  poor  hurt  fool  !  Now  will  he  creep 

into  fedges.  But, .  that  m^y  lady  Beatrice  fhould 

know  me,  and  not  know  me  !  The  prince's  fool  ! 
—  Ha  !  it  may  be  I  go  under  that  title,  becaufe  I 
am  merry. —  Yea;  but  fo  :  I  am  apt  to  do  myfelf 
wrong;  I  am  not  fo  reputed:  it  is  the  bafe,  though 
bitter  difpofition  of  Beatrice,  that  puts  the  v/orld 
into  her  pericn,  and  fo  gives  me  out.  Well,  I'll  be 
reveng'd  as  I  may. 
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Re-enter  Don  Pedro, 

Pedro.  Now,  fignior,  where's  the  count  ?^  Did 
)'ou  fee  .him  ? 

Bene.  Troth,  my  lord,  I  have  play'd  the  part  of 
lady  Fam?.  I  found  him  here  as  melancholy  as  a 
lodge  in  a  warren  ;  I  told  h'm,  and,  I  think',  I  told 
him  true,  that  your  grace  iird.         the  goodwill  of 

this  young  ;    '  1  him  my  company 

to  a  willo'. '  ke  him  a  garland,  as 

being  foriakcn,  or  to  bind  linn  up  a  rod,  as  being 
worthy  to-  be  whipt. 

Pedro.  To  be  whipt !  What's  his  fault  ? 

Bene.  The  flat  tratifgreillon  of  a  Ichcool-boy  ; 
who,  being  overjoyed  with  finding  a  bird's  neft, 
fhews  it  his  companion,  and  he  deals  it. 

Pedro.  Wilt  thou  mi^ke  a  truft  a  tranfgreiTion  ? 
The  tranlgreffion  i:^  in  the  0:-:>Ic^\ 

Bene.  Yc  >  1  had  been 

mad e ,  an  d  t '  !  h  c  m  izht 

have  worr.  :  b.ave 

beftov/'d  or  _      ,  ,  ,    ..  .         ...  ....  ...I'nhis 

bird's  ncfl . 

Pedro.  I  will  but  tracli  tlieni  to  fing,  and  re- 
ftore  them  to  the  owner. 

Bene.  If  their  finging  anfwer  your  f.ndng,  by  my 
faith,  you  fay  honeftly. 

'"'cJ'-'o.  The  lady  Beatrice  liath  a  quarrel  to  you  ; 
riiirman,  that  danc'd  with  her,  told  her,  fhe  is 
:..  :(  '■  wrong'd  by  you. 

Bene.  O,  fhe  m.ifus'd  me  p^ft  the  endurance  of  a 
blccjc  :  an  oak,  but  with  o  ■  ^  leaf  on  it,  vrould 

have  anfv/er'd  her  ;  mv  v  began  to  a  {fume 

life  and  fcold  with  her  :  S  .e  Ic.la  me,  not  thinking 
I  had"  been  myielf,  tlr.it  I  v/as  the  prince's  jefher ; 
-and  that  i  vv^as  duller  than  a  great  thaw  ;  huddling 
jeQ,  -lipon  jefl:,  with  iuch  impofiible  conveyance, 
■  '>oii  nie,  that  1  fhood  like  a  mm  at  a  ma^ijc,  with  a 
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whole  army  fhooting  at  me  :  She  fpeaks  poignards, 
and  every  word  ftabs  :  if  her  breath  were  as  terrible 
as  her  terminations,  thei^  were  no  living  near  her, 
ihc  would  infc6l  to  the  north  ftar.  I  'would  not 
marry  her,  though  (lie  were  endowed  with  all  that 
Adam  had  left  him  before  he  tranfgrefs'd  :  fhe 
would  have  made  Hercules  have  turn'd  fpit ;  yea, 
and  have  cleft  his  club  to  make  the  fire  too.  Come, 
talk  not  of  her  ;  you  fliall  find  her  the  infernal  Ate 
in  good  apparel.  I  would  to  God,  fome  fcholar 
v/ould  conjure  her ;  for,  certainly,  while  fhe  is  here, 
a  man  may  live  as  quiet  in  hell,  as  in  a  fanftuary  ; 
and  people  fin  upon  purpofe,  becaufe  they  would  go 
thither  :  fo,  indeed,  all  difquiet,  horror,  and  pertur- 
bation follow  her. 

Enter  Claudio^  Beatrice,  Leonato,  and  Hero, 

Pedro,  Look,  here  fhe  comes. 

Bene,  Will  your  grace  command  me  any  fervice 
to  the  world's  end  ?  I  will  go  on  the  flighteft  er- 
rand now  to  the  Antipodes,  that  you  can  devife  to 
fend  me  on  ;  I  will  fetch  you  a  tooth-picker  now 
from  the  fartheft  inch  of  Afia  ;  bring  you  the  length 
of  Prefter  John's  foot ;  fetch  you  a  hair  off  the  great 
Cham's  beard  ;  do  you  any  embaffage  to  the  Pig- 
mies, rather  than  hold  three  words  conference  with 
this  harpy :  You  have  no  employment  forme  ? 

Pedro,  None,  but  to  defire  your  good  company, 

J3ene,  O  God,  fir,  here's  a  difh  I  love  not  ;  I 
cannot  endure  my  lady  Tongue, 

Pedro,  Come,  lady,  come  ;  you  have  lofl  the 
heart  of  fignior  Benedick. 

Beat,  Indeed,  my  lord,  he  lent  it  meavv'hile; 
and  I  gave  him  ufe  for  it,  a  double  heart  for  a  finglc 
one ;  marry,  once  before  he  won  it  of  me  with 
falfe  dice,  therefore  your  grace  inc  v  well  fay,  1  have 
loft  it. 

Pedro,  You  have  put  him  co'vn,  lady,  you  have 
put  him  down. 
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Beat,  So  I  would  not  he  fhould  dome,  my  lord, 
left  I  fhould  prove  the  mother  of  fools.  I  have 
brought  count  Claudio,  whom  you  fent  me  to  fcek. 

Pedro,  Why,  how  now,  count  ?  wherefore  are 
you  fad  ? 

Claud.  Not  (lid.  my  lord. 

Pedro,  Plow  then  ?  hck  ?  i 
Claud,  Neither,  my  lord. 

Beat,  The  count  is  neither  fad,  nor  lick,  nor 
merry,  nor  well :  but  civil,  count ;  civil  as  an  orange, 
and  fomething  of  that  jealous  complexion. 

Pedro,  I'faith,  lady,  I  think  your  blazon  to  be 
true  ;  though,  I'll  be  fworn,  if  he  be  fo,  his  conceit 
is  falfe.  Here,  Claudio,  I  have  wooed  in  thy  name, 
and  fair  Hero  is  won  ;  I  have  broke  with  her  father, 
and  his  good  will  obtained  ;  name  the  day  of  mar- 
riage, and  God  give  thee  joy  ! 

Leon,  Count,  take  of  me  my  daughter,  and  with 
her  my  fortunes :  his  grace  hath  made  the  match, 
and  all  grace  fay  Amen  to  it  ! 

Beat,  Speak,  count,  'tis  your  cue. 

Claud,  Silence  is  the  perfefteft  herald  of  joy  :  I 
were  but  little  happy,  if  I  could  fay  how  much. — 
Lady,  as  you  are  mine,  I  am  yours  :  I  give  away 
myfelf  for  you,  and  doat  upon  the  exchange. 

Beat,  Speak,  coufm  :  or,  if  you  cannot,  ftop  his 
mouth  with  a  kifs,  and  let  him  not  fpeak  ncitlier. 

Pedro,  In  faith,  lady  you  have  a  merry  heart. 

Beat,  Yea,  my  lord  ;  I  thank,  it  poor  fool,  it 
keeps  on  the  windy  fide  of  care  :  My  coufm  tells 
him  in  his  ear,  that  he  is  in  her  heart. 

Claud,  And  fo  fhe  doth,  coufin. 

Beat,  Good  lord,  for  alliance  I  Thus  goes  every 
one  to  the  world  but  I,  and  I  am  fun-burn'd  ;  I 
may  fit  in  a  corner,  and  cry,  heigh-ho  !  for  a  huf- 
band. 

Pedro,  Lady  Beatrice.  I  will  get  y€>u  one. 

Beat,  I  would  rather  have  one  of  your  fathcr\s 
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p;ctting  :  Kath  your  grace  ne'er  a  brother  like  you  ? 
Your  father  got  excellent  hufbands,  if  a  maid 
could  come  by  them. 

Pedro,  Will  you  have  me,  lady  ? 

Beat,  No,  my  lord,  unlcfs  I  might  have  another 
for  vvorking  days  ;  your  grncc  is  too  cofhly  to  wear 
every  day  : — But,  I  befecch  your  grace,  pardon  m.e  ; 
I  was  born  to  fpeak  all  mirth,  ?nd  no  matter. 

Pedro,  Your  filence  mofl  ofl^nds  me,  and  to  be 
merry  befl  becomes  you ;  for,  out  of  queflion,  you 
were  born  in  a  merry  hour. 

Beat,  No,  fure,  my  lord,  my  mother  cry'd  ;  but 
then  there  was  a  flar  danc'd,  and  under  that  I  was 
born.    Coufms,  God  give  you  joy. 

Leon,  Niece,  will  you  look  to  thofe  things  I 
told  you  of  ? 

Bccd.  I  cry  you  mercy,  uncle. — By  your  grace's 
pardon.  \^Exit  Beatrice, 

Pedro,  By  my  troth,  a  pleafant-fpirited  lady. 

Leon,  There's  little  of  the  melancholy  element  in 
her,  my  lord  :  fhe  is  never  fad,  but  when  flie  Heeps  ; 
and  not  ever  fad  then  ;  for  I  have  heard  my  daugh- 
ter fay,  (he  hath  often  dream'd  of  unhappincfs,  and 
wak'd  herfelf  vrith  hiighing. 

Pedro  She  cannot  endure  to  hear  tell  of  a  huf- 
band. 

Leon,  O,  by  no  means;  flie  mocks  all  her  wooers 
out  of  fuit. 

Pedro,  Shev/ere  an  excellent  wife  for  Benedick. 
Leon,  O  Lord,  my  lord,  if  they  were  but  a  v/eck 
marry'd,  they  would  talk  themfelves  mad, 

,  Count  Claudio,  when  mean  you  to  go  to 

lL-  .u.  To-morr-  V  v  ^  lord  ;  Time  goes  on 
crutches-.,  till  love  rites, 

Leon,  Not  till  TDiiU./y.  my  dear  fon,  which  is 
hence  a  juft  ieven-night  :  and  a  timx  too  brief  tco, 
to  have  ail  thi;:         '     r  my  mind. 
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Pedro,  Come,  you  fhakc  the  head  at  fo  long  a 
breathing  ;  but,  I  warrant  thee,  Claudio,  the  time ; 
fhall  not  go  dully  by  us  ;  I  will  in  the  interim,  un- 
dertake one  of  Hercules'  labours  ;  which  is,  to 
br  ing  fignior  Benedick  and  the  lady  Beatrice  into  a 
mountain  of  afFc6lion,  the  one  with  the  other.  I 
would  fain  have  it  a  match  ;  and  I  doubt  not  to 
fafhion  it,  if  you  three  will  but  minifter  fuch  afTiffc- 
ance  as  I  fhall  give  you  dirc6lion. 

Leon.  My  lord,  I  am  for  you,  though  it  coft  mc 
ten  nights'  watching. 

Claud,  And  I,,  my  lord. 

Pedro,  And  you  too,  gentle  Hero  ? 

Hero.  I  will  do  any  modefh  office,  my  lord,  to 
help  my  coufin  to  a  good  hufb:ind. 

Pedro.  And  Benedick  is  not  the  unhopefuUcil 
hulband  that  I  know  :  thus  far  1  can  praile  him  ; 
he  is  of  a  noble  ftrain,  of  eipprov'd  valour,  and  con- 
firm'd  honefly.  I  will  teach  you  how  to  humour 
your  coufin,  that  flie  fhall  fall  in  love  with  Bene- 
dick : — And  I,  with  your  two  helps,  will  fo  prac- 
tife  on  Benedick,  that  in  dcfpight  of  his  quick  wit 
and  his  queafy  ftornach,  lie  fhall  fall  in  love  with 
Beatrice.  If  we  can  do  this,  Cupid  is  no  longer 
an  archer  ;  his  glory  flauUbe  ours,  for  we  are  the  onlv 
love-gods.  Go  in  with  me,  and  I  v/ill  tell  you  my 
drift.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Another  Apartraeni  in  Leonatu's  houfc. 

Enter  Don  Jolm  and  Bjrachio, 

John,  It  is  fo  :  the  count  Claudio  fhall  marry  iItc 
daughter  of  Leonato. 

Dora,  Yea,  my  lorvl.  '  n  crofs  it. 

John,  Any  bar,  any  .  .  .^ly  impediment  will 
be  .medicinablc  to  me  :  1  am  iick  in  difplca'urc  t  -- 
C  2 
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him;  and  wh at foever  comes  athwart  his  affeclion, 
ranges  evenly  with  mine.  How  can  ft:  thou  crofs 
this  marriage  ? 

Bora.  Not  1  .  .  iny  lord ;  but  fo  covertly 
that  no  diflioncfty  fiudl  appear  in  me. 

j^'ohn.  Shew  me  briefly  how. 

Bora,  I  think,  I  told  your  lordfliip,  a  year  fince, 
how  much  I  am  in  the  favour  of  Margaret,  the 
waiting  gentlewoman  to  Hero. 

John,  I  remember. 

Bora,  I  can,  at  any  unfeafonable  inflant  of  the 
night,  appoint  her  to  look  out  at  her  lady's  chamber 
window. 

John,  What  life  is  in  that,  to  he  the  death  of 
this  m.arriage  ? 

Bora,  The  polfon  of  that  lies  in  you  to  temper. 
Go  you  to  the  prince  your  brother  ;  fpare  not  to 
tell  him,  that  he  hath  wrong'd  his  honour  in  mar- 
rying the  renown 'd  Claudio  fwhofe  eflimation  do 
you  mightily  hold  up)  to  a  contam.inated  ftiale,  fuch 
a  one  as  Hero. 

John,  \Vh#t  proof  fhall  I  make  of  that  ? 

Bora,  Proof  enough  to  mifufethe  prince,  to  vex 
Claudio,  to  undo  Hero,  and  kill  Leonato  :  Lock 
you  for  any  other  ilTue  ? 

John,  Only  to  dcfpite  them,  I  will  endeavour 
anv  thir.n^. 

me  a  meet  liour  to  draw 
.'int   Claudio,  alone  :  tell 
1  loves  me  ;  intend  a 

L         _  :e  and  Claudio,  as, — 

in  a  love  of  your  bi  •  who  hath  made 

this  match;  and  his  who  is  thus 

like  to  be  cozen'd  wiib  of  a  maid, — 

th:.{  you  have  diicover'ci  -     will  fcarcely 

believe  this  without  tr"  ;  them  inftances  : 

wL  ch  fhall  bear  no  lefs  :.  d,  than  to  lec  me 

*X  her-  ch:^iTiber  vrindcw  ;  hi  :.r         call  Margaret 
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Hero  ;  hear  Marg-^iret  term  me  Claudio  ;  and  bring 
them  to  fee  this,  the  very  night  before  the  intended 
wedding  ;  for,  in  the  mean  time,  I  will  fo  fafhion 
the  matter,  that  Hero  (hall  be  abfent ;  ?nd  there 
-fhall  appear  fuch  feeming  truth  of  Hero's  diflovalty, 
that  jc'doufy  fhall  be  call'd  affa ranee,  and  all  the 
preparation  over-thrown. 

John,  Grow  this  to  what  adverfc  iffue  it  can,  I 
will  put  it  in  praftice  :  Bq  cunning  in  the  working 
this,  and  thy  fee  is  a  thoufand  ducats. 

Bora,  Re  thou  conft?.nt  in  the  accufation,  and 
my  cunning  fliall  not  fh-^me  me. 

John,  I  will  prclently  go  Icani  their  day  of  mar- 
riage. [^Exeunt, 

S    C    E    N    E  HI. 

Lconato's  Orchard, 

Enter  Benedict  arid  a  boy. 

Bene.  Boy, — 
Boy,  Signior. 

Bene,  In  my  chamber-windvowlies  a  book  ;  bring 
it  hither  to  me  in  the  orchard. 
Boy,  I  am  here  already,  ftr. 

Bene,  I  know  that  ; — but  I  would  have  thee 
hence,  and  here  again.  [Exit  Boy,'] — I  do  much 
v/onder,  that  one  man,  feeing  how  much  another 
man  is  a  fool  when  he  dedicates  his  behaviours  to 
love,  will,  after  he  hath  laugh'd  at  fuch  fliaHow 
follies  in  others,  become  the  argument  of  his  own 
fcorn,  by  falling  in  love  :  and  fuch  a  man  is  Claudio. 
I  have  known,  when  tliere  was  no  mufic  with  him 
but  the  drum  and  the  fife  ;  and  now  had  he  rather 
hear  the  tabor  and  the  pipe  :  1  have  known,  when 
he  would  have  walk'd  ten  mile  afoot,  to  fee  a  ggod 
armour  ;  and  now  will  ho  lie  ten  nights  awake, 
carving  the  fafliion  of  a  new  doublet,    He  was 
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wont  to  fpcak  plain,  and  to  the  purpofe,  like  an 
honeft  man,  and  a  foldier ;  and  now  is  he  turn'd 
orthographer  ;  his  words  are  a  very  fantaftical  ban- 
quet, ju  ft:  fomany  flrange  difhes.  May  I  be  fo  con- 
verted, and  fee  with  thefe  eves  ?  I  cannot  tell  ;  I 
think  not  :  I  will  not  be  fworn,  but  love  may 
transform  me  to  an  oyfter:  but  I'll  take  my  oath 
on  it,  till  he  have  made  an  oyfter  of  me,  he  fhall 
never  make  me  fuch  a  fool.  One  woman  is  fair  ; 
yet  I  am  well:  another  is  wife  ;  yet  lam  well  ; 
another  virtuous ;  yet  I  am  well  :  but  till  all  graces 
be  in  one  woman,  one  woman  fhall  not  come  in  my 
grace.  Rich  fhe  fhall  be,  that's  certain ;  wife,  or 
I'll  none;  virtuous,  or  I'll  never  cheapen  her  ; 
fair,  or  I'll  never  look  on  her  ;  mild,  or  come  not 
near  me  ;  noble,  or  not  I  for  an  angel  ;  of  good 
difcourfe,  an  excellent  mufician,  and  her  hair  fliall 
be  of  whatever  colour  it  pleafe  God.  Ha  !  the 
prince  and  monfieur  love  I  I  will  hide  me  in  ^he 
arbour.  \JViikdraws, 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  Leonato,  Claudio,  and  Balthazar, 

Pedro,  Come,  fhall  we  hear  this  mufic  ? 
Claud.  Yea,  my  good  lord  :  How  ftill  the  even- 
ing is, 

As  hufli'd  on  purpofe  to  grace  harm.ony  ! 

Pedro.  See  you  where  Benedick  hath  hid  himfelf  ? 

Claud.  O  very  v/ell,  m.y  lord  :  the  mufic  ended, 
We'll  fit  the  kid-fox  with  a  penny-worth. 

Pedro.  Come,  Balthazar,  well  hear  that  fong 
again. 

Balth.  O  good  my  lord,  tax  nc^  voice 
To  flander  mufic  any  more  than  one  . 

Pedro.  It  is  the  witnefs  ftill  of  exceiiency. 
To  put  a  fhrange  face  cn  his  own  perfc^lion  : — 
I  pray  thee,  fing,  and  let  me  woo  no  more. 

Balth.  Becaufe  you  talk  of  wooing,  I  will  fing  : 
Since  many  a  wooer  doth  commencv^  his  luit 
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To  her  he  thinks  not  worthy  ;  yet  he  wooes  ; 
Yet  will  he  fwear  he  loves. 

Pedro.  Nay,  pr;r'  '        -    •  ' 
Or,  if  thou  wilt  h  , 
Do  it  in  notes. 

Balth,  Net 2  ?  nr/  notes. 

There's  not  a  note  : . 

Pedro,  Vv'hy  th. 
fpenks  ; 
Note,  notes,  forioctli,  a- 

Bene,  Now,  Divine  ai^ 
Is  it  not  ftr>in'Te,  th^;t  (1 
out  of  mc  - 
when  all'i  . 

S  O 

Si§h  no  more  lad: 

Men. 
One  foo: 

To 

B 

ArJ 

■]  dilties,  fing  no  7?io' 

'  '  ■  ■:  '  '  zavy ; 
7,  zrjo. 

Then  Ji^h  nut  fo,  Sec. 

Pedro,  By  rrrf  troth,  a  good  fong. 

BaLth,  And  an  ill  linger,  my  lo-d. 

Pedro.  Ha  ?  no;  no,  faith  ;  thou  fing'fl  well 
enough  for  a  fhift. 

Bene.  [  ''^fide.\  An  he  had  been  a  dog,  that  fnould 
have  hov/l'd  thus,  they  would  have  hang'd  him  : 


worth  the  noting, 
crotcliets  that  he 

I 

iiis  foul  ravifh'd  ! 
i  fhould  hale  fouls 
a  horn  for  my  money, 

N  G. 

more^ 


of  WJt 
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and,  I  pray  God,  his  bad  voice  bode  no  mifchief! 
I  had  as  lief  have  heard  the  night  raven,  com.c  what 
plague  could  have  come  ^fter  it. 

Pedro.  Yea,  marry  : — Doft  thou  hear,  Balthazar  ? 
I  pray  thee,  get  us  fom.e  excellent  mufic  ;  for  to- 
morrow night,  we  would  have  it  at  the-lady  Hero's 
chamber-window. 

Baltk.  The  beft  I  can,  my  lord.    [Ex.  Balthazar . 

Pedro.  Do  fo  :  farewell.  Come  hither,  I.eonato, 
What  was  it  you  told  me  of  to-day,  that  your  niece 
Beatrice  was  in  love  with  fignior  Benedick  ? 

Claud,  O,  ay; — Stalk  on,  flalk  on,  the  fowl  fits. 
[  Afide  to  Pedro.]  I  did  never  think  that  lady  would 
have  lov'd  any  man. 

Leon,  No,  nor  I  neither  ;  but  mod  wonderful, 
that  fhe  fhould  fo  dote  on  fignior  Benedick,  whom 
fhe  hath  in  all  outward  behaviours  feem'd  ever  to 
abhor. 

£e7ie,  Is't  Dofiible  ?  Sits  the  wind  in  that  corner  ? 

[JJide. 

Leon.  By  my  troth,  my  lord  I  cannot  tell  what 
to  think  of  it,  but  that  fne  loves  him  with  an  en- 
raged afTeftion  :  it  is  pa  ft  the  infinite  of  thought. 

Pedro.  May  be,  fhe  doth  but  counterfeit. 

Claud.  Faith,  like  enough. 

Leon.  O  God !  counterfeit !  There  never  was 
counterfeit  of  pafTion  came  fo  near  the  life  of  paf- 
fion,  as  fhe  difcovers  it. 

Pedro.  Why,  what  effefts  of  pafTion  fliews  fhe  ? 

Claud,  Bait  the  hook  well  ;  this  fifh  will  bite. 

[Jfide. 

Leon.  What  efPefts,  my  lord  !  She  will  fit  you, — 
You  heard  my^  daughter  tell  you  how, 
Claud,  She  did,  indeed. 

Pedro.  How,  how,  I  pray  you  ?  You  amaze  me : 
I  would  have  thought  her  fpirit  had  been  invincible 
againH:  all  affaults  of  afFe£lion. 

Leon.  I  would  have  fworn  it  had,  my  lord  \ 
efpecially  againfl  Benedick. 
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Bene,  [_Afide.']  I  fhould  think  this  n  gull,  but  that 
the  white-bearded  fellow  fpeaks  it  :  knavery  can- 
not, fure,  hide  himfelf  in  fuch  reverence. 

Claud,  He  hath  ta'en  the  infe6lion  ;  hold  it  up. 

\Afide. 

Pedro.  Hath  (he  made  heraffcftion  known  to  Be- 
nedick ? 

Leon,  No  ;  and  fwears  flie  never  will :  that's  her 
torment. 

Claud,  'Tistrue,  indeed  ;  fo  your  dni^hter  fays: 
Shall  /,  fays  fhe.  that  have  fo  oft  encounter  d  him  with 
fcorn^  toriteto  him  that  I  love  him? 

Leon,  This  lays  fhe  now  when  fhe  is  beginning 
to  write  to  him  :  for  fhe'll  be  up  twenty  times  a- 
night  ;  and  there  fhe  will  ht  in  her  fmock,  'till 
file  have  writ  a  fheet  of  paper  ; — my  daughter  tells 
us  all. 

Claud,  Now  you  talk  of  a  fheet  of  paper,  I  re- 
member a  pretty  jeft  your  daughter  told  us  of. 

Leon,  Oh,^ — When  fhe  had  writ  it,  and  was 
reading  it  over,  fhe  found  Benedick  and  Beatrice 
between  the  fheet  ? 

Claud,  That. 

Leon.  O,  fhe  tore  the  letter  into  a  thoufand  half- 
pence ;  rail'd  at  herfelf,  that  fhe  fliould  be  fo  itn- 
modeft:  to  write  to  one  that  fhe  knew  would  flout 
her ;  /  meafure  him^  fays  fhe,  by  my  own  fpirit  ;  for^ 
I Jliould  jloiit  him^  if  he  writ  to  vie;  yea^  though  L 
love  him^  I Jliould, 

Claud,  Then  down  upon  her  knees  fhe  falls, 
v/eeps,  fobs,  beats  her  heart,  tears  her  hair,  prays, 
curfes  : — 0  fweet  Benedick  !  God  give  me  patience, 

Leon,  She  doth  indeed ;  my  daughter  fays  fo  ; 
and  the  exilacy  hath  fo  much  overborne  her,  that 
my  daughter  is  fometime  afraid  fhe  will  do  defpe- 
rate  outrage  to  herfelf ;  It  is  very  true. 

Pedro,  It  were  good,  that  Benedick  knev/  of 
it  by  fome  other,  if  fhe  will  not  difcover  it. 
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Claud,  To  v.  ].. ,  He  would  but  r/jake  a  fport 

of  it.  and  torment  the  poor  lady  worie. 

Pe^rc.  An  he  fl^o'  ld.  it  wcr-  :rn  v^lms  to  liang 
1  "s  an  cxci  nd,  out  of 

ak  :n,  (li-  \i  \  :  , 

(.  7r.'  / .  A  n  ^  {  fh  e  i s  e  X  c:  « \ 

}  edro.  ^.v  r.  -rv  thini^,  ^  . loving  Benedick, 

Leon.  C  wiidoiTi  and  blood  combating 

in  fo  tender  ,  ...v,  we  have  ten  proofs  to  one  that 
blood  hiith  the  vi6lory.  I  am  forry  for  her,  as  I 
have  ju'ft  caufe,  being  her  uncle  and  her  guardian. 

Pedro,  I  would  fhe  had  beflowed  this  dotage  on 
e;  I  would  have  daft'd  all  other  refpe8:s,  and 
:ade  her  half  myfelf:  J  pray  you,  tell  Benedick  of 
:  t,  and  hear  <vhat  he  will  fay. 

Leon,  Were  it  good,  think  vou  ? 

Claud,  Hero  thinks  furcly,  fhe  will  die  :  for  fhc 
fays,  file  will  die  if  he  love  her  not  ;  and  flie  will 
die  ere  fhe  make  her  love  known  ;  and  fhc  will  die 
if  he  Vv'oo  her,  rather  than  fiie  will  bate  one  breath 
of  her  accuftom'd  crolmefs. 

Pedro,  She  doth  well ;  if  flie  fliould  make  tender 
of  her  love,  'tis  very  poffible,  he'll  fcorn  it :  for 
the  man,  as  you  know  all,  hath  a  contemptible  (pirit, 

^lai(d.  He  is  a  very  propcx'  man. 

Pedro,  He  hath,  indeed,  a  good  out^v^id  hap- 
pinefs. 

Claud,  'Fore  G--     -nJ  \\\  my  ?ni;id  very  wile. 
■  Pedro,  He  c.  ./i;;Vv^  fom.e  fparks  that 

a-  Vk-  win 

■  >  .  e  J  .  ^  /  valiant. 

^  ^^c'^  :  r^  d  in  tlie  ma- 
o  :  for  either 

  — undertakes 

tlvr-i  wiih 

Lcjiu  I  r  '  '  1  necefiarily  keep 

'  ■  ;  1'  '  ■  ••ffVit  to  enter  ii  ;  > 
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Pedro.  And  fg  will  he  do ;  for  the  man  doth  fear 
God,  howfoever  it  fecms  not  in  him,  by  fome  large 
jefts'he  will  make.  Well,  I  am  forry  for  your 
niece  :  Shall  we  go  feek  Benedick,  and  tell  him  of 
her  love  ? 

Claud.  Never  tell  him,  my  lord ;  let  her  wear  it 
out  with  good  counfel.  . 

Leon.  Nay,  that's  impoffible  ;  flie  may  wear  her 
heart  out  firft. 

Pedro.  Well,  we  will  hear  further  of  it  by  your 
daughter  ;  let  it  cool  the  while.  I  love  Benedick 
well  ;  and  I  could  wifii  he  would  modeftly  examine 
himfelf ;  to  fee  how  much  he  is  unworthy  to  have 
fo  good  a  lady. 

Leon.  My  lord,  will  you  walk  ?  dinner  is  ready, 

Claud.  If  he  do  not  dote  on  her  upon  this,  I 
will  never  truil  my  expe£lation.  [  Afide, 

Pedro.  Let  there  be  the  fame  net  fpread  for  her, 
and  that  muft  your  daughter  and  her  gentlewoman 
carry.  The  fport  will  be,  when  they  hold  an  opi- 
nion of  one  another's  dotage,  and  no  fuch  matter  ; 
that's  the  fcene  that  I  would  fee,  v/hich  will  be 
merely  a  dum.b  fhow.  Let  us  fend  her  to  call  hirn 
to  dinner.    [_AJide.~\  [^Exeunt. 

Benedick  advances fror/i  the  ardour. 

Bene.  This  can  be  no  trick  :  The  conference  was 
fadly  borne. — They  have  the  truth  of  this  from 
LIcro. — They  feem  to  pity  the  lady  ;  it  feems,  her 
aife6lions  have  the  full  bent.  Love  me  !  why,  it 
muflbe  requitecjt.  I  hear  how  I  am  ccniur'd  :  they 
fay,  1  will  bear  myfelf  proudly,  if  I  perceive  the 
love  come  from  her  :  they  f[\y  too,  that  flie  will 
rather  die  than  give  any  fign  of  afl'e^iion. — I  did 
never  think  to  marry  : — I  muft  not  feem  proud  :  — 
happy  are  they  that  hear  their  detra6lions,  and  can 
put  them  to  mending.  They  fay,  the  lady  is  fair  ; 
'tis  a  truth,  1  can  bear  them  witnefs  :  ?nd  virtuous; 
Vol.  II.  D 
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— 'tis  fo,  I  cannot  reprove  it  : — and  wife — but  for 
loving  me  : — By  my  troth,  it  is  no  addition  to  her 
wit  :  nor  no  great  argument  of  her  folly,  for  1  will 
be  horribly  in  love  with  her. —  I  may  chance  have 
fome  odd  quirks  and  remnants  of  Vv^it  broken  on 
me,  becaufe  I  have  rail'd  fo  long  again  ft  marriage  : 
But  doth  not  the  appetite  alter  ?  A  man  loves  the 
meat  in  his  youth,  that  he  cannot  endure  in  his 
age  : — Shall  quips,  and  fentcnccs,  and  thefe  paper 
bullets  of  the  brain,  awe  a  man  from  the  career  of 
his  humour?  No  :  the  world  muft  be  peopled. 
When  I  faid,  I  would  die  a  bachelor,  1  did  not 
think  I  fnould  live  till  I  were  marry'd. — Here 
comes  Beatrice  :  By  this  day,  fhe's  a  fair  lady :  I  do 
fpy  fome  marks  of  love  in  her. 

Enter  Beatrice, 

Beat,  Againft  my  will,  I  am.  fent  to  bid  you  come 
in  to  dinner. 

Bene.  Fair  Beatrice,  I  thank  you  for  your  pains. 

Beat,  I  took  no  more  pains  for  thole  thanks, 
than  you  take  pains  to  thank  me;  if  it  had  been 
painful,  I  would  not  have  come. 

Bene,  You  take  pleafure  then  in  themeffage? 

Beat,  Yea,  juft  as  much  as  you  may  take  upon  a 
knife's  point,  and  cbcak  a  daw  withal  : — You  have 
no  ftomach,  fignior  ;  fare  you  well.  [Exit, 

Bene,  Ha  !  Againji  my  zcill  I  ain  fent  to  hid  you 
come  in  to  dinner — there's  a  double  meaning  in  that. 
I  took  no  more  pains  for  thofe  thanks^  than  you  take 
pains  to  thank  vie — that's  as  much  as  to  (ay.  Any 
j^ains  that  1  take  for  you  is  as  eafy  as  thanks  ;  If 
I  do  not  take  pity  of  her,  I  am  a  villain  :  if  I  do 
not  love  her,  I  am  a  jew  :  1  wall  go  get  her  pi6lure. 

[Exit^ 
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ACT    III.      S  C*E  N  E  L 

Corillnues  in  the  Orchards 

Enter  Hero^  Hmrgaret^  and  Urjida* 

Hero,         O  O  D    Margaret,   run  thee  into  tlic 

\j  p?rlour; 
Ther«  fnalt  thou  find  my  courni  Beatrice 
Propofing  with  the  prince  and  Claudio ; 
Whifper  her  ear,  and  tell  her,  I  and  Urfula 
Walk  in  tlie  orchard,  and  our  whole  dircourfc 
Is  all  of  her  ;  fay,  that  thou  ove^-^card'fh  vis 
And  bid  her  ftcal  into  the  pleached  bower. 
Where  honey-fuckles,  ripen'd  by  the  fur, 
Forbid  the  fun  to  enter  ; — like  favourites, 
Made  proud  by  princes,  that  advance  their  pride 
Againft  that  power  that  bred  it : — there  will  \m 
hide  her, 

To  lifhen  our  propofe  :  This  is  thy  office, 
J3ear  thee  well  in  it,  and  leave  us  alone. 

Marg.  I'll  make  her'  come,  I  warrant  you,  pre- 
fcntly.  [_Ex2c\ 

Hero,  Now,  Urfula,  when  Beatrice  doth  come, 
As  we  do  trace  this  alley  up  and  down., 
Our  talk  mufh  only  be  of  Benedick  : 
When  I  do  name  him,  let  it  be  thy  part 
To  praife  him  more  than  ever  man  did  merit : 
My  talk  to  thee  mull  be,  how  Benedick 
Is  fick  in  love  with  Beatrice  :  Of  this  matter 
Is  little  Cupid's  crafty  arrow  made, 
That  only  wounds  by  hear-fay.    Now  begin, 

Enter  Beatrice,  behind, 

^or  look  where  Beatrice,  like  a  lapwing,  rurts 
lofe  by  the  ground,  to  hear  our  conferenco. 
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Urf,  The  pleafant'ft  angling  is  to  fee  the  fiili 
Cut  with  her  golden  oars  the  filver  ftrcam, 
And  greedily  devour  the  treacherous  bait : 
So  angle  we  for  Beatrice ;  w^ho  even  nov\^ 
Is  couched  in  the  woodbine  coverture: 
Fear  you  not  my  part  of  the  dialogue. 

Hero.  Then  go  we  near  her,  that  her  car  lofe 
nothing 

Of  the  falfe  fweet  bait  that  we  lay  for  it. 

\_They  advance  to  the  bower ^ 
Noj  truly,  Urfula,  (he  is  too  diidainful ; 
I  know,  her  fpirits  are  as  coy  and  wild 
As  haggards  of  the  rock. 

UrJ,  But  are  you  fure, 
That  Benedick  loves  Beatrice  fo  entirely  ? 

hero.  So  fays  the  prince,  and  my  new-trothed 
lord. 

Urf,  And  did  they  bid  you  tell  her  of  it,  madam  ? 

Hero,  They  did  intreat  me  to  acquaint  her  of  it ; 
But  I  perfuadcd  them,  if  they  lov'd  Benedick, 
To  wilh  him  wrcftle  with  afFetlion, 
And  never  to  let  Beatrice  know  of  it. 

Urf,  Why  did  you  fo  ?  Doth  not  the  gentleman 
Dcferve  as  full,  as  fortunate  a  bed, 
As  ever  Beatrice  fhall  couch  upon  ? 

Hero,  O  God  of  love  !  I  know,  he  doth  dcferve 
As  much  as  may  be  yielded  to  a  man  : 
But  nature  never  fram'd  a  woman's  heart 
Of  prouder  (luff  than  that  of  Beatrice  : 
Difdaln  and  fcorn  ride  fpaikling  in  her  eyes, 
Mifprifing  what  tliey  look  on  ;  and  her  wit 
Values  iticlf  fo  highly,  that  to  her 
All  matter  clfe  feems  wxak  :  fhe  cannot  love, 
Nor  take  no  fiiape  nor  projeft  of  afFc£lion, 
She  is  io  fclf-endeared. 

Urf,  Sure,  I  think  fo  ; 
And  tl:crcforc.  certciinly,  it  were  not  good 
She  knew  his  love,  left  (lie  make  fport  at  it. 


Act  III. 


MUCH  ADO  ABOUT  NO  Til  I  KG. 


Hero,  Why,  you  fpcdk  truth  :  I  never  yet  faw 
man, 

How  wife,  how  noble,  younjr,  how  rarely  featur'd, 
But  fhe  would  fpcll  him  backward  :  if  fair-fac'd, 
She'd  rvvc:ir,  the  gentleman  fnould  be  her  fifter ; 
If  blick,  why  nature,  drawing  of  an  antic. 
Made  a  foul  blot :  if  tall,  a  lance  ill-headed  ; 
If  low,  an  aiglet  very  vilely  cut  : 
If  fpeaking,  why,  a  vane  blo\vn  with  all  winds  ; 
If  filent,  why,  a  block  moved  with  none. 
So  turns  fhe  every  mm  the  wrong  fide  cut  : 
And  never  gives  to  truth  cvad  virtue,  that 
Which  fimplenefs  and  merit  purchafelh. 

l/rf.  Sure,  furc,  fucli  carping  is  not  commendable. 

hero.  No  ;  not  to  be  fo  odd,  and  From  all  fafhions, 
As  Beatrice  is,  cannot  be  commendable  : 
But  v/ho  dare  jtell  her  fo  ?  If  I  fliouk*  fpeak, 
She'd  mock  me  !  /  -    ^- ;  O,  ■'^.  i-z  would  laugh  nic 
Out  of  myfelf  \'ith  wit. 

Therefore  let  i;    .  "  ;  -'v-^ 

Con  fume  away  .  ; 
It  were  a  be[-^  ''iiA  iiioch^  : 

Which  is  as  ba  :  .  ith  tickhnnr. 

Urf,  Yet  tcli  Ikt  .:r  it  ;  hr..     '    '  'S-  -  ill  fay. 

Hero,  No;  rather  I  \r.ll  pt: 
And  counfel  him  to  nglv'  •  ;  : 

And,  truly,  1  11  dcvile  i  -  s 

To  flain  my  c     *  *  low, 

How  much  "V:  ^  'iicr. 

Urf.  C.  .  . 

She  can 

As    iL-  ...  .  ;iC 

So  rare  a  gcntlemn.  '-lick. 

Hero,  He  is  the  v  .   ^     -  'iy. 

Always  excepted  my  de-r  Ciaudio. 

Uij,  I  privyvyou,  be  not  angry  v.ntii  me,  midr.m, 
£pcak:'n:-  rr>i' iwicj  :  i:*-nior. Benedick, 
^  D  2 
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For  fhape,  for  bearing,  argument,  and  valour, 
Goes  forernofl  in  report  through  Italy. 

Hero.  Indeed,  he  hath  an  excellent  good  name. 

Urf,  His  excellence  did  earn  it,  ere  he  had  it, — 
When  are  you  marry'd,  madam  ? 

Bero,    Why,  every  day  : — to-morrow  :  Come, 
go  in, 

I'll  fnew  thee  feme  attires;  and  have^ihy  counfel. 
Which  is  the  befl  to  furnifh  m.e  to-morrow. 

Urf.  She's  lim'd,  I  warrant  you  ;  we  have  caught 
her,  madam. 

Hero,  If  it  prove  fo,  then  loving  goes  by  haps  ; 
vSom.c  Cupid  kills  with  arrows,  fomc  with  traps. 

Beatrice  advancing. 
Bene,  What  fire  is  in  mine  ears  ?  Can  this  be  true  ? 
Stand  I  condemn'd  ^for  pride  and  fcorn  fo 
much  ? 

Contempt,  farewell !  and  maiden  pride,  adieu  ! 

No  glory  lives  behind  the  back  of  fuch. 
.\nd,  Benedick,  love  on  ;  I  will  requite  thee  ; 

Taming  my  wild  heart  to  thy  loving  hand  ; 
If  thou  doft  love,  m.y  kindnefs  fiiall  incite  thee 

To  bind  our  loves  up  in  a  holy  band  : 
For  others  lay,  thou  doft  deferve  ;  and  I 
Believe  it  better  than  reponingly.  \^Exit,. 

SCENE  II. 

Lecnat(/s  Hovfe, 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  Cbiidh\  Bcneduh,  and  Lecnato, 
Pedro,  I  do  but  flay  till  your  marr'-ge  be  c:n~ 

h;^rmatc,  and  then  op  I  toward  Arragcri. 

CLiud,  I'll  brin[^  ^-c  u  thitlicr,  my  lord,  if  vcu'Il' 

voi:ch(^if^  me. 

Pedro.  Nn\  tliat  would  be  as  great  a  {o\\  in  the 

DCW  glofs  of  your  marriprte,      io  vnc^v  -  -     '  ,  his 
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new  coat,  and  forbid  him  to  wear  it.  I  will  only 
heboid  with  Benedick  for  his  company  ;  for,  from 
the  crown  of  his  head  to  the  fole  of  his  foot,  he  is 
all  mirth  ;  he  hath  twice  or  thrice  cut  Cupid's  bow- 
fhring,  and  the  little  hangman  dare  not  fhoot  at  him  : 
he  hath  a  heart  as  found  as  a  bell,  and  his  tongue  is 
the  clapper  \  for  what  his  heart  thinks,  his  tongue 
fpeaks. 

Bene,  Gcdlants.  I  am  not  as  I  have  been, 

Leon.  So  fay  I  ;  methiriks,  you  are  fadder. 

Claud.  I  hope,  he  be  in  love. 

Pedro.  Hang  him,  truant  ;  there's  no  true  drop 
of  blood  in  him,  to  be  truly  touch'd  with  love  :  if 
he  be  fad,  he  Vv^ants  money. 

Bejie.  I  have  the  tooth-ach, 

Pedro,  Draw  it. 

Bene.  Hang  it ! 

Claud.  You  mufl  hang  it  firf^,  and  dravv^  it  after-  ^ 
-wards, 

Pedro.  What,  figh  for  the  tooth-ach  ? 

Leon.  Where  is  but  a  humour,  or  a  worm  ? 

Bene.  Well,  every  one  can  mafter  a  grief,  but  lie- 
that  has  it. 

Claud.  Yet  fay  I,  he  is  in  love. 

Pedro.  There  is  no  appearance  of  fancy  in  L.'m, 
unleFs  it  be  a  fancy  that  he  hath  to  ftrange  dngui.cs  ; 
as  to  be  a  Dutchman  to-day  ;  a  Frenc'iman  to-mor- 
row ;  or  in  the  fliape  of  two  countries  at  once  ;  as  a 
German  from  the  waifh  downward,  ail  no^s  ;  and 
a  Spaniard  from  the  hip  upward,  no  doublet  :. 
Unlefs  he  have  a  fancy  'to  this  foolery,  as  it  appears 
he  he.th,  he  is  no  fool  for  fancy,,  as  you  would  have 
ic  to  appear  he  is. 

Claud.  If  he  be  not  in  love  with  fome  woman, 
tlicre  is  no  believing  old  figns  :  he  brufiics  his  h-t 
o'mornings  ;  What  fnould  that  bode  ? 

Pedro..  Hath  any  m.an  fecn  h.imnt  thek:rbcr"s  ? 

f'.Iud^  No...  but  the  barber's  man.  hzili  bec.u  lec:: 
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with  him  ;  and  the  old  ornament  of  his  cheek  hath 
already  flufT'd  tennis-balls. 

Leon,  Indeed,  he  looks  younger  than  he  did,  by 
theloi'sof  a  beard. 

Pedro,  Nay,  he  rubs  himJelf  with  civet  :  Can 
you  imcU  him  out  by  that  ? 

Claud,  That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  The  fwect  youth's 
in  love. 

Pedro,  The  greateft  note  of  it  is^  his  mclancholv. 

Claud,  And  when  was  he  wont  to  wafli  his  face  ? 

Pedro.  Yea,  or  to  paint  himfclf  ?  for  the  which,  I 
hear  what  they  lay  of  him. 

Claud.  Nay,  but  hie  jelling  fpirit ;  which  is  now 
crept  into  a  lute-ftring,  and  nowgovern'd  by  flops. 

Pedro.  Indeed,  that  tells  a  heavy  talc  for  him  ; 
conclude,  conclude  he  is  in  love. 

Claud.  Nay,  but  I'know  who  loves  him. 

Pedro,  That  would  I  know  too  ;  I  warrant,  one 
that  knows  him  not. 

Claud,  Yes,  and  his  ill  conditions ;  and,  in  de- 
fpight  of  all,  dies  for  him. 

Pedro.  She  fliall  be  buried  with  her  face  upwards. 

Bene.  Yet  is  this  no  charm  for  the  tooth-ach. — 
Old  fignior,  walk  ande  with  me  ;  I  have  fludied 
eight  or  nine  wife  words  to  fpeak  to  you,  which 
thcfc  hobby-horfes  mufl  not  hear. 

[Exeunt  Benedick  and  Leonato. 

Pedro,  For  my  life,  to  break  with  him  about 
Beatrice. 

Claud,  'Tis  even  fo  :  Hero  and  Margaret  have  by 
this  time  play'd  their  parts  with  Beatrice ;  and  then 
the  two-bears  v/ill  not  bite  one  another,  wlicn  they 

Er:  ~ 

John,  My  \c-  '  . .  *.^od  lave  you. 

Pedro.  Goo-' 
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Pedro,  In  private  ? 

John.  If  it  pleafe  you: — yet  count  Claudio  may 
hear  ;  for  what  I  would  fpeakof,  concerns  him, 
Pedro.  What's  the  matter  ? 

John.  Means  your  lordfhip  to  be  marry 'd  to- 
m.orrow  ?  [_To  Claudio^ 

Pedro.  You  know,  he  does. 

John.  I  know  not  that,  when  he  knows  what  I 
know. 

Claud,  If  there  be  any  impediment,  I  pray  you, 
difcover  it. 

John,  You  may  think,  I  love  you  not  ;  let  that 
appear  hereafter,  and  aim  better  at  me  by  that  I  now 
will  manifeft:  For  my  brother,  I  think,  he  holds 
you  well  ;  and  in  dearnefs  of  heart  hath  holp  to 
efFe8:  your  enfuing  marriage  :  furely,  fuit  ill-fpent, 
and  labour  ill-beftow'd  ! 

Pedro,  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

John,  I  came  hither  to  tell  you,  and  circum- 
flanccs  fliorten'd,  (for  fhe  hath  been  too  long  a 
talking  of),  the  lady  is  difloyal. 

Claud,  Who  ?  Hero  ? 

John,  Even  fhe ;  Leonato's  Hero,  your  Hero, 
every  man's  Hero. 
Claud,  Difloyal  ? 

John,  The  word  is  too  good  to  paint  out  her 
wickednefs  ;  I  could  fay,  fhe  were  worfe  ;  think 
you  of  a  worfe  title,  and  I  will  fit  her  to  it.  Won- 
der not  till  further  warrant :  go  but  with  me  to- 
night, you  fhall  fee  her  chamber-window  enter'd  ; 
even  the  night  before  her  wedding-day :  if  you 
love  her  then,  to-morrow  wed  her  ;  but  it  would 
better  fit  your  honour  to  change. your  mind. 

Claud,  May  this  be  fo  ? 

Pedro,  I  will  not  think  it. — 

John,  If  you  dare  not  truft  that  you  fee,  con- 
fcfs  not  that  you  know  :  if  you  will  follow  me,  I 
will  fliew  you  enough  ;  and  when  you  have  fccn 
more,  and  heard  more,  proceed  accordingly. 
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Claud,  If  I  fee  any  thing  to-night  why  I  fhouid 
not  marry  her  ;  to-morrow,  in  the  congregation, 
where  I  fhould  wed,  there  will  I  fliame  her. 

Pedro.  And,  as  I  wooed  for  thee  to  obtain  her, 
I  will  join  w^'th  thee  to  difgrace  her, 

John,  I  will  difparage  her  no  farther,  till  you 
are  my  witnefTes  :  bear  it  coldly  but  till  midnight, 
and  let  the  iffue  fhew  itfelf. 

Pedro  O  day  untowardly  turn'd  ! 

Claud,  Omilchief  ilrangely  thwarting! 

John,  O  plagae  right  well  prevented  ! 
So  you  will  fay,  when  you  have  feen  the  fequel, 

SCENE  III. 
The  Si  rat. 

Enter  Dogberry  and  Verges,  with  the  Watch, 

Dogb,  Are  you  good  men  and  true  ? 

Verg,  Yea,  or  elfc  it  were  pity  but  they  fhould 
fuffer  falvation,  body  and  foul. 

Do^b,  Nay,' that  were  a  punifliment  too  good  for 
them,  if  they  fliould  have  any  allegiance  in  them, 
being  chofen  for  the  prince's  watch. 

Verp-,  Well,  give  them  their  charge  neighbour 
Do.:^hc]-rv. 

Dogb,  Firft,  who  think  you  the  moft  defertlef^ 
man  to  be  conflable  ? 

1  Watch,  Hugh  Oatcake,  fir,  or  George  Seacool ; 
for  they  can  wTite  and  read. 

Dogb.  Come  hither,  neighbour  Seacoal  :  God 
hath  blef^'d  you  with  a  good  name  ;  to  be  a  well- 
favour'd  man  is  the  gift  of  fortune  ;  but  to  write 
and  rcid  comes  by  nature. 

Both  which,  mafler  conftable,  

,  .:u  have  ;  I  knew  it  would  be  your  an- 
\\  cU.  for  your  favour,  fir,  why,  give  God 
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thanks,  and  make  no  boaPc  of  it  ;  and  for  your 
writing  and  reading,  let  that  appear  when  there  is 
no  need  of  fuch  vanity.  You  arc  thought  hereto  be 
the  mod  fenfelefs  and  ht  man  for  the  con  liable  of 
the  watch :  therefore  bear  you  the  lanthorn  :  This 
is  your  charge  ;  you  fiiall  comprehend  all  vagrom 
men  ;  you  are  to  bid  any  man  ftand,  in  the  prince's 
name. 

2  Watch,  How  if  he  will  not  fhand  ? 

Dogb,  Why  then,  take  no  note  of  him,  but  let 
him  go  ;  and  prefently  call  the  reft  of  the  watch 
together,  and  thank  God  you  are  rid  of  a  knave. 

Verg,  If  he  will  not  ftand  wh^n  he  is  bidden, 
he  is  none  of  the  prince's  fubjefts. 

Dogl?,  True,  and  they  are  to  meddle  Vv^ith  none 
but  the  prince's  lubjefts  : — You  fliall  alfo  make  no 
noife  in  the  ftrcets;  for,  the  watch  to  babble  and 
talk,  is  mofh  tolerable  and  not  to  be  endur'd. 

2  Watch,  We  v/ill  rather  fleep  than  talk  ;  wc 
know  what  belongs  to  a  v/atch. 

Dogb.  Why,  you  Ipcak  like  an  ancient  and  mod 
quiet  watchman  ;  for  I  cannot  fee  how  fleeping 
Ihould  offend  :  only,  have  a  care  that  your  bills  be 
not  fholcn  : — Well,  you  are  to  call  at  all  the  ale- 
houfes.,  and  bid  them  that  are  drunk  get  them  to 
bed. 

2  Watch,  How  if  they  v/ill  not  ? 

Dogh.  Why  then,  let  them  alone  till  they  are 
fober  ;  if  they  make  you  net  then  the  better  anfwer, 
you  may  fay,  they  are  not  the  men  you  took  them 
for. 

2  Watch.  Well,  fir. 

Dogb,  If  you  mxet  a  thief,  you  ma/  fufpc^;  In'm, 
by  virtue  of  your  office,  to  be  no  true  man  ;  and, 
for  fuch  kind  of  men,*the  lefs  you^meddle  or  m.ake 
with  thorn,  why,  the  miore  is  for  your  honcPy. 

2  Watch,  If  we  know  him  to  be  a  thief,  fhall  v/e 
not  lay  hands  on  him  ? 
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Dogb.  Truly,  by  your  office,  you  may  ;  but,  I 
think,  they  that  touch  pitch  will  be  defil'd :  the 
moft  peaceable  way  for  you,  if  you  do  take  a  thief, 
is,  to  let  him  fhew  him.felf  what  he  is,  and  fteal  out 
of  your  company. 

Verg,  You  have  always  been  call'd  a  merciful  man, 
partner. 

Dogb.  Truly,  I  would  not  hang  a  dog  by  my 
will ;  much  more  a  man  who  halh  any  honefty  in 
him. 

Verg,  If  you  hear  a  child  cry  in  the  night,  you 
mufh  call  to  the  nurfc,  and  bid  her  ftill  it. 

2  JVatch,  How  if  the  nurfe  be  afleep,  and  will 
not  hear  us  ? 

Dogb.  Why  then,  depart  in  peace,  and  let  the 
child  wake  her  with  crying  :  for  the  ev/e  that  will 
not  hear  her  hmb  when  it  baes,  will  never  anfwer 
a  calf  when  he  bleats. 

Verg,  'Tis  very  true. 

Dogb,  This  is  the  end  of  the  charge.  You,  con- 
flable,  are  to  prefent  the  prince's  own  perfon  ;  if 
>  you  meet  the  prince  in  the  night,  you  may  ftay  him. 

Verg,  Nay,  by  'r  lady,  that,  1  think,  he  cannot. 

Dogb,  Five  fiiillings  to  one  on't,  with  any  man 
that  knows  the  fiatutes,  he  may  flay  him  :  many, 
not  without  the  prince  be  willing  :  for,  indeed, 
the  watch  ought  to  offend  no  man  :  and  it  is  an  of- 
fence to  ftay  a  man  againft  his  will. 

Verg,  By  'r  lady,  I  think  it  be  fo. 

Dogb,  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Well,  mafters,  good  night  : 
?n  there  be  any  matter  of  weight  chances,  call  up 
me  ;  keep  your  fellows'  counfels,  and  your  own, 
and  good  night. — Come,  neighbour. 

2  Vfatch,  Well,  mafters,  we  hear  our  charge  ; 
let  us  go  lit  here  upon  the  church-bench  till  tv/o, 
and  then  all  to  bed. 

Dogb,  One  word  more,  honeft  neighbours  :  I 
pray  you  watch  about  fignior  Leonato's  door  *,  for 
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the  wedding  being  there  to-morrow,  there  is  a  great 
coil  to-night :  Adieu,  be  vigilant,  I  befeech  you. 

\_Excunt  Dogberry  and  Verges^ 
Enter  Borachio  and  Conrade. 
Bora»  What !  Conrade^ 

Watch.  Peace,  flir  not.  [^#^^» 

Bora,  Conrade,  I  fay  ! 

Conr»  Here,  man,  I  am  at  thy  elbow. 

Bora.  Mafs,  and  my  elbow  itch'd;  I  thought, 
there  would  a  fcab  follow. 

Conr.  I  will  owe  thee  an  anfwer  for  that  ;  and 
now  forward  with  thy  tale. 

Bora.  Stand  thee  clofe  then  under  this  pent- 
houfe,  for  it  drizzles  rain  :  and  I  will,  like  a  true 
drunkard,  utter  all  to  thee. 

Watch,  [_Afide.'\  Some  treafon,  mafters  ;  yet  ftand 
clofe. 

Bora.  Therefore  know,  I  have  earned  of  Don 
John  a  thoufand  ducats. 

Conr.  Is  it  poffible  that  any  villainy  fhould  be 
fo  dear  ? 

Bora.  Thou  fhould' fl  rather  afk,  if  it  were  pof- 
fible any  villainy  fhould  be  fo  rich  :  for  when  rich 
villains  have  need  of  poor  ones,  poor  ones  may 
make  what  price  they  will. 

Conr.  I  wonder  at  it. 

Bora,  That  fhews,  thou  art  un confirm 'd  : — Thou 
knoweft,  that  the  fafhion  of  a  doublet,  or  a  hat,  or 
a  cloak,  is  nothing  to  a  man. 

Conr.  Yes,  it  is  apparel. 

Bora.  I  |neap,  the  fafhion. 

Conr.  Yes,  the  fafhion  is  the  fafhion. 

Bora.  Tu{h !  I  may  as  well  fay,^^fee  fool's  the 
fool.  But  fee'ft  thou  not,  what  a^deform'd  thief 
this  fafliion  is  ? 

Watch.  I  know  that  Deformed  ;  he  has  been  a 
vile  thief  thefe  feven  years  ;  he  goes  up  and  dowa 
like  a  gentleman  ;  I  remember  his  name. 
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Bora,  Did  ft  thou  not  hear  feme  body  ? 

Conr.  No  ;  'twas  the  vane  oa  the  houfe. 

Bora.  Seeft  thou  not,  I  fay,  what  a  deformed 
thief  this  fafliion  is?  how  giddy  he  turns  about  all 
the  hot  bloods,  between  fourteen  and  five-and- 
thirty  ?  fometime,  fafhioning  them  like  Pharaoh's 
foldiers  in  the  reechy  painting ;  fometime,  like 
god  Bel's  priefts  in  the  old  church  window ;  fome- 
time, like  the  fliaven  Hercules  in  the  fmirch'd 
worm  eaten  tapcflry,  where  his  cod-piece  feems  as 
maffy  as  his  club  ? 

Conr.  All  this  I  fee ;  and  fee,  that  the  fafhion 
wears  out  more  apparel  than  the  man  :  But  art  not 
thou  thyfelf  giddy  with  the  fafhion  too,  that  thou 
haft  fhiftcd  out  of  thy  tale  into  telling  me  of  the 
fafliion  ? 

'  Bora.  Not  fo  neither  :  but  know%  that  I  have  to- 
night wooed  Margaret,  the  lady  Hero's  gentlewoman, 
by  the  name  of  Hero  ;  fhc  leans  me  out  at  her  mif- 
trefs's  chamber-window,  bids  me  a  thoufand  times 
good  night — I  tell  this  talc  vilely  : — I  fhould  firft 
tell  thee,  how  the  prince,  Claudio,  and  my  mafter, 
planted  and  placed,  and  poffeffcd  by  my  mafter 
Don  John,  faw  afar  off  in  the  orchard  this  amiable 
encounter, 

Conr.  And  thought  they,  Margaret  was  Hero  ? 

Bora.  Two  of  them  did,  the  prince  and  Claudio  ; 
but  the  devil  my  mafter  knew  fhe  was  Margaret ; 
and  partly  by  his  oaths,  which  firft  poffefs'd. them, 
partly  by  the  dark  night,  which  did  deceive  them, 
but  chiefly  by  my  villainy,  v/hich  did  confirm  any 
flander  that  Don  John  had  made,  away  went 
Claudio  enraij|i ;  fwore  he  would  meet  her,  as  he 
was  appoint^p^next  morning  at  the  temple,  and 
there,  before  the  whole  congregation,  ftiame  her 
with  what  he  faw-  o'er  night,  and  fend  her  hom.e 
without  a  hufband- 

1  Watch,  We  charge  you  in  the  prince's  namQ, 
Sand. 
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2  Watch.  Call  up  the  right  mafler  conftable.— 
We  have  here  recovered  the  mofl  dangerous  piece 
of  lechery  that  ever  was  known  in  the  common- 
wealth. 

1  Watch,  And  one  Deformed  is  one  of  them  ;  I 
know  him,  he  wears  a  lock. 

Conr,  Mailers,  mafters — 

2  Watch.  You'll  be  made  bring  Deformed  forth, 
I  warrant  you. 

Conr.  Mafters, — 

1  Watch.  Never  fpeak  ;  we  charge  you,  let  us 
obey  you  to  go  with  us. 

Bora.  We  are  like  to  prove  a  goodly  commodity, 
being  taken  up  of  thefe  men's  bills. 

Conr.  A  commodity  in  queftion,  I  warrant  you^ 
Come,  we'll  obey  you,  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     IV.  ^ 

An  Apartment  in  Leonato's  Houfe. 
Enter  Hero^  Margaret^  and  Urfula, 
Hero.    Good  Urfula,  wake  my  coufin  Beatrice; 
and  deGre  her  to  rife, 
Urf.  I  will,  lady. 
Jiero.  And  bid  her  com.e  hither, 
Urf.  Well.  [_Exit  Urfula. 

Marg.  Troth,  I  think,  your  other  rabato  were 
better. 

Bero.  No,  pray  thee,  good  Meg,  I'll  wear  this. 

Marg.  By  my  troth,  it's  not  fo  good;  and  I  war- 
rant, your  coufm  will  fay  fo. 

Hero.  My  coufin's  a  fool,  and  thou  art  another ; 
I'll  wear  none  but  this, 

Ularg.  I  like  the  new  tire  withiikexcellently,  if 
the  hair  were  a  thought  browner ;  araft  your  gown's 
amoft  rare  fafhion,  i'  faith.  I  fawttie  dutckefs  of 
Milan's  gown,  that  they  praife  fo. 

I/cro,  O,  that,  exceeds,  they  fay. 
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Marg,  By  my  troth,  it's  but  a  night-gown  in 
refpccl  of  yours  :  Cloth  of  gold,  and  cuts,  and  lac'd 
with  filver ;  fet  with  pearls,  down  fleeves,  fide 
fleeves,  and  fldrts  round,  underborne  with  a  blueifh 
tinfel :  but  for  a  fine,  quaint,  graceful,  and  excellent 
fafnion,  yours  is  worth  ten  on't. 

Hero.  God  give  me  joy  to  wear  it,  for  my  heart 
is  exceeding  heavy  ! 

Marg,  'Twill  be  heavier  foon,  by  the  weight  of 
a  man. 

Nero,  Fie  upon  thee  !  art  not  afham'd  ? 

Marg,  Of  what,  lady  ?  of  fpeaking  honourably  ? 
Is  not  marriage  honourable  in  a  beggar?  Is  not 
your  lord  honovirablc  without  marriage?  I  think 
you  would  have  me  fay,  faving  your  reverence, — 
a  hufoand !  an  bad  thinking  do  not  wrefl  true 
fpeaking,  I'll  ofFend  no  body  :  Is  there  any  harm  in — 
the  heavier  for  a  hujband?  None,  I  think,  an  it  be 
the  right  hufband,  and  the  right  wife  ;  otherwife,  'tis 
light  ;  and  not  heavy  :  Afl^  my  lady  Beatrice  elfc ; 
here  fhc  comes. 

Enter  Beatrice^ 

Hero,  Good-morrow,  coz. 
Beat,  Good-morrov/,  fweet  Hero. 
Hero,  Why,  how  now  !  do  you  fpeak  in  the 
fick  tune. 

Beat,  I  am  out  of  all  other  tune,  miCthinks. 

Marg,  Clap  us  into  Light  o'  Love  ;  that  goes 
without  a  burden  ;  do  you  fmg  it,  and  I'll  dance  it. 

Beat,  Yea,  Light  o'  love^  with  your  heels  !  — 
then  if  your  hufband  have  ftables  enough,  you'll 
look  he  fliall  lack  no  barns. 

lyJarg,  O  ill|Hitimate  conftruftion  !  I  fcorn  that 
with  my  heelsBP 

Beat,  'Tis  affioft  five  o'clock,  coufm ;  'tis  time 
you  were  ready.  By  m.y  troth,  I  am  exceeding  ill :  — 
hey  ho  ! 
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Marg,  For  a  hawk,  a  horfe,  or  ahufband? 

Beat,  For  the  letter  that  begins  them  all,  H* 

Marg,  Well,  an  you  be  not  turned  Turk,  there's 
no  more  failing  by  the  ftar. 

Beat,  What  means  the  fool,  trow  ? 

Marg.  Nothing  I  ;  but  God  fend  every  on3 
their  heart's  defire  ! 

Hero,  Thefe  gloves  the  count  fent  me,  they  ars 
an  excellent  perfume. 

Beat',  I  am  fhuEF'd,  coufm,  1  cannot  fmell. 

Marg,  A  maid,  and  ftuff'd !  there's  goodly  catch- 
ing of  cold. 

Beat,  O,  God  help  me  !  God  help  me !  how 
long  have  you  profefs'd  apprehenfion  ? 

Marg,  Ever  fmce  you  left  it :  Doth  not  my  wit 
become  me  rarely  ? 

Beat,  It  is  not  fcen  enough,  you  fliould  wear  it 
in  your  cap. — By  my  troth,  1  am  fick. 

Marg,  Get  you  fome  of  this  diflill'd  Carduus 
Benedi6uus,  and  lay  it  to  your  heart  it  is  the  only 
thing  for  a  qualm. 

Hero,  There  thou  prick'R:  her  with  a  thiflle.' 

Beat,  Benedi6lus !  why  Benedi6lus  ?  you  have 
fome  moral  in  this  Benediclus. 

Marg,  Moral  ?  no,  by  my  troth,  I  have  no  moral 
meaning  ;  I  meant,  plain  holy  thiille.  You  m^ay 
think,  perchance,  that  I  think  you  are  in  love  ;  nay, 
by'r-lady,  I  am  not  fuch  a  fool  to  think  what  I  lill; 
nor  I  lift  not  to  think  wliat  I  can  ;  nor,  indeed,  I 
cannot  think,  if  I  would  think  my  heart  out  o' 
thinking,  that  you  are  in  love,  or  that  you  will  be  in 
love,  or  that  you  can  be  in  love  :  yet  Benedick  was 
luch  another,  and  now  is  he  become  a  man  :  he 
fwore  he  would  never  marry  ;  and  yet  now,  in 
defpight  of  his  heart,  he  eats  his  meaLj^ithout  grudg- 
ing :  and  how  you  may  be  converted  I  know  not  ; 
but  mcthinks,  you  look  with  your  eyes  as  othef 
women  do. 
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Beat,  What  pace  is  this  that  thy  tongue  keeps  ? 
Marg,  Not  a  falfe  gallop. 

Re-enter  Urfula, 

Ur  f,  Madam,  withdraw ;  the  prince,  the  count, 
fignior  Benedick,  Don  John,  and  all  the  gallants  of 
the  town,  are  come  to  fetch  you  to  church. 

Hcrp,  Help  to  drefs  me  good  coz,  good  Meg, 
good  Urfula.  \_Exeunt^. 

SCENE  V. 

Another  Apartment  in  Leonato^s  Hcufe^ 

Enter  Leonato,  zvith  Dogberry  and  Verges, 
Leon,  What  would  you  with  me,  honcfh  neigli- 
boiar  ? 

Dogb,  Marry,  fir,  I  would  have  fome  confidence 
with  you,  that  difccrns  you  nearly. 

Leon,  Brief,  I  pray  you;  for  you  fee,  'tis  a  bufy 
time  with  me. . 

Dogb,  Marry,  this  it  is,  fir. 

Verg,  Yes,  in  truth  it  is,  ftr. 

Leon,  What  is  it,  my  good  friends  ? 

Dogb,  Goodman  Verges,  fir,  fpeaks  a  little  of 
the  matter  :  an  old  man,  fir,  and  his  wits  are  not  fo 
blunt,  as,  God  help,  I  would  defire  they  were;  but 
in  faith,  honefh,  as  the.  fkin  between  his  brows. 

Verp-,  Yes,  I  thank  God,  I  am  as  honeft  as  any 
man  living,  that  is  an  old  man,  and  no  honefter 
than  I.  •       ^  ,  ^ 

Dcgb,  Comparifonsare  odorous  :  Palabras,  neigli* 
hour  Verges. 

Leon,  Neighb9urs,  you  are  tedious. 

Do^b,  It  ple^s  your  wordiip  to  fay  fo,  but  we 
are  the  poor  mike's  officers  :  but  truly,  for  m^ine 
ov/n  part,  if  I  were  as  tedious  as.  a  king,  1  could  find 
in  my  heart  to  beflcw  it  all  of  ycur  worfl'iip. 


Act  IIL        MUCH  ADO  ABOUT  NOTHING. 


03 


Leon,  All  thy  tedloufncfs  on  me  :  ha  ! 

Dogb,  Yea,  and  'twere  a  thoufand  times  more 
than  'tis  :  for  I  hear  as  good  exclamation  on  your 
worfhip,  as  of  any  man  in  the  city  ;  and  though  I 
be  but  a  poor  man,  I  am  glad  to  hear  it. 

Verg,  And  fo  am  I. 

Leon.  I  would  fain  know  what  you  have  to  fay. 

Verg,  Marry,  fir,  our  watch  to-night,  excepting 
your  worfliip's  prefencc,  h^th  ta'en  a  couple  of  as 
arrant  knaves  as  any  in  MefTma. 

Dogh,  A  good  old  man,  fir  ;  he  will  be  talking  ;  - 
as  they  fay,  When  the  age  is  in,  the  wit  is  out ; 
God  help  us!  it  is  a  world  to  fee! — Well  faid, 
i'  faith,  neighbour  Verges  :^ — well,  God's  a  good 
man  — an  two  men  ride  of  a  horfe,  one  muft  ride 
behind  : — An  honcft  foul,  i'  faith,  fir  ;  by  my  troth 
he  is,  as  ever  broke  bread  ;  but,  God  is  to  be  wor- 
fhipp'd  :  All  men  are  not  alike ;  alas,  good  neigh- 
bour ! 

Leon.  Indeed,  neighbour,  he  comes  too  fnort  of 
ou. 

Dogh,  Gifts  that  God  gives. 
Leon,  I  mufl  leave  you. 

Dogb»  One  word,  fir  :  our  watch  have,  indeed^ 
comprehended  two  aipicious  perfons,  and  we  would 
have  them  this  morning  examined  before  your 
worfhip. 

Leon,  Take  their  examination  yourfelf,  and  bring 
it  me  ;  I  am  now  in  great  hafte,  as  may  appear  unto 
you, 

Dogb.  It  fhall  be  fuffigancc. 

Leon^  Drink  fome  wme  ere  you  go  :  fare  you 
well. 

Enter  a  Mejfengcr, 

Mc([.  My  lord,  they  ftay  for  you  to  give  your 
daughter  to  her  hufband. 

Leon,  1  will  wait  upon  them  ;  I  ^'^'^  ready. 

[Exit  Leonato^ 
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Dogb,  Go,  good  partner,  go,  get  you  to  Francis 
Seacoal,  bid  him  bring  his  pen  and  inkhorn  to  the 
jail  ;  we  are  now  to  examination  thefe  men. 

Verg.  And  we  mufl:  do  it  wifely. 

Dogh.  We  will  fpare  for  no  wit,  I  warrant  you 
here's  that  ^touching  his  Jorehead~]  fhall  drive  fome 
tDf  them  to  a  non  com  :  only  get  the  learned  writer 
to  fet  down  our  excom.munication,  and  meet  me  at 
the  jail,  [_Excu7it» 


A  C  T    IV.       S  C  E  N  E  I. 

A  Church. 

Enter  Don  Pedro ^  Don  jfohn^  Leonato,  Friar^  Clau- 
dio,  Benedick,  Hero,  and  Beatrice, 

Leon,  /^OME,  friar  Francis,  be  brief ;  only  to 
the  plain  form  of  marriage,  and  you  fhall 
recount  their  particular  duties  afterwards. 

Friar,  You  come  hithei*,  mv  lord,  to  marry  this 
lady  ? 

Claud,  No. 

Leo7i,  To  be  marry'd  to  her,  friar:  you  come  t(» 
marry  her. 

Friar,  Lady,  you  come  hither  to  be  marry'd  to 
this  count  ? 
FJero.  I  do. 

Friar.  If  either  of  you  know  any  inward  im- 
pediment why  you  fhould  not  be  conjoined,  I 
charge  you,  on  your  fouls,  to  utter  it, 

Claud,  Know  you  any,  Hero  ? 

L'ero,  None,  my  lord. 

Friar,  Knew  you  any,  count  ? 

Leon,  I  dare  mcke  his  anfwer,  non^. 
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Claud,  O  what  men  dare  do  !  what  men  may  do  ! 
what 

Men  daily  do !  not  knowing  what  they  do  ! 

Bene,  How  now  !  Interjcftions  ?  Why,  then 
fome  be  of  laughing,  as,  ha  !  ha  !  he  ! 

Claud,  Stand  thee  by,  friar  : — Father,  by  your 
leave; 

Will  you  with  free  and  uncon drained  foul 
Give  me  this  maid,  your  daughter  ? 

Leon,  As  freely,  fon,  as  God  did  give  her  me. 

Claud,  And  what  have  I  to  give  you  back,  whofe 
worth 

May  counterpoife  this  rich  and  precious  gift  ? 
Pedro,  Nothing,  unlcfs  you  render  her  again. 
Claud.  Sweet  prince,  you  learn  me  noble  thank- 
fulnefs. — 
There,  Leonato,  take  her  back  again  ; 
Give  not  this  rotten  orange  to  your  friend  : 
She's  but  the  lign  and  femblance  of  her  honour  : — • 
Behold,  how  like  a  maid  Hie  blufhes  here  : 
O,  what  authority  and  fhcw  of  truth 
Can  cunning  fm  cover  itfelf  withal  ! 
Comes  not  that  blood,  as  modeft  evidence, 
To  witnefs  fimple  virtue  ?  W ould  not  you  fwear^ 
All  you  that  fee  her,  that  fhe  were  a  maid. 
By  thefe  exterior  fhews  ?  But  fhe  is  none  : 
She  knows  the  heat  of  a  luxurious  bed  ; 
Her  blufh  is  guiltincfs,  not  modefty. 
Leon,  What  do  you  mean,  m^y  lord  ? 
Claud,  Not  to  be  mirry'd,  not  knit  my  foul 
To  an  approved  wanton. 

Leon,  Dear  my  lord. 
If  you  in  your  own  proof. 
Have  vanquifiicd  the  reiifhance  of  her  youth, 

.  And  made  defeat  of  her  virginitv,  ■ 

Claud,  I  know  what  you  would  fay ;  if  I  have 
known  her, 
You'll  fay,  flie  did  embrace  me  as  a  hufband, 
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And  fo  extenuate  the  forehand  (in  : 
No,  Leonato, 

I  never  tempted  her  with  word  too  large  ; 
But,  as  a  brother  to  his  fifter,  fhew'd 
Bafnful  fincerity  and  comely  love. 

Nero.  And  feem'd  I  otherwife  to  you  ? 

Claud,  Out  on  thy  feeming  !  I  will  write  againft  it. 
You  feem  ^o  me  as  Dian  in  her  orb  ; 
As  chafte  as  is  the  bud  ere  it  be  blown-; 
But  you  are  more  intemperate  in  your  blood 
Than  Venus,  or  thofe  pamper'd  anirnals 
That  rage  in  favage  fenfuality. 

Hero,  Is  my  lord  well,  that  he  doth  fpcak  fo  wide? 

Leon,  Sweet  prince,  why  fpeak  not  you? 

Pedro  What  fhould  I  fpeak  ? 
I  ftand  difhonour'd,  that  have  gone  ribout 
To  link  my  dear  friend  to  a  com.mon  ftale. 

Leon,  Arethefe  things  fpoken,  or  do  I  but  dream? 

John.  Sir,they  are  fpoken, and  thefe  things  are  true. 

Bene,  This  looks  not  like  a  nuptial. 

Hero,  True,  O  God  ! 

Claud,  Leonato,  fland  I  here  \ 
Is  this  the  prince  ?  Is  this  the  prince's  brother  ?" 
Is  this  face  Hero's  ?  Are  our  eyes  our  own  ? 

Leon,  All  this  is  fo  :  But  what  of  this,  my  lord  ? 

Claud,  Let  me  but  move  one  queftion  to  your 
daughter  ; 

And,  by  that  fatherly  and  kindly  power 
That  you  have  in  her,  bid  her  anfwer  truly. 

Leon,  I  charge  thee  do  fo,  as  thou  art  my  child. 

Eero,  O  God  defend  me!  how  I  ambefet  !■■ 
What  kind  of  catechizing  call  you  this  ? 

Claud,  To  make  you  anfwer  truly  to  your  namiC. 

Iiero,  Is  it  not  Hero?  Who  can  blot  that nam.e 
With  any  juft  reproach  ? 

Claud,  Marry,  that  can  Hero ; 
Hero  itfelf  can  blot  out  Hero's  virtue. 
What  man  was  he  talk'd  with  you  yefternight 
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Out  at  your  window,  betwixt  twelve  and  one  ? 
Now,  if  you  are  a  maid,  anfwer  to  this. 

Hero,  I  talk'd  with  no  man  at  that  hour,  my  lord. 

Pedro,  Why,  then  you  are  no  maiden. — Leonato, 
I  am  forry  you  mud  hear  :  Upon  mine  honour, 
Myfelf,  my  brother,  and  this  grieved  count, 
Did  fee  her,  hear  her,  at  that  hour  laft  night. 
Talk  with  a  ruffian  at  her  chamber  window  ; 
Who  hath,  indeed,  moftlike  a  liberal  villain, 
Confefs'd  the  vile  encounters  they  have  had 
A  thoufand  times  in  fecret. 

John,  Fie,  fie !  they  are 
Not  to  be  nam'd,  ray  lord,  not  to  be  fpoke  of; 
There  is  not  chaftity  enough  in  language. 
Without  offence  to  utter  them :  Thus,  pretty  lady, 
I  am  forry  for  thy  much  mifgovernment. 

Claud,  O  Hero!  what  a  Hero  hadft  thou  been 
If  half  thy  outward  graces  had  been  plac'd 
About  the  thoughts  and  counfels  of  thy  heart ! 
But,  fare  thee  well,  moft  foul,  moft  fair !  farewell  \ 
Thou  pure  impiety,  and  impious  purity  ! 
For  thee  I'll  lock  up  all  the  gates  of  love, 
And  on  my  eye-lids  fhall  conjefture  hang, 
To  turn  all  beauty  into  thoughts  of  harm. 
And  never  fhall  it  more  be  gracious. 

Leon,  Hath  no  man's  dagger  here  a  point  for  me? 

Beat,  Why,  how  now,  coufm,  wherefore  fink 
you  down.  \_Hero  fwoons. 

John,  Come,  let  us  go  ;  thefe  things,  come  thus  to 
light, 

'Smother  her  fpirits  up. 

\Exeunt.  Don  Pedro,  Don  John^  and  CLaudio, 
Bene.  How  doth  the  lady  ? 

Beat.  Dead,  I  think  ; — Help,  uncle  ;  

Hero  !  why.  Hero ! — uncle  ! — Signior  Benedick ! — 
friar. 

Leon.  O  fate !  take  not  away  tliy  heavy  hand! 
Death  is  the  fairefb  cover  for  her  fhaine  , 
That  may  be  wifhM  for. 
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Beat,  How  now,  coufin  Hero  ? 
Friar,  Have  comfort,  lady. 
Leon,  Dofi:  thou  look  up  ? 
Friar,  Yea  ;  Wherefore  fliould  fhe  not  ? 
Leon,  Wherefore  ?  Why,  doth  not  every  earthly 
thing 

Cry  fhame  upon  her?  Could  fhe  here  deny 

The  ftory  that  is  printed  in  lier  blood?  

Do  not  live,  Hero ;  do  not  ope  thine  eyes : 
Fordid  I  think  thou  would' H:  not  quickly  die, 
Thought  I  thy  fpirits  were  ftrongcr  than  thy  fliamc, 
Myfclf  would,  on  the  rearward  of  reproaches, 
Strike  at  thy  life.    Gricv'd  I,  I  had  but  one? 
Chid  I  for  that  at  frucral  nature's  frame  ? 

o 

O,  one  too  much  by  thee !  Why  had  I  one  ? 
Y\'hy  ever  was  thcu  lovely  in  my  eyes  ? 
Why  had  I  not,  w^ith  charitable  hand, 
Took  up  a  beggar's  ilTue  at  my  gates ; 
Who  fmeared  thus,  and  mir'd  with  infamy, 
I  might  have  faid.  No  part  of  it  is  mine. 
This  Jliame  derives  itf elf  from  unknown  loins  f 
But  mine,  and  mine  I  lov'd,  and  mine  I  prais'd, 
And  mine  that  I  was  proud  on  ;  mine  fo  much. 
That  I  myfelf  was  to  myfelf  not  mine, 

Valuing  of  her  ;  why,  llie.  O,  fhe,  is  fallen 

Into  a  pit  of  ink  !  that  the  wide  Tea 
Hath  drops  too  few  to  wafh  her  clean  again ; 
And  fait  too  little,  which  my  fcafon  give 
To  her  foul  tainted  flefh ! 

Bene,  Sir,  fir,  be  patient : 
For  my  part,  I  am  fo  attir'd  in  v/onder 
I  know  not  what  to  fay. 

Beat,  O,  on  my  foul^  my  coufm  is  bely'd ! 

Bene,  Lady,  were  you  her  bedfellov/  laft  night? 

Beat,  No,  truly,  not  ;  although,  until  laft  night, 
I  have  this  twelvemonth  been  her  bedfellow. 

Leon,  Confirm'dj  coniirm'd !  O,  that  is  ftronger 
made. 
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Which  was  before  barr'd  up  with  ribs  of  iron  ! 
Would  the  two  princes  lie  ?  and  Claudio  lie  ? 
Who  lov'd  her  fo,  that,  fpeaking  of  her  foulnefs, 
Wafh'd  it  with  tears  ?  Hence  from  her  ;  let  her  die  ! 

Friar.  Hear  me  a  little  ; 
For  I  have  only  been  filent  fo  long,  - 
And  given  way  unto  this  courfe  of  fortune, 
By  noting  of  the  lady  :  I  have  mark'd 
A  thoufand  blufhing  apparitions 
To  Hart  into  her  face ;  a  thoufand  innocent  fhames 
In  angel  whitenefs  bear  away  thofe  blufhes  ; 
And  in  her  eye  there  hath  appeared  a  fire, 
To  burn  the  errors  that  thefe  princes  hold 
Againfl  her  maiden  truth  : — Call  me  a  fool ; 
Truft  not  my  reading,  nor  my  obfervation, 
Which  with  experimental  feal  doth  warrant 
The  tenor  of  my  book  ;  truft  not  my  age^ 
My  reverence,  calling,  nor  divinity. 
If  this  fwcet  lady  lie  not  guiltlefs  here 
Under  fome  biting  error. 

Leon.  Friar,  it  cannot  be  : 
Thou  feeft,  that  all  the  grace  that  fhe  hath  left. 
Is,  that  fhe  will  not  add  to  her  damnation 
A  fin  of  perjur)^ ;  Ihe  not  denies  it  : 
Why  feek'ft  thou  then  to  cover  with  excufc 
That,  which  appears  in  proper  nakednefs  ? 

Friar,  Lady,  what  man  is  he  you  are  accus'd  of  P 

Flero.  They  know,  that  do  accufe  me ;  1  know 
none  ; 

If  I  know  more  of  any  man  alive, 

Than  that  whicli  maiden  modeHy  doth  w^arrant, 

Tet  all  my  fms  lack  mercy  !— O  my  father, 

Ptove  you  that  any  man  with  me  convers'd 

At  hours  unmeet,  or  that  I  ycflernight 

Maintain'd  the  change  of  v/ords  with  any  creature — 

Refufe  me,  hate  me,  torture  me  to  death. 

Friar.  There  is  fome  ftrangc  mifprifign  in  tlic 
princes. 
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Bene,  Two  of  them  have  the  very  bent  of  honour  ; 
And  if  their  wifdoms  be  mifled  in  this, 
The  praftice  of  it  lives  in  John  the  baftard, 
Whofe  fpirits  toil  in  frames  of  viilanies, 

Leo7i,  I  know  not ;  IF  they  fpeak  but  truth  of  her, 
Thefe  hands  fliali  tear  her;  if  they  wrong  her  ho- 
nour. 

The  proudefl:  of  them  Hiall  well  hear  of  it. 
Time  hath  not  yet  fo  dry'd  this  blood  of  mine, 
Nor  age  fo  cat  up  my  invention, 
Nor  fortune  made  fuch  havock  of  my  means, 
Nor  my  bad  life  reft  me  fo  much  of  friends, 
But  they  fliall  find,  awak'd  in  fuch  a  kind, 
Botli  flrength  of  limb,  and  policy  of  mind. 
Ability  in  means,  and  choice  of  friends, 
To  quit  me  of  them  thoroughly. 

Friar,  Paufe  a  while. 
And  let  my  counfel  fway  you  in  this  cafe. 
Your  dauditer  here  the  princes  left  for  dead: 
Let  her  awhile  be  fccrctly  kept  in. 
And  publifli  it,  that  flic  is  dead  indeed : 
Maintain  a  mourning  oftentation  ; 
And  on  your  family's  old  monument 
liang  mournful  epitaphs,  and  do  all  rites 
That  appertain  unto  a  burial. 

Lco7i,  What  fhall  become  of  this?  What  v/ill 
this  do? 

Friar^  Marry,  this  well  carry 'd,  fhall  on  her  behalf 
Change  llander  to  remorie   that  is  fome  good  : 
But  not  for  that,  dream  I  on  this  llrange  courfe. 
But  on  this  travail  look  for  greater  birth. 
She  dying,  as  it  rnuft  be  fo  maintain 'd, 
Upon  the  indant  that  flie  was  accus'J, 
Shall  belan:cnted,  pity'd,  and  excub'd. 
Of  every  hcai  er :  For  it  lo  falls  out, 
That  what  we  liave  ^^•e  prize  not  to  the  worth, 
Wl'iles  we  enjcy  ic :  b::r  being  lack'd  and  loffj 
Wl^V;  th-n  we  rack  the  value;  ihcn  wc  hnd 
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The  virtue  that  pofTeHion  would  not  flicw  us 

Whiles  it  was  ours  : — So  will  it  fare  with  Clauclio  ; 

When  he  fliall  hear  fhe  dy'cl  upon  his  words, 

The  idea  of  her  life  fhall  fweetly  creep 

Into  his  ftudy  of  imagination  ; 

And  every  lovely  organ  of  her  life 

Shall  come  apparel'd  in  ;Ti0re  precious  habit, 

More  moving,  delicate,  and  full  of  life, 

Into  .the  eye  and  profpeft  of  his  foul, 

Than  when  fhe  li  v'd  indeed  : —  tlien  fhall  he  mournj 

(If  ev(5r  love  had  interell:  in  his  liver) 

,And  wifh  he  had  not  fo  accus'd  her: 

No,  though  he  thought  his  accufation  true. 

Let  this  be  fo,  and  doubt  not  but  fuccefs 

Will  fafhion  the  event  in  better  fliape 

Than  I  can  lay  it  down  in  likelihood. 

But  if  all  aim  but  this  be  levell'd  falfe, 

The  fuppofition  of  the  lady's  death 

Will  quench  the  wonder  of  her  infamy  : 

And,  if  it  fort  not  well,  you  may  conceal  her 

(As  befl  bcBtsher  wounded  reputation) 

In  fomc  3-eclufive  and  religious  life. 

Out  of  all  eyes,  tongues,  minds,  and  injuries. 

Bene.  Signior  J.  -  :  let  the  friar  advife  you  : 
And  though,  you  .;7  inwardnefs  and  lov« 

Is  very- much  unto  cue  pfincc  and  Claudio, 
Yet,  by  mine  honour,  I  will  deal  in  this 
AsTccretly,  and  juflly,  as  your  foul 
Should  with  your  body, 

Leon.  Being  that  I  flow  in  grief 
The  fmallefl  twine  may  lead  me. 

Friar.  'Tis  well  confented  :  prefently  away: 
For  to  ftrange  fores  ftrangely  they  ftrain  the 
cure. — 

Come,  lady,  die  to  live  :  this  wedding  day, 

Perhaps,  is  but  prolong'd  \  have  patience, 
and  endure. 
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Ufanent  Bcneduk  and  Beatrice, 

Bene,  Lady  Beatrice,  have  you  wept  all  this  while  ? 
Beat,  Yea,  and  I  will  weep  a  while  longer. 
Bene,  I  will  not  defire  that. 
Beat,  You  have  no  reafon,  I  do  it  freely. 
Bene,  Surely,  I  do  believe  your  fair  coufm  is 
wrong'd. 

Beat,  Ah,  how  much  might  the  man  defcrve  of 
ii^c,  that  would  right  her  ! 

Bene.  Is  there  any  way  to  fhew  fuch  friendfliip  ? 

Beat,  A  very  even  way,  but  no  fuch  friend. 

Bene,  May  a  man  do  it  ? 

Beat,  It  is  a  man's  office,  but  not  yours. 

Bene,  I  do  love  nothing  in  the  world  To  well  as 
you  :  Is  not  that  ftrange  ? 

Beat,  As  ftrange  as  the  thing  I  know  not  :  it  were 
2S  poflibie  for  me  to  isv,  I  loved  nothing  fo  well  a* 
you :  but  believe  me  not  ;  and  yet  I  lie  not  ;  I  con- 
fefs  nothing,  nor  I  deny  nothing : — I  am  forry  for 
my  coufin, 

Bene,  By  my  fword,  Beatrice,  tliou  lov'ft  me. 

Beat.  Do  not  fwear  by  it,  and  eat  it. 

Bene,  I  wnll  fwear  by  it,  that  you  love  me  ;  and 
I  will  make  him  eat  it,  that  fays,  I  love  not  you. 

Bea.t,  Will  you  not  eat  your  word  ? 

Bene,  With  no  fauce  that  can  be  dcvis'd  to  it :  I 
proteft  I  love  thee. 

Beat,  Why  then,  God  forgive  me ! 

Bene,  What  oHence,  fweet  Beatrice  ? 

Beat,  You  have  fhaid  m.e  in  a  happy  hour  ;  I  v/as 
about  to  proteft,  I  lov'd  you. 

Bene,  And  do  it  with  all  thy  heart. 

Bzat,  I  love  you  with  fo  much  of  my  heart,  that 
none  is  left  to  proteft, 

Beyie,  Come,  bid  me  do  any  thing  for  thee. 

Beat.  Kill  Claudio. 
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Bene.  Pla!  not  for  the  wide  world. 
Beat.  You  kill  me  to  deny  it :  Farewell. 
Bene.  Tarry,  fweet  Beatrice. 

Beat.  I  am  gone,  though  I  am  here  ; — There  is 
no  love  in  you  : — nay,  I  pray  you,  let  me  go. 

Bene.  Beatrice, — » 

Beat.  In  faith,  I  will  go. 

Bene.  We'll  be  friends,  firft. 

Beat.  You  dare  eaficr  be  friends  with  mc,  than 
hght  with  mine  enemy. 

Bene.  Is  Claudio  thine  enemy  ? 

Beat.  Is  he  not  approv'd  in  the  height  a  villain, 
that  hath  flander'd,  fcorn'd,  difhonour'd  my  kini 
woman  ? — O,  that  I  were  a  man  ! — What,  bear 
her  in  hand  until  they  come  to  take  hands ;  and 
then  with  public  aceulation,  uncover'd  flander, 
unmitigated  rancour, — O  God,  that  I  were  a  man  ! 
I  v/ould  eat  his  heart  in  the  market-place. 

Bene.    Hear  me,  Beatrice  ! 

Beat.  Talk  with  a  man  out  at  a  window  ? — a 
proper  faying! 

Bene,  Nay,  but,  Beatrice; — 

Beat  Sweet  Hero! — fhc  is  wrong'd,  fhc  is  flan- 
der'd, fhc  is  undone. 

Bene,  Beat — 

Beat.  Princes  and .  counties !  Surely,  a  princely 
tcflimonyp  a  goodly  count-comfeft  ;  a  fwect'galiant,- 
furely  !  O  that  I  were  a  m^an  for  his  fake  ^  or  that 
1  had  any  friend  would  be  a  man  for  my  i?.ke  !  But 
manhood  is  melted  into  courtcfics,  valour  into  com- 
pliment, and  men  are  only  turn'd  into  tongues,  anil 
trim  ones  too  :  he  is  now  as  valiant  as  Hercules, 
that  only  tells  a  lyc^  and  fwears  it; — \  cannot  beu 
man  with  wiihing,  therefore  1  will  die  a  woman, 
wiih  grieving. 

Bene.  Tarry,  good  Beatrice:  By  this  hand.  I 
'  vc  tliecr 
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Be! at,  Ufc  it  for  my  love  (ome  other  way  than 
fwearing  by  it. 

Bene.  Think  you  in  your  foul,  the  count  Clau- 
dio  hath  wrong'd  Hero  ? 

Beat,  Yea,  as  fure  as  I  have  a  thought,  or  a 
foul. 

Bene,  Enough,  I  am  engag'd,  I  will  challenge 
him  ;  .1  will  kifs  your  hand,  and  fo  leave  you  :  By 
this  handy  Claudio  fliall  render  me  a  dear  account  : 
As  you  hear  of  me,  fo  think  of  me.  Go,  comfort 
your  coufm  !  I  muft  fay,  fhe  is  dead  ;  and  fo  fare- 
well. \_Exeunt. 

SCENE  11. 

A  Pri/on. 

Enter    Dogberry^   Verges^   Borachio^    Conrade,  the 
Town  Clerk  and  Sexton^  in  gozvns, 

Dogh,  Is  our  whole  diffembly  appear'd  ? 

Verg,  O,  a  ftool  and  a  cufhion  for  the  fcxton  ! 

Sexton,  Which  be  the  malefa6lors  ? 

Dogh,  Marry,  that  am  I  and  my  partner. 

Verg,  Nay,  that's  certain  ;  M^e  have  the  exhibi- 
tion to  examine. 

Sexton,  But  which  arc  the  offenders  that  are  to  be 
cxamin'd  ?  let  them  come  before  mafter  conftable. 

Dogb,  Yea,  m^irry,  let  them  come  before  me. — 
What  is  your  name,  friend  ? 

Bora,  Borachio. 

Dogh,  >■  Fray,  write  down — Borachio. — Yours,. 

firrah  ? 

Conr,  I  am.  a  gentleman,  fir,  and  my  name  is 
Conradc. 

Dogh,  Write  down — mafler  gentleman  Conrade.. 
—  Mailers,  do  you  fervc  God  ? 
Both,  Yea,  fir.  we  hope. 

Dogh.,  Write  down-^tbat  they  hope  they  lervc. 
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God  and  write  God  firft :  for  God  defend  but 
God  fhould  go  before  fuch  vilLiins  ! — Mafters,  it  is 
proved  already  that  you  are  little  better  than  falfe 
knaves,  and  it  will  go  near  to  be  thought  fo  fhortly  : 
How  anfwer  you  for  yourfelves  ? 

Conr,  Marry,  fir,  we  fay,  we  are  none. 

Dogb,  A  marvellous  witty  fellow,  I  affure  you  ; 
but  I  will  go  about  with  him. — Come  you  hither, 
firrah  ;  a  word  in  your  car,  Sir  ;  I  fay  to  you,  it  is 
thought  you  are  falfe  knaves. 

Bora,  Sir,  1  fay  to  you,  w^c  are  none. 

Dogb,  Well,  fhand  afide.— *P'ore  God,  they  are 
both  in  a  tale  : — Have  you  writ  down— that  thev 
are  none  ? 

Sexton,  Mafter  conftable,  you  go  not  tlie  way  to 
examine  :  you  mufb  call  the  Vv'atch.that  are  their  ac- 
cufers. 

Dogb,  Yea,  marry,  that's  the  efteft  vv^ay  : — Let 
the  watch  come  forth  ; — Mafters,  I  charge  you-  iu 
the  prince's  name  accufe  thefe  men. 

Enter  Watchmen, 

1  Watch.  This  ma'n  faid,  fir,  that  Dbn  John,  the- 
prince's  brother,  was  a  villain. 

Dogb,  Write  down — prince  John  a  villain: — 
.  Why  this  is  flat  perjury,  to  call  a  prince's  brother 
— villain. 

Bora,  Mader  conRable, — 

Dogb,  Pray  thee,  fellow,  peace  ;  I  do  not  like 
thy  look,  I  promife  thee. 

Sexton,  What  heard  you  him  fay  elfe  ? 

2  Watch,  Marry,  that  he  had  receiv'd  a  thou  fa  nd 
ducats  of  Don  John,  for  accufuig  the  lady  Hero 
wrongfully. 

Dogb,  Flat  burglary,  as  ever  was  committed. 
Verg,  Yea,  by  the  ma fs,  that  it  is. 
Sexton,  What  eUe,  fellow? 

1  Watch,  And  that  count  Claudip  did  mean,  upon 
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his  words,  to  clii'grace  Hero  before  the  whole  af- 
fembly,  and  not  marry  her. 

Dogb,  O  villaifi  !  thou  wik  be  condemned  into 
everlafhing  redemption  for  this. 

Sexton.  Whatelfe? 

2  Watch,  I'his  is  alL 

Sexton,  And  this  is  more,  mafters,  than  you  can 
deny.  Prince  John  is  this  morning  fecretly  flolen 
away  *,  Hero  was  in  this  manner  accus'd,  in  this 
very  manner  refused,  and  upon  the  grief  of  this  fud- 
denly  dy'd. — Maflcr  conflable,  let  thefe  men  be 
bound,  and  brought  to  Lconato's  ;  1  will  go  before, 
and  fliew  him.  their  examination.  ]^Exit, 

Dogb,  Come,  let  them  be  opinion'd. 

Verg,  Let  them  be  in  hand. 

Conr,  OfF,  coxcomb  ! 

Dogb.  God's  my  life !  where's  the  fexton  ?  let 
him  write  down — the  prince's  officer,  coxcomb. — 
Come,  bind  them  : — Thou  naughty  varlet ! 
Conr,  Away!  you  are  an  afs,  you  are  anafs, 
V'Ogb,  Doih  thou  not  fufpe6l  my  place  ?  Dofl' 
thou  not  fufpeft  my  years  ? — O  that  he  were  here 
to  write  me  down — an  afs  ! — but,  mailers,  remem- 
ber, that  I  am  an  afs  ;  though  it  be  not  written 
down,  yet  forget  not  that  I  am  an  afs: — No,  thou 
villain,  thou  art  full  of  piety,  as  fliall  be  proved 
upon  thee  by  good  w^itncfs :  I  am  a  wife  fellow  ; 
and,  which  is  more,  an  officer  \  and,  which  is  more, 
an  houfholder  \  and,  which  is  more,  as  pretty  a  piece 
of  flefli  as  any  is  in  Mcffina  ;  and  one  that  knows  the 
law,  go  to  ;  and  a  rich  fellow  enough,  go  to ;  and  a 
fellow  that  hath  had  loiles ;  and  one  that  hath  two 
gov/ns,  and  every  thiiig  handfome  about  him  : — 
Bring  him.  away.  O  that  1  had  been  writ  down — 
n  a  Is  !  -<r-^ —  [J^x  cunt  ^ 
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A  C  T   V.      S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Before  Leonato's  Houfe^ 
Enter  Leonato  and  Anto7iio, 

j^nt,  TF  you  go  on  thus  you  will  kill  yourfelf ; 

X  And  'tis  not  wifJom.  thus  to  fecond  grief 
Again  ft  yourfelf. 

Leon,  I  pray  thee,  ceafe  thy  counfcl ; 
Which  falls  into  mine  ears  as  proRtlefs 
As  water  in  a  fieve  :  give  not  me  counfel ; 
Nor  let  no  comforter  delip  j  it  mine  ear. 
But  fuch  a  one  whofe  wrongs  do  iuit  with  mine. 
Bring  me  a  father  that  fo  lov'd  his  child, 
Whole  joy  of  her  is  overwhclm'd  like  mine, 
And  bid  him  fpcak  of  patiouce  ; 
Meafure  his  woe  the  Icnt-^th '^^.rd  breadth  oF  mine^ 
And  let  it  anfwer  every  ilr  iln  for  ftrain  ; 
And  thus  for  thus,  and  fuch  a  grief  for  fuch, 
In  every  lineament,  branch,  fnape,  and  form  : 
If  fach  a  one  v/ill  fmile,  and  Pcroke  his  beard ; 
In  forrow,  wag!  cry  hem,  Vvlien  he  fhould  groan  ; 
Patch  grief  with  proverbs  ;  make  misfortune  drunk 
With  candlo-Vvallcrs  ;  bring  him  yet  to  me. 
And  I  of  him  will  gather  patience. 
But  there  is  no  fuch  man  :  For,  brother,  men 
Can  counfel,  and  give  comfort  to  that  grief 
Which  they  themdclvcs  net  feel ;  but,  tafting  it, 
Their  counfel  turns  to  pafTion,  which  before 
Would  give  prcccptial  medicine  to  rage, 
Fetter  ilrong  madnefs  in  a  filken  thread, 
Charm  ach  with  air,  and  agony  w^ith  words  : 
No,  no  ;  'tis  all  men's  office  to  fpcak  patience 
To  thoTe  that  '^^ring  under  the  lead  of  forrow  ; 
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But  no  man's  virtue  nor  fufficiency. 

To  be  fo  moral,  when  he  fhall  endure 

The  like  himfclf;  therefore  give  me  no  co'oinrel ; 

My  griefs  cry  louder  than  advertifmcnt. 

/nit.   Therein  do  men  from  children  nothing 
differ. 

Leon,  I  pray  thee,  peace ;  I  will  be  flcfh  and 
blood 

For  there  was  never  yet  philofopher, 
That- could  endure  the  tooth-ach  patiently, 
liowever  they  have  writ  the  flyle  of  gods, 
And  m.ade  a  pifh  at  chance  and  lufferance. 

Ant,  Yet  bend  not  all  the  harm  upon  yourfelf : 
Make  thofe,  that  do  offend  you,  fufier  too. 

Leon,   There  thou  fpeak'fh  reafon :  nay,  I  v.'ill 
do  fo  : 

My  foul  doth  tell  me.  Hero  is  bely'd  ; 

And  that  fliall  ClaUdio  know,  fo  fnall  the  prince, 

xind  ail  of  them  Ihar  thus  difiionoui*  her. 

Enter  Don  Pdro  and  Claudia, 
ve- 

Af)^,  ricre  comes  the  prince,  and  Claudio,  haftily,. 
Pedrx),  Good  den,  good  den. 
Claud,  Good  day  to  both  of  you. 
L^con,  Hear  you,  my  lords, — 
Pedro,  M^e  have  fom.e  haftc,  I.ecnito. 
Leon,  •  Some  hafle,  m.y  lord  ? — V/ell,  fare  ycu 
v/cli,  my  lord  : — 
Are  you  fo  hady  now  ? — well,  all  is  one. 

Pf^/r(?^  Nay,  do  not  quarrel  with  us,  good  old 
man. 

Ant,  If  he  could  right  himfelF  v/ith  quarrelling, 
Some  of  us  vs^ould  lye  low. 
Claud,  Who  wrongs  him  ? 

Leo7u  Marry,  thou  doft  v/rong  me  ;  thou  diffcm- 
bier,' thou  ! 
Nay,  never  lay  tliy  hand  upon  thy  fword. 
I  fear  tlicc  not. 


air 

^Sl  F.  MUCH  ABO  ABOUT  NOTHIKC. 

Claud.  Marry,  beflirew  my  hand. 
If  it  fliould  giveycur  age  fuch  caufe  of  fear  : 
In  faith,  my  hand  meant  nothing  to  my  fword. 

Leon,  Tufh,  tufh,  man,  never  fleer  and  jefl  at  rr.?j 
I  fpeak  not  like  a  dotard  nor  a  fool ; 
As,  under  privilege  of  age,  to  brag 
What  I  have  done  being  young,  or  what  would  do 
Were  I  not  old  :  Know,  Claudio,  to  thy  head, 
Thou  hafl  i'o  wrong'd  my  innocent  child,  and  mc, 
That  I  am  forc'd  to  lay  my  reverence  by; 
And,  with  grey  hairs,  and  bruife  of  many  days, 
Do  challenge  thee  to  trial  of  a  m.  in. 
I  fay,  thou  hafl  bely'd  mine  innoct  it  child, 
Thy  flandcr  hath  gone  through  and  through  her 
heart. 

And  file  lyes  buried  with  her  ancellors  : 
O,  in  a  tomb  where  fcandal  never  flept, 
Save  this  of  hers,  fram'd  by  thy  villainy  ! 

Claud,  My  villainy  ? 

Leon,  Thine,  Claudio  ;  thine,  I  fay. 

Pedro,  You  fay  not  right,  old  man, 

Leon,  My  lord,  my  lord, 
I'll  prove  it  on  his  body,  if  he  dare; 
Dicfpight  his  nice  fence,  and  his  a8:ive  prafticc. 
His  iMay  of  youth,  and  bloom  of  luftyhood. 

Claud,  Away,  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  you. 

L.eon,  CanR:  thou  fo  daffe  m.e  ?  Thou  hafl  kill'd 
my  child  ; 

If  thou  kiirfh  me,  boy,  thou  Hialt  kill  a  man. 

Ant.  He  fhall  kill  two  of  us,  and  men  indeed  : 
But  that's  no  matter  ;  let  him  kill  one  firft  ; — 
Win  me  and  wear  mc, — let  him  anfwer  m.e  : 
Come,  follow  me,  boy  ;  come,  lir  boy,  follow  m.c ; 
Sir  boy,  I'll  whip  you  from  your  foining  fence, 
Nay,  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  I  will. 

Leon,  Brother,  

Ant^  Content  yourfclf ;  God  knows,  I  lov'd  iny 
niece ; 
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And  fhe  is  dead,  {land^^r'd  to  death  by  villains  ; 
That  dare  as  well  anfwcr  a  man,  indeed. 
As  I  dare  take  a  fcrpentby  the  tongue  : 
Boys,  apes,  braggarts,  jacks,  milklops ! 
Leon,  Brother  Anthony, — 

Ant.  Hold  you  content;  Vv'hat,  man!  I  know 
them,  yea. 

And  what  they  weigh,  even  to  the  utmofl  fcruple  : 
Scambling,  out-facing,  faPnion-mong'ring  boys. 
That  lye,  and  cog,  and  flout,  deprave,  and  flander. 
Go  anticldy,  and  fhow  outward  hideoufnefs, 
And  fpeak  off  half  a  dozen  dangerous  words, 
How  they  might  hurt  their  enem.ies  if  they  durft, 
And  this  is  all. 

Leon,  But, brother  Anthony,  

y^'ht.  Come,  'tis  no  matter; 
Do  not  you  meddle,  let  me  deal  in  this. 

Pedro,  Gentlemen  both,  we  will  not  wake  yoi.ir 
patience. 

My  heart  is  forry  for  your  daughter's  death  : 
But  on  niy  honour,  fhe  was  charg'd  with  nothing 
But  what  was  true,  and  very  full  of  proof. 

Leon,  My  lord,  my  lord, 

Pedro,  I  will  not  hear  you. 

Lco7i,  No? 

Come,  brother,  away  : — I  will  be  heard.  

Ant.  And  fhall, 
Or  fome  of  us  will  fmart  for  it.        \^Exeunt  ambo^ 

Enter  Benedick. 

Pedro,  See,  fee, 
Kere  com.es  the  man  we  wxnt  to  fcek, 

Claud.  Now,  fignior  ! 
What  news  ? 

Bene.  Good  day,  my  lord. 

Pedro.  Welcome,  fignior  : 
You  are  almoft  come  to  part  almofi:  a  fray. 

Claud,  We  had  like  to  have  had  our  two  nofes 
fnapt  off  with  two  old  men  v/ithout  teeth. 
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Pedro.  Leonato  and  his  brother :  What  think'fl 
thou  ?  had  we  fought,  I  doubt,  we  fhould  have 
been  too  young  for  them. 

Bene,  In  a  falfe  quarrel  there  is  no  true  valour. 
I  came  to  feck  you  both. 

Claud,  We  have  been  up  and  down  to  feck  thee  : 
for  we  are  high-proof  melancholy,  and  would  fain 
have  it  beaten  away  :  Wilt  thou  ufc  thy  wit  ? 

Bene.  It  is  in  my  fcabbard :  Shall  I  draw  it  ? 

Pedro,  Dofl:  thou  wear  thy  wit  by  thy  fide  ? 

Claud,  Never  any  did  fo,  though  very  many  have 
been  befide  their  wit.  I  will  bid  thee  draw,  as  wc 
do  the  minftrels ;  draw,  to  pleafure  us. 

Pedro,  As  I  am  an  honeft  man,  he  looks  pale 
Art  thou  fick,  or  angry  ? 

Claud,  What  1  courage,  man  !  What  though  care 
kiird  a  cat,  thou  haft  mettle  enough  in  thee  to  kill 
care. 

Bene,  Sir,  I  fhall  meet  your  wit  in  the  career,  if 
you  charge  it  againft  me  : — 1  pray  you,  chufe  ano- 
ther fubje6l.  ^ 

.  Claud,  Nay,  then  give  him  another  ftaff;  this  laft 
was  broke  crofs. 

Pedro,  By  this  light,  he  changes  more  and  more  ; 
I  think,  he  be  angry  indeed. 

Claud,  If  he  be,  he  knows  how  to  turn  his 
girdle. 

Bene,  Shall  I  fpeak  a  v;ord  in  your  ear  ? 

Claud,  God  blefs  me  from  a  challenge! 

Bene,  You  are  a  villain  ; — 1  jeft  not  : — I  will 
make  it  good  how  you  dare,  with  what  you  dare, 
and  when  you  dare  : — Do  me  right,  or  I  will  prc- 
teft  your  cowardice.  You  have  kill'd  a  fweet  lady, 
and  her  death  fliall  fall  heavy  on  you. — Let  me  hear 
from  you. 

Claud,  Well,  I  will  meet  you,  fo  I  may  have  good 
cheer. 

Pedro,  What,  a  feaft?  a  feaft  ? 
VoU  II.  G 
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Claud.  V  faith,^  I  thank  him  ;  he  hath  bid  mc  to 
a  calves-head  and  a  capon  ;  the  which  if  I  do  not 
caive  moft  curioufly,  fay  my  knife's  naught.  Shall 
I  not  find  a  woodcock  too  ? 

Bene,  Sir,  your  wit  ambles  well ;  it  goes  eafily. 

Fedro,  I'll  tell  thee,  how  Beatrice  prais'd  thy 
wit  the  other  day  :  I  faid,  thou  hadft  a  fine  wit  : 
True,  fays  flie,  a  fine  little  one  j  No,  faid  I,  a  great 
wits  Right,  fays  fhe, ^  great  grofs  one\  Nay,  faid 
I,  a  good  wit  ;  Jujl,  fays  fhe,  it  hurts  nobody  j  Nay, 
faid  I,  the  gentleman  is  wife  j  Certain,  faid  fhe,  a 
wife  gentleman;  Nay,  faid  I,,  he  hath  the  tongues  j 
That  I  believe,  faid  {he,  for  he  [wore  a  thing  to  me  oil 
IPJonday  night,  which  he  for  [wore  on  Tuefday  morn- 
ing ;  there's  a  double  tongue,  there's  two  tongues^ 
Thus  did  fhe,  an  hour  together,  tranf-fhape  thy  par- 
ticular virtues  ;  yet,  at  laft,  fhe  concluded  with  a 
figh,  thou  wafl  the  properefl  man  in  Italy. 

Claud.  For  the  which  flie  wept  heartily,  and  faid, 
She  car'd  not. 

Pedro.  Yea,  that  flie  did  ;  but  yet,  for  all  that,  and 
if  fhe  did  not  hate  him  deadly,  fhe  would  love  him 
dearly  ;  the  old  man's  daughter  told  us  all. 

Claud.  All,  all ;  and  moreover,  God  faw  him  when 
he  was  hid  in  the  garden. 

Pedro.  But  when  fhall  we  fet  the  favage  bull's 
horns  on  the  fenfible  Benedick's  head. 

Claud.  Yea,  and  text  underneath.  Fere  dwells 
Benedick  the  7narried  man. 

Bene.  Fare  you  well,  boy ;  you  know  my  mind  ; 
I  will  leave  you  now  to  your  goffip-like  humour; 
you  break  jefts  as  braggarts  do  thei)-  blades,  which, 
God  be  thanked,  hurt  not.  My  lord,  for  your 
many  courtefies  I  thank  you  ;  I  mud  difcontinuc 
your  com.pany  :  your  brother,  the  bafhard,  is  fled 
from  Me  {Tina  ;  you  have,  among  you,  kill'd  a  fweet 
and  innocent  lady  :  For  my  lord  lack-beard  there, 
he  and  I  ilrall  meet;  and  till  then,  peace  be  with 
i-Jm  !  [Exit  Eaicdzck^ 
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Pedro,  He  is  in  earneH:. 

Claud,  In  mod  profound  earned;  and,  Til  war- 
rant you,  for  the  love  of  Beatrice. 
Pedro,  And  hath  challeng'd  thee  ? 
Claud,  Mod  (incercly. 

Pedro,  What  a  pretty  thing  man  is,  when  he  goes 
in  his  doublet  and  hofe,  and  leaves  ofF  his  wit  ! 

Enter  Dogberry,  Verge.:,  Conrade  and  Borachio^ 
guarded, 

Claud,  He  is  then  a  giant  to  an  ape  :  but  then  is 
an  ape  a  do6lor  to  fuch  a  rnan. 

Pedro,  But,  foft  you,  let  be  ;  pluck  up  my  heari  , 
and  be  fad:  Did  he  not  fay,  my  brother  was  fled  ? 

Dogb,  Come  you,  fir  ;  if  jufhice  cannot  tame  you, 
fhe  fhall  ne'er  weigh  more  reafons  in  her  balance  : 
nay,  and  you  be  a  curfmg  hypocrite  one:,  you  mafb 
be  look'd  to, 

Pedro,  How  now,  two  of  my  brother's  men 
bound  1  Borachio,  one  1 

Claud,  Hearken  after  their  offence,  my  lord  ! 

Pedro,  OfTicers,  what  ofl'ence  have  thefe  men 
done  ? 

Dogk  Marry,  fir,  they  have  committed  falfe  re- 
port ;  moreover,  they  have  fpoken  untruths ;  fe»- 
condarily,  they  are  flandcrs ;  fixth  and  laftly,  they 
have  bely'd  a  lady  ;  thirdly,  they  have  verify 'd  unjuft 
things  :  and,  to  conclude,  they  are  lying  knaves. 

Pedro,  Firfl,  I  afk  thee  what  they  have  done  p 
thirdly,  I  aflc  thee  what's  their  offence  ?  fixth  and 
laflly,  why  they  are  committed?  and,  to  conclude^ 
what  you  lay  to  their  charge  ? 

Claud,  Rightly  reafon'd,  and  in  hisown  divifion  ; 
and,  by  my  troth,  there's  one  meaning  well  fuited. 

Pedro,  Whom  have  you  offended,  mafters,  that 
you  are  thus  bound  to  your  anfwer  ?  this  learned 
conflable  is  too  cunning  to  be  undcrftood;  What's 
your  offence  ? 
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Bora,  Sweet  prince,  let  me  go  no  further  to 
Tnlne  anfwer  ;  do  you  hear  me,  and  let  this  Count 
kill  me.  I  have  deceiv'd  even  your  very  eyes  : 
what  your  wifdoms  could  not  difcover,  thefe  fhal- 
low  fools  have  brought  to  light ;  who,  in  the  night, 
overheard  me  confefiing  to  this  man,  how  Don  John 
your  brother  incens'd  me  to  flander  the  lady  Hero ; 
how  you  were  brought  into  the  orchard,  and  faw 
me  court  Margaret  in  Hero's  garments  ;  how  you 
difgrac'd  her,  when  you  fhould  marry  her  :  my  vil- 
lainy they  have  upon  record ;  which  I  had  rather 
feal  with  my  death,  than  repeat  over  to  my  fhame ; 
the  lady  is  dead  upon  mine  and  my  mafler's  falfe 
accufation:  and  briefly,  I  dclire  nothing  but  the 
reward  of  a  villain. 

Pedro.  Runs  not  this  fpeech  like  iron  though 
your  blood  ? 

Claud,  1  have  drunk  poifon,  whiles  he  utter'd  it. 

Pedro,  But  did  my  brother  let  thee  on  to  this  ? 

Bora,  Yea,  and  paid  me  richly  for  the  pra6liceof  it. 

Pedro.  He  is  compos'd  and  fram'd  of  treachery  : — 
And  fled  he  is  upon  this  villainy. 

Claud,  Sweet  Hero !  now  thy  image  doth  appear 
In  the  rare  femblance  that  I  lov'd  it  firft. 

Dogb,  Come,  bring  away  the  plaintiffs  ;  by  this 
time  our  fexton  hath  reform'd  fignior  Leonato  of  the 
matter :  And,  mafters,  do  not  forget  to  fpecify, 
when  time  and  place  fhall  ferve,  that  I  am  an  Afs. 

Verg,  Here,  here  comes  mafter  fignior  Leonato, 
and  the  fexton  too. 

Re-enter  Leonato  and  Antonio^  with  the  Sexton, 

Z<?ow.  Which  is  the  villain?  Let  me  fee  his  eyes; 
That  when  I  note  another  man  like  him, 
1  may  avoid  him :  Which  of  thefe  is  he  ? 

Bora,  If  you  would  know  your  wronger,  look 
on  me. 

Leon,  Art  thou  the  Have,  that  with  thv  breath 
hail  kili'd 
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Mine  innoceot  child  ? 
Bora,  Yea,  even  I  alone. 

Leon.  No,  not  lb,  villain  ;  thou  bely'fl  thyfclf  • 
Here  (land  a  pair  of  honourable  men, 
A  third  is  fled,  that  had  a  hand  in  it : — 
I  thank  you,  princes,  for  my  daughter's  death ; 
Record  it  with  your  high  and  worthy  deeds : 
'Twas  bravely  done,  if  you  bethink  you  of  it. 

Claud,  I  know  not  how  to  pray  your  patience, 
Yet  I  mull  fpeak  :  Chufe  your  revenge  yourfelf ; 
Impofe  me  to  what  penance  your  invention 
Can  lay  upon  my  fin  :  yet  fmn'd  I  not. 
But  in  miftaking. 

Pedro,  By  my  foul,  nor  I  ; 
And  yet,  to  fatisfy  this  good  old  man, 
I  would  bend  under  any  heavy  weight 
That  he'll  enjoin  me  to. 

Leon,  I  cannot  bid  you  bid  my  daughter  livop. 
That  were  impofllble  ;  but,  1  pray  you  both, 
PofTefs  the  people  in  MefTina  here 
How  innocent  fne  dy'd  ;  and,  if  your  love 
Can  labour  aught  in  fad  invention, 
Plang  her  an  epitaph  upon  her  tomb, 
And  fing  it  to  her  bones  ;  fing  it  to-night . 
To-morrow  morning  come  you  to  my  lioufc  ; 
And  fmce  you  could  not  be  my  fon-in-law, 
Be  yet  my  nephew  :  my  brother  hath  a  daughter, 
Almoft  the  copy  of  my  child  that's  dead. 
And  fhe  alone  is  heir  to  both  of  us; 
Give  her  the  right  you  fiiould  have  given  her  coufin^ 
And  fo  dies-my  revenge, 

Claud,  O  noble  fir, 
Your  over  kindnefs  doth  wring  tears  from  me  ! 
I  do  embrace  your  offer;  and  difpofe, 
For  henceforth,  ©f  poor  Claudio. 

'  Leon,  To-morrow  then  I  will  expeft  your  coming; 
To-night  I  take  my  leave.    This  naugiity  man 
Shall  face  to  face  be  brought  to  Margaret, 
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Who,  I  believe,  was  pack'd  in  all  this  wrong, 
Ilir'd  to  it  by  your  brother. 

Bora,  No,  by  my  foul,  fhe  was  not  ; 
Nor  knew  not  what  fiie  did,  when  fhe  fpoke  to  me  ; 
But  always  hath  been  jufl  and  virtuous. 
In  any  thing  that  I  do  know  by  her. 

Dogb,  Moreover,  fir,  (which,  indeed,  is  not  un- 
der white  and  black,)  this  plaintiff  here,  the  of- 
fender, did  call  me  Afs  :  I  befeech  you,  let  it  be 
remembered  in  his  punifhment  :  And  alfo,  the  watch 
heard  them  talk  of  one  Deformed  :  they  fay,  he  wears 
a  key  in  his  ear,  and  a  lock  hanging  by  it ;  and  bor- 
rows money  in  God's  name  ;  the  which  he  hath  us'd 
fo  long,  and  never  paid,  that  now  men  grow  hard- 
hearted, and  will  lend  nothing  for  God's  fake : 
Pray  you  examine  him  on  that  point. 

Leon.  I  thank  thee  for  thy  care  and  honeft  pains. 

Doga,  Your  worlhip  fpeaks  like  a  moft  thankful 
and  reverend  youth  ;  and  I  praife  God  for  you* 

Leon,  There's  for  thy  pains, 

Dogb,  God  fave  the  foundation  ! 

Leon,  Go,  I  difcharge  thee  of  thy  prifoner,  and 
1  thank  thee. 

Dogb,  I  leave  an  errant  knave  with  your  worfhip; 
Vv'hich,  1  befeech  your  worfhip,  to  correal  yourfclf, 
for  the  example  of  others.  God  keep  your  worfhip: 
I  wifh  your  worfhip  well  ;  God  reftore  you  to  health: 
I  humbly  give  you  leave  to  depart  ;  and  if  a  merry 
meeting  may  be  wifbi'd,  God  prohibit  it  I  —  Come, 
neighbour.  [Exeunt. 

Leon.  Until  to-morrow  morning,  lords,  farewell. 

Ant,  Farewell,  my  lords  ;  wc  look  for  you  to- 
morrow\ 

Pedro.  We  will  not  fail. 

Claud,  To-night  I'll  mourn  with  Hero. 

heoiu  Bring   you  thefe  fellows  on  ;  we'll  talk 
with  Margaret, 
llow  her  acquaintance  grew  with  this  lewd  fellow. 

ftverally^ 
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SCENE  IL 

A  Room  in  Lconato^s  Houfe, 

Enter  Benedick  and  Margaret^  meeting. 

Bene.  Pray  tliee  fweet  miftrefs  Margaret,  defcrvc 
well  at  my  hands,  by  helping  me  to  the  fpeech  of 
'Beatrice. 

Marg,  Will  you  then  write  mc  a  fonnet  in  praifc 
df  my  beauty  ! 

Bejic.  In  fo  high  a  ftyle,  Margaret,  that  no  man 
living  fhall  come  over  it ;  for,  in  moft  comely  truth, 
thou  deferveft  it. 

Marg,  To  have  no  man  come  over  me  ?  why, 
fhall  I  always  keep  below  flairs  ? 

Bene,  Thy  wit  is  as  quick  as  the  greyhound's 
mouth ;  it  catches. 

Marg,  And  your's  as  blunt  as  the  fencer's  foils, 
which  hit,  but  hurt  not. 

Bene,  A  moft  manly  wit,  Margaret,  it  will  not 
liurt  a  woman  ;  and  fo,  I  pray  thee,  call  Beatrice  ; 
I  give  thee  the  bucklers. 

Alarg,  Give  us  the  fvvords,  we  have  bucklers  of 
our  own. 

Bene,  If  you  ufe  them,  Margaret,  you  muft  put 
in  the  pikes  with  a  vice  ;  and  they  are  dangerous 
weapons  for  maids. 

Marg.  Well,  I  will  call  Beatrice  to  you,  who  I 
think  hath  legs.  [^Exit  Margaret. 

Bene,  And  therefore  will  come,  \_'^^^^^''\ 

The  god  of  love 
That  fits  above, 
And  knows  me,  and  knows  mc, 
How  pitiful  I  deferoe, 

I  mean  in  fmging  ;  but  in  loving,  Leander  the 
good  fwimmer,  Troilus  the  firft  employer  of  pau- 


8o 


MUCH  ADO  ABOUT  NOTHING. 


Acl  V. 


dars,  and  a  whole  book  full  of  thefe  quondam  car- 
pet-mongers, whofe  names  yet  run  fmoothly  in  the 
even  road  of  a  blank  verfe,  why,  they  were  never  fo 
truly  turn'd  over  and  over,  as  mypoorfelf,  in  love: 
Marry,  I  cannot  fhew  it  in  rhyme;  1  have  try'd  ; 
I  can  find  out  no  rhyme  to  lady  but  bahy^  an  inno- 
cent rhymx ;  for  fcorn^  horn,  a  hard  rhyme  ;  for 
fchool^  Jool^  a  babbling  rhyme ;  very  ominous  end- 
ings. No,  I  was  not  born  under  a  rhyming  pla- 
net, for  I  cannot  woo  in  feftival  terms.  

Enter  Beatrice. 
Sweet  Beatrice,  v/ould'fl:  thou  comev/hcn  I  call  thee? 
Beat,  Yea,  fignior,  and  depart  when  you  bid  me. 
Bene.  O,  Hay  but  till  then  ! 

Beat.  Then  is  fpoken  ;  fare  you  well  now  :  

and  yet  ere  I  go,  let  me  go  with  that  I  came  for, 
which  is,  with  knowing  what  hath  pafl  between 
you  and  Claudio  ? 

Bene.  Only  foul  words  ;  and  thereupon  I  will 
kifs  thee. 

Beat.  Foul  words  are  but  foul  wind,  and  foul 
wind  is  but  foul  breath,  and  foul  breath  is  noifome  ; 
therefore  I  will  depart  unkifs'd. 

Bene.  Thou  haft  frighted  the  word  out  of  its  right 
fenfe,  fo  forcible  is  thy  wit  ;  But  I  muft  tell  thee 
plainly,  Claudio  undergoes  my  challenge  ;  and  ei- 
ther I  mufl  fhortly  hear  from  him,  or  I  will  fub- 
fcribe  him  a  coward.  And  I  pray  thee  now,  tell 
me,  for  which  of  my  bad  parts  didft  thou  firft  fall 
in  love  with  me  ? 

Beat.  For  them  all  together  ;  which  maintain'd  fo 
politic  a  flate  of  evil,  that  they  will  not  admit  any 
good  part  to  intermingle  with  them..  But  for 
ivl'ich  of  my  good  parts  did  you  £r{l  fuffer  love 
for  me  ? 

Bene.  Suffer  love!  a  good  epithet!  I  do  fuifer 
love,  indeed,  for  I  love  thee  againfl  my  v/ilL, 
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Beat,  In  rpigl^t  of  your  heart,  I  think;  alas! 
poor  heart !  If  you  fpight  it  for  my  fake,  I  will 
fpight  it  for  yours  ;  for  1  will  never  love  that  which 
my  friend  hates. 

Bene.  Thou  and  I  arc  too  wife  to  woo  peaceably. 

Beat,  It  appears  not  in  this  confcfiion  :  there's 
not  one  wife  man  among  twenty  that  will  praife 
himfelf. 

Bene,  An  old,  an  old  inftance,  Beatrice,  that 
liv'd  in  .the  time  of  good  neighbours  ;  if  a  man  do 
not  ereft  in  this  age  his  own  tomb  ere  he  dies,  he 
fhall  live  no  longer  in  monument,  than  the  bell 
rings,  and  the  widow  weeps. 

Beat,  And  how  long  is  that,  think  you. 

Bene,  Queilloii  ? — \Vhy,  an  hour  in  clamour, 
and  a  quarter  in  rheum  :  Therefore  it  is  moft  ex- 
pedient for  the  wife,  (if  Don  Worm,  his  confcience, 
find  no  impediment  to  the  contrary)  to  be  the  trum- 
pet of  his  own  virtues,  as  I  am  to  myfelf :  So  much 
for  praifmg  myfelf,  (who,  I  myfelf  will  bear  witnefs, 
is  praife-wofthy),  and  now  tell  me,  how  doth  your 
coufm  ? 

Beat,  Very  ill. 

Bene,  And  how  do  you  ? 

Beat,  Very  ill  too. 

Bene,  Serve  God,  love  me,  and  mend  :  there  will 
I  leave  you  too,  for  here  comes  one  in  haftc. 

Enter  Urfiila, 

Urf,  Madam,  you  mufl  come  to  your  uncle  ; 
yonder's  old  coil  at  home  :  it  is  proved,  my  lady 
Hero  hath  been  falfely  accus'd,  the  prince  and  Clau- 
dio  mightily  abufed  ;  and  Don  John  is  the  author 
of  all,  who  is  fled  and  gone  :  Will  you  come  pre- 
fcntly  ? 

Beat,  Will  you  go  hear  this  nev/s,  fignior  ? 

Bene,  I  will  live  in  thy  heart,  die  in  thy  lap.  and 
be  bury'd  in  thy  eyes ;  and,  moreover,  I  will  go 
with  thee  to  thy  uncle.  [^Exeunt,. 
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SCENE  III. 
A  Church, 

Eyiter  Den  Pedro,  Claudia^  and  Attendants^  with 
viujic  and  tapers, 

,    Claud,  Is  this  the  monument  of  Leonato  ? 
Aittn,  it  is,  my  lord. 

Claudia  reads. 
Done  to  death  by  Jlanderous  ton^^ues 

Was  the  Kero^-that  here  lies  : 
Death,  in  guerdon  of  her  wrongs,  " 

Gives  her  fame  which  never  dies  : 
So  the  life,  that  dy'd  with fiame, 
Lives  in  death  with  glorious  fame. 

Hang  thou  there  upon  the  torrb, 
Praifing  her  when  I  am  dumb. — 
Now  mufic  found,  and  fmg  your  lolerr.n  hymn.*" 

SONG. 

Pardon^  Coddefs  oj  the  night, 
Thofe  that  Jlew  thy  virgin  knight  ; 
For  the  which,  with/ovgs  of  woe, 
Round  about  her  tomb  they  go. 

Midnight,  offiji  our  moan  ; 

Help  us  to  figh  dJid  groan, 
Heavily,  heavily  : 

Graves,  yawn  and  yield  your  dead^ 

Till  death  be  uttered^ 
Heavily,  heavily, 

Claud,  .Now,  unto  tliy  bones  good  night ! 
Yearly  will  I  do  this  rite. 

Pedro,  Good-morrow,  mafters  ;  put  your  torclies 
out : 

The  wolves  have  prey'd ;  aud  look,  the  gentle* 
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Before  the  wheels  of  Phoebus,  round  about 

Dapples  the  drowly  eaft  with  fpots  of  grey  : 
Thanks  to  you  all,  and  leave  us  ;  fare  you  well. 
Claud,  Good-morrow,  maftcrs ;  each  his  feveral 
way. 

Pedro.,  Come,  let  us  hence,  and  put  on  other 
weeds  ; 

And  then  to  Leonato's  we  will  go. 

Claud,  And  Hymen  now  with  luckier  iffiic  fpeeds. 
Than  this,  for  whom  we  render'd  up  this  woe  ! 

SCENE  IV. 

Leonato^s  Eoufe, 

Enter  Lconato^  Benedick^  Margaret^  Urfula^  AnlOJiio^ 
Friar,  and  Hero, 

Friar,  Did  I  not  tell  you  fne  was  innocent  ? 
Leon,  So  are  the  prince  and  Claudio,  who  accus'd 
her, 

Upon  the  error  that  you  heard  debated  : 
But  Margaret  was  in  forae  fault  for  this  ; 
Although  againfl  her  will,  as  it  appears 
In  the  true  courfe  of  all  the  queflion. 

Ant,  Well,  I  am  glad  that  all  things  fort  fo  well. 

JScne,  And  fo  am  I,  being  elfe  by  faith  enforc'd 
To  call  young  Claudio  to  a  reckoning  for  it. 

Leon,  Well,  daughter,  and  you  gentlewomen  all, 
Withdraw  into  a  chamber  by  youricK't^s  ; 
And,  when  I  fend  for  you,  come  hither  maflc'd  : 
The  prince  and  Claudio  promis'd  by  this  hour 
To  vifit  me  : — You  know  your  office,  brother  ; 
You  muft  be  father  to  your  brother's  daughter, 
And  give  her  to  young  Claudio.      [^Exeunt  Ladies, 

Ant,  Which  I  will  do  with  conBrm'd  counte- 
nance. 

Bene,  Friar,  I  muft  entreat  your  pains,  I  think, 
Eriar^  To  do  what,  fignior  ? 
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Bene,  To  bind  me,  or  undo  mc,  one  of  them. — 
Signior  Leonato,  truth  it  is,  good  lignior, 
Your  niece  regards  me  with  an  eye  of  favour. 

Leon,  That  eye  my  daughter  lent  her  ;  'Tismoft 
true. 

Bene,  And  I  do  with  an  eye  of  love  requite  her, 
Leon,  The  fight  whereof,  I  think^  you  had  from 
me. 

From  Claudio  and  the  prince  ;  But  what's  your  will  ? 

Bene.  Your  anfwer,  fir,  is  enigmatical  ; 
But,  for  my  will,  my  will  is,  your  goodwill 
May  ftand  with  ours,  this  day  to  be  conjoined 
In  the  eftate  of  honourable  marriage  ; — 
In  which,  good  friar,  I  fhall  defire  your  help- 

Leon.  My  heart  is  with  your  liking. 

Friar.  And  my  help. 
Jlere  comes  the  prince  and  Claudio. 

Enter  Don  Pedro  and  Claudio^  with  Attpidants, 

Pedro.  Good  morrow  to  this  fair  aflcmbly. 
Leon.    Good  morrow,  prince  ;  good  morrow. 
Claudio; 

We  here  attend  you  ;  are  you  yet  determin'd 
To-day  to  marry  with  my  brother's  daughter  ? 

Claud.  I'll  hold  my  mind,  were  fhe  an  Ethiope. 

Leon.  Call  her  forth,  brother,  here's  the  friar 
ready.  [Exit  Antonio^ 

Pedro.  Good  morrow.  Benedick  :  Why,  v/hat's 
the  matter, 
That  you  have  fuch  a  February  face. 
So  fujl  of  froft,  of  ftorm,  and  cloudinefs  ? 

Claud.  I  think  he  thinks  upon  the  favagc  bull  : — 
Tufh,  fear  not,  man,  we'll  tip  thy  horns  with  gold. 
And  all  Europa  fhall  rejoice  at  thee  ; 
As  once  Europa  did  at  lufty  Jove, 
When  he  would  play  the  noble  beafl:  in  love.^ 

Bene.  Bull  Jove,  fir,  bad  an  amiable  low  ; 
And  lome  fuch  ftrange  bull  leapt  your  father's  cow, 
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And  got  a  calf  in  that  fame  noble  feat, 

Much  like  to  you,  for  you  have  jufh  his  bleat. 

Re-enter  Antonio^  zviik  Hero,  Beatrice,  Margaret,  and 
Urjiila,  maJk'cL 

Claud.  For  this  I  owe  you  :  here  come  other 
reck'nings. 
Which  is  the  lady  I  mufh  feize  upon  ? 

y^nt.  This  fame  is  fhe,  and  I  do  give  you  her, 
Claud,  Why  then  fhe's  mine  :  Sweet,  let  me  fee 
your  face, 

Leon,  No,  that  you  fliall  not,  till  you  take  her 
.  hand 

Before  this  friar,  and  fwcar  to  marry  her. 

Claud,  Give  me  your  hand  before  this  holy  friar  ; 
I  am  your  hufband,  if  you  like  of  m.e, 

Hero,  And  when  I  liv'd,  1  was  your  other  wife  ; 

[Unmajking, 

lid  when  you  lov'd,  you  'vvere  my  other  hulband, 

Claud,  Another  Hero  ?  f 

Hero,  Nothing  certainer: 
One  Hero  dy'd  defil'd  ;  but  I  do  live, 
And,  furely  as  I  live,  I  am  a  maid. 

Pedro,  The  former  Hero !  Hero,  thxat  is  dead  ! 

Leon,  She  dy'd,  my  lord,  but  whiles  her  flander 
liv'd. 

Friar,  All  t  hi  s  am  a  -  ■  -  -  ■  •        I  q  n  il  i  f  y  : 
When,  after  that  the  :ire  ertt^l|r 

I'll  tell  -  -  V  -    '      ^  -  '^cath: 

Mean  i 

\nd  to  i/ij  c.iapci  Icl  us  j^.^.^ndy. 
Bene,  Soft  and  fair,  friar, — Which  is  I>eatrice  ? 
Beat,  I  anfwer  to  that  name  :  What  is  your  wull  ? 
Bene,  Do  not  you  love  me? 
Beat.  Why,  no,  no  more  than  reafon. 
Bene,  Why.  then,  your  uncle,  and  the  prince,  and 
Claud  io, 

I  Live  been  deceived;  they  fwore  you  did* 
Vol.  II,  •  H. 
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Beat.  Do  not  you  love  me  ? 
Bene,  Troth,  no,  no  mere  thanreafon. 
Beat.  Why,  then,  my   coufm,   Margaret,  and 
Urfula,  • 

Are  much  deceiv'd  ;  for  they  did  fvvear  you  did. 
Bene,  They  fwore,  that  you  were  ahnofl  fick  for 
me. 

Beat,  They  fwore,  that  you  wefe  well-nigh  dead 
for  me. 

Bene,  'Tis  no  fuch  matter  : — Then  you  do  not 
love  me  ? 

Beat,  No,  truly,  but  in  friendly  recompence. 
Leon,  Come,  coufin,  I  am  fure  you  love  the  gen- 
tleman. 

Claud,  And  I'll  be  fworn  upon't,  that  he  loves  her  ; 
For  here's  a  paper,  written  in  his  hand, 
A  halting  fonnet  of  his  own  pure  brain, 
Fafhion'd  to  Beatrice, 

Htro,  And  here's  another, 
Writ  in  my  coufm's  hand,  ftolen  from  her  pocket, 
Containing  her  afFe6lion  unto  Benedick. 

Bene,  A  miracle !  here's  our  own  hands  agninft 
our  hearts  ! — Come,  I  will  have  thee  ;  but,  by  this 
light,  I  take  thee  for  pity. 

Beat,  I  would  not  deny  you  ; — but,  by  this  good 
day,  I  yield  upon  great  perfuafion  ;  and,  partly,  to 
faye  your  life,  for  I  was  told,  you  were  in  a  con- 
fumption^l^  # 

Bene,  Peace,  I  will  ftop  your  mouth.—- 

\  Kifflng  her, 

Pedro,  How  dofl  thou,  Benedick,  the  married 
man  ? 

Bene,  I'll  tell  thee  v/hat,  prince ;  a  college  of 
wit-crackers  cannot  fiout  me  out  of  my  humour  : 
Doll:  thou  think  I  care  for  a  fatire,  or  an  epigram  ? 
No  :  if  a  man  will  be  beaten  with  brains,  he  fliall 
wear  nothing  handfom.e  about  him  :  In  brief,  fince 
J  do  purpofe  to  marry,  I  v/ill  think  nothing  to  any 
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purpofc  that  the  world  can  fay  againft  it  ;  and 
therefore  never  flout  at  me  for  what  I  have  faid 
againft  it ;  for  man  is  a  giddy  thing,  and  this  is  my 
conclufion.-r-For  thy  part,  Claudio,  I  did  think  to 
have  beaten  thee  ;  but  in  that  thou  art  like  to  ba 
my  kinfman,  live  unbruis'd,  and  love  m.y  coufin. 

Claud,  1  had  well  hoped,  thou  would'il  have  de- 
nied Beatrice,  that  I  might  have  cudgell'd  thee  out 
of  thy  fingle  life,  to  make  thee  a  double-dealer  ; 
which,  out  of  queftion,  thou  wilt  be,  if  my  coufiri 
do  not  look  exceedingly  narrowly  to  thee. 

Bene,  Come,  come,  we-  are  friends  : — let's  have 
a  dance  ere  v/e  are  marry'd,  that  we  may  lighten  our 
own  hearts,  and  our  wives'  heels. 

Leon,  We'll  have  dancing  afterwards. 

Bene.  Firft,  o'  my  word  ;  therefore,  play,  ma- 
fic. Prince,  thou  art  fad  ;  get  thee  a  wife  ;  get 
thee  a  wife  ;  there  is  no  ftaff  more  reverend  than 
one  tipt  with  horn. 

Enter  Mejfenger,  * 

Mejf,  My  lord,  your  brother  John  is  ta'en  in  flight, 
And  brought  with  armed  men  back  to  Meffina. 

Bene.  Think  not  on  him  till  to-morrow  ;  I'll 
devife  thee  brave  punifhments  for  him..  Strike  up, 
pipers.  [_Dance. 

[^Exeunt  omnes. 


NOTE. 

This  play  is  one  of  the  mofl  amufuig  productions  of 
Shakfpeare.  Benedick  and  Beatrice  are  the  two  principal 
characters,  but  feveral  others  are  fnpported  with  ftrii5l  pro- 
priety. Claudio  and  Hero  are  amiable  and  interefting,  and 
the  difpiite  between  Leonato  and  Antonio  in  the  begmning 
®f  the  5th  A<51,.  difcovers  the  hand  of  a  ni^er.    The  re  - 
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mark  by  Leonato  that  there  never  yet  was  a  philofopher, 
That  could  endure  the  tooth-ach  patie fitly ^  fets  the  fortitude  of 
ftoicifin  in  a  juH  point  of  view.  Antonio,  who  recommends 
patience  fo  ardently,  becomes,  in  the  progrefs  of  the  fame 
Scene  more  outrageous  than  Leonato  himfelf,  fo  that  the 
latter  finds  it  neceffary  to  check  his  violence.  The  tranfi- 
tion  is  natural,  but  required  fuperior  delicacy  to  manage  it 
M'ith  advantage.  ^ 

Much  ado  about  Kfothhig  has  fewer  excrefcencies  than  moft 
of  the  dramas  in  this  collection.    Little  or  nothing  coula 
c  abftracted  without  evident  mutilation.    The  flile  of  tha 
ialogue  is  eafy,  vigorous,  and  correal.    The  chief  aim  of 
Shakrpeare  in  this  piece  was  to  entertain,  but  he  occafional- 
}y  difplays  his  ability,  to  infcruL^c  and  to  aflonifli* 
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PERSONS 


REPRESENTED. 


Ferdinand^  ^^^g  Navarre, 

zrcw.,  I  three  Lords,  attenc^'iff  upon  tke  Kin^ 

7^       .   •       1      in  his  retirement. 

jJiimatn,  j 

Boyet^  V Lords,  attending  upon  the  Princefs  of 
Mercade,     J  France. 

Don  Adriano  de  Armado,  a  fantaflical  Spaniard. 

Nathaniel^  a  Curate. 

Dull^  a  Conftable. 

Holof ernes  ^  a  School  ma  fter. 

Coflard^  a  Clown. 

Moth,  Page  to  Don  Adriano  de  Armado. 
A  Forefter.  • 

Princefs  of  France. 
Rojaline^  "] 

Maria,         I  Ladies,  attending  on  the  Princefs, 
Katharine,  J 

Jaqucnttta,  a  Country  Wench. 

OfRcers,  and  others,  Attendants  upon  the  King 
^  and  Princefs. 

Scene,  the  King  of  Navarre's  Palace,  and  the 
Country  near  it. 


LOVE'S  LABOUR'S  LOST, 


A  C  T    I.       S  C  E  N  E  L 

Navarre,    The  Palace. 

Enter  the  King^  Biron,  Loiigaville^  and  Dumain, 

King,  T   E  T  fame,  that  all  hunt  after  in  their  lives, 

Live  regifter'd  upon  our  brazen  tombs, 
And  then  grace  us  in  the  difgrace  of  death  ; 
When,  fpight  of  cormorant  devoui^ihg  Time, 
The  endeavour  of  this  prefent  breath  may  buy 
That  honour,  which  fliall  bate  his  fcythe's  keen  edge, 
And  make  us  heirs  of  all  eternity. 
Therefore,  brave  conquerors  ! — : — for  fo  you  arc, 
That  war  again  ft:  your  own  afFe6lions. 
And  the  huge  army  of  the  world's  defires, 
Our  late  edi8:  fhall  ftrongly  ft:and  in  force  : 
Navarre  fhall  be  the  wonder  of  the  world  ; 
Our  court  fhall  be  a  little  Academe, 
Still  and  contemplative  in  living  art. 
You  three,  Biron,  Dumain,  and  Longaville, 
Have  fworn  for  three  years'  term  to  live  with  me, 
My  fellow-fcholars,  and  to  keep  thofe  ftatutcs 
That  are.recorded  in  this  fchcdule  here  : 
Your  oaths  are  paft,  and  now  fubfcribe  your  names 
That  his  own  hand  may  llrike  hie  honour  down 
That  violates  the  fmallcft:  branch  herein  : 
If  you  are  arm'd  to  do,  as  fworn  to  do, 
Subfcribc  to  your  deep  oath^  and  keep  it  too. 
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Long,  I  am  refolv'd  :  'tis  but  a  three  years  fall : 
The  mind  fhall  banquet  though  the  body  pine  : 
Fat  paunches  have  lean  pates  ;  and  dainty  bits 
Make  rich  the  ribs,  but  bankerout  the  wits, 

Dum,  My  loving  lord,  Dumain  is  mortify'd  ; 
The  grower  manner  of  thefe  world's  delights 
He  throws  upon  the  grofs  world's  bafer  flaves  : 
To  love,  to  wealth,  to  pomp,  I  pine  and  die  ; 
With  all  thefe  living  in  philofophy^ 

Biron,  I  can  but  fay  their  proteftation  over. 
So  much,  dear  liege,  I  have  already  fworn, 
That  is,  to  live  and  ftudy  here  three  years. 
But  there  are  other  ftrift  obfervances  : 
As,  not  to  fee  a  woman  in  that  term  ; 
Which,  I  hope  well,  is  not  enrolled  there. 
And,  one  day  in  a  week  to  touch  no  food  ; 
And  but  one  meal  on  every  day  befide ; 
The  which,  I  hope,  is  not  enrolled  there. 
And  then,  to  (leep  but  three  hours  in  the  night, 
And  not  be  feen  to  wink  of  all  the  day  ; 
(When  I  was  wont  to  think  no  harm  all  night, 
And  make  a  dark  night  too  of  half  the  dayj 
Which,  I  hope  well,  is  not  enrolled  there. 
O,  thefe  are  barren  taflis,  too  hard  to  keep  ; 
Nor  to  fee  ladies,  ftudy,  faft,  nor  fleep. 

King,  Your  oath  ispafs'd  to  pafs  away  from  thefe, 

Biron,  Let  me  fay,  no,  my  liege,  an  if  you  pleafe  ; 
I  only  fwore,  to  ftudy  with  your  grace. 
And  ftay  here  in  your  court  for  three  years'  fpace. 

Long-^  You  fwore  to  that,  Biron,  and  to  the  reft. 

Biron,  By  yea  and  nay.lir,  then  I  fwore  in  jeft, — 
What  is  the  end  of  ftudy  ?  let  me  know. 

King,  Why,  that  to  know,  which  elfe  we  fhould 
net  know. 

Biron.  Things  hid  and  barr'd  (you  mean)  from 

common  fenfe  ? 
King,  Ay,  that  is  ftudy 's  god-like  recom.pencc. 
Biron.  Come  on  then,  I  will  fwear  to  ftudy  fo, 
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To  know  the  thing  I  am  forbid  to  know  : 
As  thus, — To  ftudy  where  I  v/ellmay  dine, 

When  I  to  feaft  exprefsly  am  forbid  ; 
Or,  ftudy  where  to  meet  fome  miilrcfa  fine, 

When  miflreifes  from  common  fenfe  are  hid  ; 
Or,  havuig  fworn  too  hard  a-kccping  oath^ 
Study  to  break  it,  and  not  break  my  troth. 
If  {ludy*s  gain  be  thus,  and  this  be  fo,  "1 
Study  knows  that,  which  yet  it  dolh  not.  know :  I 
Swear  me  to  this,  and  I  will  nc*cr  fay,  no,  J 

King,  Thefe  be  the  flops  that  hinder  ftud)''  quite, 
And  train  our  inlelle6ls  to  vain  delight, 

Biron,  Why  all  delights  are  vain  ;  but  that  mofl: 
vain, 

Which,  with  pain  purchased,  do^h  inherit  pain  : 
As,  painfully  to  pore  upon  a  book. 

To  feek  the  light  of  truth  ;  whUe  truth  the  while 
Doth  falfcly  blind  the  eye-fight  of  liis  look  : 

Light,  fceking  light,  doth  light  of  light  beguile  : 
So,  ere  you  find  where  light  in  darkncis  lies, 
Your  light  grows  dark  by  lofing  of  your  eyes. 
Study  me  hov/  to  pleafe  the  eye  indeed, 

By  fixing  it  upon  a  fairer  eye  ; 
Who  dazzling  fo,  that  eye  fliail  be  his  heed, 

And  give  him  light  that  was  it  blinded  by. 
Study  is  like  the  heaven's  glorious  fun, 

That  will  not  be  deep-fearch'd  with  faucy  looks  : 
Small  have  continual  plodders  ever  won. 

Save  bafe  authority  from  others'  books. 
Thefe  earthly  godfathers  of  heaven's  lights, 

That  give  a  name  to  every  fixed  ftar, 
Have  no  more  profit  of  their  Hnriing  nights, 

Than  thofe  that  walk  and  wot  not  what  they  are. 
Too  much  to  know,  is,  to  know  nought  but  fame  ; 
And  every  godfather  can  give  a  name. 

King.    How  well  he's  read,  to  rcafon  again fi 
readinjT  I 

o 

Dam.    Proceeded  well,  to  flop  all  good  pro- 
ceed i  nor  ! 
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Lovig,  He  weeds  the  corn,  and  flill  lets  grow  the 
weeding. 

Biron,  The  fpring  is  near,  when  green  gecfe  arc 

a-breeding. 
Dum.,  How  follows  that  ? 
Biron.  Fit  in  his  place  and  time. 
Dum,  In  reafon  nothing. 
Biron,  Something  then  in  rhimc. 
Long,  Biron  is  like  an  envious  fneaping  froft. 
That  bites  the  firft-born  infants  of  the  fpring. 
Biron,  Well,  fay  I  am  ?  why  fhould  proud  fum- 
mer  boaft,  . 
Before  the  birds  have  any  caufe  to  fing  ? 
Why  fhould  I  joy  in  an  abortive  birth  ? 
At  ChriftrTias  I  no  more  defire  a  rofe, 
Than  wifli  a  fnow  in  May's  new-fangled  fhows  ; 
But  like  of  each  thing  thit  in  feafon  grows. 
So  you,  to  ftudy,  now  it  is  too  lute, 
That  were  to  climb  o'er  the  houfe  t'  unlock  the 

King,\Vt\\^  fit  you  out  :  go  home,  Biron  ;  adieu  V 
Biron,  No,  my  good  lord  ;  1  have  fworn  to  ftay 
with  you  ; 

And,  though  I  have  for  barbarifm  fpoke  more, 
Than  for  that  angel  knov/ledge  you  can  fay, 

Yet  confident  I'll  keep  what  I  have  fwore, 

And  bide  the  penance  of  each  three  years'  day. 

Give  me  the  paper,  let  me  read  the  fame  ; 

And  to  the  ftrift'fk  decrees  I'll  write  my  name. 
King,   How  well  this  yielding  refcues  thee 
from  fliame  ! 

Biron,  "  Item,  That  no  woman  fhall  come  within 
a  mile  of  my  court." — [_Readi7ig]  Hath  this  been 
proclaimed  ? 

Long,  Four  days  ago. 

Biron,  Let's  fee  the  penalty.- — ^'  On  pain  of  lofmg 
her  tongue," — [^Bxading,']    Who  devis'd  this  pe. 
nalty  ? 
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Long,  Marry,  that  did  I. 
Biron,  Sweet  lord,  and  why  ? 
Long,    To  fright  them  hence  with  that  dread 
penalty. 

Biron,  A  danger^ti^  law  againfl  gentility  ! 

Item,  [^Reading,"]    If  any  man  be  feen  to  talk 

with  a  woman  within  the  term  of  three  years,  he 

fliall  endure  fuch  public  fhame  as  the  reft  of  the 

court  canpoffibly  devife."  • 

This  article,  my  liege,  yourfelf  muft  break  ; 

For,  well  you  know,  here  comes  in  embafly 
The  French  king's  daughter,  with  yourfelf  to  fpeak— 

A  maid  of  grace,  and  complete  majefly, — 
About  furrender-up  of  Aquitain 

To  her  dccripit,  Tick,  and  bed-rid  father: 
Therefore  this  article  is  made  in  vain, 

Or  vainly  comes  the  admired  princefs  hither.  . 

King,  What  fay  you,  lords  ?  why,  this  was  quite 
forgot. 

Biron,  So  ftudy  everm.ore  is  overfhot  ; 
While  it  doth  ftudy  to  have  what  it  would,  . 
It  doth  forget  to  do  the  thing  it  Ihould  ; 
And  when  it  hath  the  thing  it  hunteth  moft, 
'Tis  won,  as  towns  with  fire  ;  fo  won,  fo  loft. 

King,  We  muft,  of  force,  difpenfc  with  this  decree, 
She  muft  lye  here  on  mere  necefTity. 

Biron,  NecefTity  will  make  us  all  forfworn 

Three  thoufand  times  within  this  three  years 
fpace, 

For  every  man  with  his  affefts  is  born  ; 

Not  by  might  mafter'd,  but  by  fpecial  grace  : 
If  1  break  faith,  this  word  fliall  fpeak  for  me, 

I  am  forfworn  on  mere  necellity.  

So  to  the  laws  at  large  I  write  my  name  : 


And  he  that  breaks  them  in  the  leaft  degre< 
Stands  in  attainder  of  eternal  fhame  : 


Suggcftions  are  to  ethers,  as  to  me  ; 
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But,  I  believe,  although  I  feem  fo  loth, 
I  am  the  laft  that  will  lafh  keep  his  oath. 
But  is  there  no  quick  recreation  granted  ? 

King.  Ay,  that  there  is :  our  court,  you  knoWj 
is  haunted 

With  a  refin'd  traveller  of  Spain  ; 
A  man  in  all  the  world's  new  fafhion  planted, 

That  hath  a  mint  of  phrafes  in  his  brain  : 
One,  whom  the  mufic  of  his  own  vain  tongue 

Doth  ravifh,  like  inchanting  harmony  ; 
A  man  of  compliments,  w^hom  right  and  wrong 

Have  chofe  as  umpire  of  their  mutiny  ; 
This  child  of  fancy,  that  Armado  hight, 
For  interim  to  our  fcudies,  fhall  relate. 
In  high-born  words,  the  worth  of  many  a  knight 

Fiom  tawny  Spain,  loft  in  the  v/orld's  debate. 
Iiow  you  delight,  my  lords,  I  know  not,  T;  ^ 
But,  1  proteft,  I  love  to  hear  him  lie,  I 
And  I  will  ufe  him  for  my  minftrelfy.  J 

Biron.  Armado  is  a  moft  illuftrious  wight, 
A  man  of  fire-new  words,  fafhion's  own  knight. 

Lovg.  Coftard  the  fwain,  and  he,  fliall  be  our  Iport ; 
And,  fo  to  ftudy,  three  years  is  but  fhort. 

Ejiter  Dull,  and  Coflard^  zcith  a  Utter. 

Dull.  Which  is  the  duke's  ovv^n  perfon  ? 

Eircn,  This  fellow;  Whatwould"ft? 

Dull.  I  mylelf  reprehend  his  ov/n  perfon,  for 
I  am.  his  grace's  tharborough  :  but  I  v/ould  fee  his 
own  pcrlon  in  flefn  and  blood. 

Biron,  This  is  he. 

Dull.  Signior  Armc — ,  Arm.e, — ccmm.ends  you. 
There's  villainy  abroad  ;  this  letter  Vv'ill  tell  you 
more. 

Cojl.  Sir,  the  contempts  thereof  arc  as  touching 
me. 

Jiing.  A  letter  from  the  magni£cent  Armado. 
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Biron,  How  low  foevcr  the  matter,  I  liopc  in 
God  for  high  wjords. 

Long,  A  high  hope  for  a  low  having  : — God 
grant  us  patience. 

Biron,  To  hear  ?  or  forbear  hearing  ? 

Long.  To  hear  meekly,  fir,  and  to  laugh  mode- 
rately;  or  to  forbear  both. 

Biron,  Well,  fir,  be  it  as  the  ftilc  fliall  give  us 
•caufe  to  climb  in  the  merrinefs. 

Cojl.  The  matter  is  to  me,  fir,  as  concerning  Ja-» 
fjuenetta.  The  manner  of  it  is,  1  was  taken  with 
the  manner. 

Biron,  In  what  manner? 

Cofl,  In  manner  and  form  following,  fir :  sll 
thofe  three :  I  was  fecn  with  her  in  the  manor- 
houfe,  fitting  with  her  upon  the  form,  and  taken 
following  her  into  the  park  ;  which,  put  together, 
is,  in  manner  and  form  following.  Now,  fir,  for 
tiie  mjanner, — it  is  the  manner  of  a  man  to  fpcak  to 
woman  :  for  the  form, — in  fome  form. 

Biron,  For  the  following,  fir  ? 

Co/i.  As  it  fhall  follow  in  my  corre&ion  ;  And 
-God  defend  the  right ! 

King,  Will  you  hear  the  letter  Vv^ith  attention  ? 

Biron,  As  wev/ould  hear  an  oracle. 

Co/i,  Such  is  the  fimplicity  of  man  to  hearken 
after  the  flefli. 

King,    [ Reacls,~]      Great  deputy,  the  welkin's 

vice-gercnt,  and  fole  dominator  of  Navarre,  my 

foul's  earth's  God,  and  body's  foft'ring  patron, — " 

Co/t,  Not  a  word  of  Coltard  yet : 

King,  "  So  it  is," — 

Co/i,  It  may  be  fo :  but  if  he  fay  it  is  fo,  he  is, 
in  telling  true,  but  fo,  fo. 
Kin^.  Peace. 

Co/l,  — be  to  me,  and  every  man  that  dares  not 
£ght! 

King,  No  words*  • 
Vol.  IL  I 
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Ccfl,  — of  other  men's  fecrets,  I  befcccli  you. 
Kivg,  "  So  it  is,  befieged  with  lable-colour'd 
inelancholy,  I  did  commend  the  bbck  oppref- 
fmg  humour  to  the  m^oft  wholefome  phyfic  of  thy 
"  health  giving  air  ;  and,  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  be- 
"  took  myfelf  to  walk.    The  tim.e,  when  ?  About 
the  fixth  hour  ;  w^hen  beafls  mofh  graze,  birds 
beft  peck,  and  men  fit  down  to  that  nourifhment 
which  h  called  fupper.    So  much  for  the  time 
"  when:  Now  for  the  ground  which  ;  which,  1  mean, 
^'  I  walked  upon  :  it  is  ycleped,  thy  park.  Then  for 
the  phce  where :  where,  I  mean,  I  did  encoun- 
ter  that  obfcene  and  moft  prepofterous  event,  that 
"  draweth  from  myfnow-whitcpen  theebon-colour'd 
^'  ink,  which  here  thou  viev/eft,  bcholdeft,  furveyeft, 
or  ieeft: — But  to  the  pL-^ce,  where, — It  flandeth. 
north-north-eafl-,  and  by  eafl  from  the  weft  corner 
^'  of  thy  curious  knotted  garden  :  There  did  I  fee 
"  that  lov/-fpirited  Iwain,  that  bafe  minnow  of  thy 
mirth,''   fCoft.  Me.)    "  that  unletter'd  fmall- 
knowing  foul,"  fCofl,  Me.)  "that  fliallow  vaf- 
fal,"  fCofl,  Still  rric!)      Vvhich,  as  I  rememiber, 
hight  Coftard,"  fCofi,  O  m.e  !)  "  forted  and  con- 
^'  forted,  contrary  to  thy  eflablifhed  proclaimed  edi61: 
and  continent  cannon,  with, — with,— O  with,— 
^*  but  M'ith  this  I  paffion  to  fay  wherewith-—" 
C  oft .  W  i  t  h  a  wench. 

'  ,  5-  (J  With  a  child  of  our  grandmother  Eve, 
Az\  rr,  for  thy  more  iweci  undei  (landing,  a 
•    v.  .  liin^,  I  (as  m.y  ever  efleemed  duty  pricks 

^'  n:c  on)  have  fent  to  thee,  to  receive  the  meed  of 
"  punifiirncrit,  by  thy  fweet  grace's  officer,  Anthony 
"  Dull  ;  a  man  of  good  repute,  carriage,  bearing, 
"  and  ePdmation." 

Dull,  Me,  an't  fhall  pleafe  you  ;  I  am  Anthony 
Dull. 

Kincr,      For  Jaquenetta,  (fo  is  the  weaker  vef- 
'     "  ;  whkh  i  3 pprcb elided  with  the  afore-^ 
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faid  fwain)  1  keep  her  as  a  velTel  of  thy  law's 
^'  fury  ;  and  fhall,  at  the  leafb  of  thy  fweefc  notice, 
bring  her  to  trial.       Thine,  in  all  compliments 
of  devoted  and  heart  burning  heat  of  duty, 

Don  Adriano  de  Armado." 

Biron.  This  is  not  fo  well  as  I  look'd  for,  but  the 
befl  that  ever  I  licard. 

King,  Ay,  the  beft  foi  the  worfl:.  But  firrdl^, 
what  fay  you  to  this? 

Co  ft.  Sir,  I  confefs  the  wench. 

King,  Did  you  hear  the  prochmation  ? 

Cofl,  I  do  confefs  much  of  the  hearing  it,  but, 
little  of  the  marking  of  it. 

King,  It  was  proclaim'd  a  year's  imprifonment 
to  be  taken  with  a  wencli, 

Coji.  I  was  taken  with  none,  fir;  I  was  tal:cn 
with  a  damofel. 

King,  Well,  it  was  prod  limed  damofel. 

Coft,  This  was  no  damofel  neither,  fir;  flie  was  a 
virgin. 

King,  It  is  fo  varied  too  ;  for  it  was  proclaim'd, 
virgin. 

Coji,  If  it  were,  I  deny  her  virginity  ;   I  was 

taken  with  a  maid. 

King,  This  maid  will  not  ferve  your  turn,  fir, 

Coft,  This  maid  will  ferve  my  turn,  fir. 

King,  Sir,  I  will  pronounce  fentencc  ;  You  fliali 

faft  a  week  with  bran  and  water. 

Coft,  1  had  rather  pray  a  month  with  mutton  and 

porridge. 

King,  And  Don  Armado  fhall  be  your  keeper.— 
My  lord  Biron,  fee  him  deliver'd  o'er. — 
And  go  we,  lords,  to  put  in  pra8:ice  that 

Which  each  to  other  hath  fo  flrongly  fworn. 

\_Exeunt^ 

Biron.  I'll  lay  my  head  to  any  good  man's  hat, 
Thcfe'oaths  and  laws  will  prove  an  idle  fcorn.— 
Sirrah,  come  on. 
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Cof..  I  fufFer  for  the  truth,  fir;  for  true  it  is,  I 
was  taken  with  Jaquenetta,  and  Jaquenetta  is  a 
true  girl ;  and  therefore,  Welcome  the  four  cup  of 
profperity  !  Affliftion  may  one  day  fmile  again,  and 
'till  then,  Sit  thee  dov/n,  forrow  !  [_Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

j^rmado^s  Houfe, 
Enter  Armado  and  Moth, 

Arm,  Boy,  what  fign  is  it,  when  a  man  of  great 
fpirit  grows  melancholy  ? 

Aloth,  A  great  fign,  fir,  that  he  will  look  fad. 

Aryn,  Why,  fadnefs  is  one  and  the  felf-fame 
thing,  dear  imp. 

Moth.  No,  no  :  O  lord,  fir,  no. 

Arm,  How  canfl  thou  part  fadnefs  and  melancho- 
ly, my  tender  juvenal  ? 

Moth,  -^y  a  familiar  demonflration  of  the  work- 
ing, my  tough  fignior. 

Arm,  Why  tough  fignicr  ?  w^hy  tough  fignior  ? 

Moth,  Why  tender  juvenal  ?  why  tender  juvenal? 

ylrm,  I  fpoke  it,  tender  juvenal,  as  a  congruent 
cpitheton,  appertaining  to  thy  young  days,  which 
we  may  nominate  tender. 

Moth,  And  I,  tough  fignior,  as  an  appertinent 
title  to  your  old  time,  which  we  may  name,  tough. 

AxTTii,  Pretty  and  apt, 

Moth,_  How  mean  you,  fir  ?  I  pretty,  and  my 
faying  apt  ?  or  I  apt,  and  my  faying  pretty  ? 

Arm,  Thou  pretty,  becaufe  little. 

Moth,  Little  pretty,  becaul'e  little :  Wherefore 
apt  ? 

Arrd,  And  therefore  apt,  becaufe  quick. 
Moth,  Speak  you  this  in  my  praife,  mafher  ? 
Arr.i,  In  thy  condign  praife. 
Moth,  I  will  praife  an  eel  with  the  fame  praife. 
Arrd,  WluU  ?  that  an  eel  is  ingenious  ? 
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Moth,  That  an  eel  is  quick. 

//m.  I  do  fay,  thou  art  quick  in  anfwers :  — 
Thou  heat'ft  my  blood. 

Moth,  I  am  anfwer'd,  fir. 

Arm.  I  love  not  to  be  crofs'd. 

Moth,  He  fpeaks  the  mere  contrary,  crofTcs  love 
not  him. 

y4rm,  I  have  promis'd  to  fludy  three  years  with 
the  duke. 

Moth,  You  may  do  it  in  an  hour,  fir. 
Arm,  ImpofTible. 

Moth,  How  many  is  one  thrice  told  ? 
j^rvi,  I  am  ill  at  reckoning,  it  fitteth  the  fpirit  of 
a  tapfter. 

Moth,  You  are  a  gentleman,  and  a  g^mefher,  fir. 

Arm,  I  confcfs  both;  they  are  both  the  varnifh 
of  a  complete  man. 

Moth.  Then,  I  am  fure,  you  know  how  much 
the  grofs  fum  of  deuce-ace  amounts  to. 

Arm.  It  doth  amount  to  one  more  than  two. 

Moth,  Which  the  bafe  vulgar  do  call,  three.' 

Arm.  True. 

Moth,  Why,  fir,  is  this  fach  a  piece  of  ftudy  ? 
Now  here  is  three  fbudied,  eie  you'll  thrice  wink  : 
and  how  cafy  it  is  to  put  years  to  the  word  three, 
and  ftady  three  years  in  two  words,  the  dancing 
horfe  will  tell  you. 

y^rm.  A  moil  fine  figure  ! 

Moth,  To  prove  you  a  cypher. 

Arm,,  I  will  hereupon  confefs,  I  am  in  love  :  and 
as  it  is  bafe  for  a  foldier  to  love,  fo  I  am  in  love  with 
a  bafe  wench.  If  drawnig  my  fword  again (l  the  hu  - 
mour of  affeclion  would  deliver  me  froin  the  repro- 
bate thought  of  it,  I  would  take  dcfu  c  prifoner ;  and 
ranfom  him  to  any  French  courtier  for  a  new  devis'd 
court'fy.  I  think  fcorn  to  figh  ;methlnks,  I  Ihould- 
out'fwear  Cupid.  Comfort  me,  boy  ;  Wlvat  rrcat* 
men  have  been  in  love? 
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Moth,  Hercules,  mailer. 

Arm,  Moll:  fweet  Hercules! — ?vIore  authorit}'', 
dear  boy,  name  more  ;  and,  fweet  my  child,  let  them 
be  men  of  good  repute  and  carriage. 

Moth,  Sampfon,  mafter :  he  was  a  man  of  good 
carriage^  great  carriage;  for  he  carried  the  town  gates 
on  his  back,  like  a  porter :  and  he  was  in  love. 

Arm,  O  well-knit  Sampfon  !  flrong-jointed  Samp- 
fon  !  I  do  excel  thee  in  my  rapier,  as  much  as  thou 
didfb  me  in  carrying  gates.    I  am  in  love  too. — 
Who  was  Sampfon's  love,  my  dear  Moth  ? 

Moth,  A  woman,  mafter. 

Arm,  Of  what  complexion  ? 

Moth,  Of  all  the  four,  or  the  three,  or  the  two  ; 
or  one  of  the  four. 

Arr/i,  Tell  me  precifely  of  what  complexion? 

Moth,  Of  the  fea-watcr  green,  fir. 

y^r7n.  Is  that  one  of  the  four  complexions?. 

iVoth,  As  I  have  read,  fir ;  and  the  bcft  of  them 
too. 

A7'7n,  Green,  indeed,  is  the  colour  of  lovers  :  but 
to  have  a  love  of  that  colour,  methinks,  Sampfoiri 
had  fm.all  reafon  for  it.  He,  furely,  affefted  her 
for  her  wit. 

Moth,  It  v/as  fo.  fir  ;  for  fhe  had  a  green  wit. 

Arm,  My  love  is  moft  immaculate  white  and  red. 

Moth,  Moft  maculatethoughts,  mafter,  are  mafk'd 
under  fuch  colours, 

Arm.  Define,  define,  well-educated  infant. 

Aloth.  Mv  father's  v/it,  and  my  mother's  tongue, 
^mftmei 

Arm,  Svvcet  invocation  of  a  clnld  ;  moft  pretty^ 
and  pat  net ical  ! 

Moth,  If  flie  be  made  of  white  and  red, 
Her  fa  ilts  will  ne"er  be  knov/n  ; 
Por  blv.fning  chce k s  by  faults  are  bred, 
;  fears  by  y:  :  fliown  : 

if  Hie  feai'j  to  blame, 
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By  this  you  fhall  not  know  ; 
For  ftill  her  cheeks  poflcfs  the  fame, 
Which  na:tive  flie  doth  owe. 
A  dangerous  rhime,  mafher,  again  ft  the  rcafon  of 
white  and  red. 

Arm.  Is  there  not  a  ballad,  boy,  of  the  King  and 
the  Beggar  ? 

Moth,  The  world  wns  very  guilty  of  fuch  a  bal- 
lad fome  three  ages  fince:  but,  I  think,  now  'tis 
not  to  be  found  ;  or,  if  it  were,  it  would  neither 
ferve  fOr  the  writing,  nor  the  tune. 

Arm,  I  will  have  that  fubjeft  newly  writ  o'er, 
that  I  may  example  my  digreflion  by  fome  mighty 
precedent.  Boy,  I  do  love  that  country  girl,  thnt 
I  took  in  the  park  with  the  rational  hind  Coflard  ; 
flie  deferves  well. 

Moth,  To  be  whipp'd;  and  yet  a  better  love  than 
my  mafter.  ^Afide, 

Arm,  Sing,  boy;  my  fpirit  grows  heavy  in  love. 

Moth,  And  that's  great  marvel,  loving  a  light 
\vench. 

Arvi,  I  fay,  fmg. 

Moth.  Forbear,  till  this  company  be  pafl:. 
Enter  Dull;,  Cojiard^  and  jaqucnctta. 

Dull.  Sir,  the  duke's  pleafure  is,  that  you  keep 
Coilard  fafe :  and  you  mufh  let  him  take  no  delight, 
nor  no  penance  ;  but  a'  muft  faft  three  days  av/cck  : 
For  this  damfel,  I  muft  keep  her  ar.  tlVe  park  ;  flic  is 
allow'd  for  the  day-woman.    Fare  you  well. 

Arm.  I  do  betray  myfelf  with  blufliing. —  Maid. 

Jag.  Man, 

Arm.  I  will  vifit  thee  at  the  lodge, 
Jaq^  I'hat's  hereby. 
yy-rn.  I  know  v/here  it  is  fituatc* 
Jaq,  Lord,  how  wife  you  are  ! 
^^rm.  I  win  tell  thee  v/ondcrs, 
J^iq.  With  that  fiice  ? 
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Arm,  I  love  thcc. 

Jdq,  So  I  heard  you  fay. 

ylrm.  And  fo  farewell. 

jaq.  Fair  weather  after  you  ! 

Dull,  Come,  Jaquenetta.^  away. 

Exeunt  Dull  and  Jaqutnttta, 

Jrm,  Villain,  thou  fhalt  faft  for  thy  offences, 
ere  thou  he  pardoned, 

Cofl.  Well,  fir,  I  hope,  when  I  do  it,  I  fhall  do 
it  on  a  full  ftomach. 

A'irn,  Thou  flialt  he  heavily  punifiied.  - 

Ccft,  I  am  more  hound  to  you,  than  your  fellows, 
for  they  are  hut  lightly  rewarded. 

Ann.  Take  av/ay  this  villain  ;  fhut  him  up. 

Moth,  Come,  you  tranfgrefring  flave  ;  aw^ay. 

Cofl,  Let  me  not  be  pent  up,  fir  ;  I  will  fafl, 
being  loofe. 

Moili,  No,' fu' ;  that  Vv^ere  fafh  and  loofe:  thou 
flialt  to  prifon. 

Cofl.  Well,  if  ever  I  do  fee  the  merry  days  of 
•dcfolation  that  I  have  feen,  fome  fhall  fee — 
Moth,  What  fhall  fome  fee  ? 

Cojl.  Nay,  nothing,  mafter  Moth,  but  what  they 
look  upon.  It  is  not  for  priioners  to  he  filent  in 
their  words  ;  and,  therefore,  I  will  fay  nothing  : 
I  thank  God,  I  have  as  little  patience  as  another 
man  :  and,  therefore  I  can  be  quiet. 

\ Exeunt  Moth  and  Cojlard, 

y^rni.  I  do  affeft  the  very  ground,  which  is  bafe, 
where  her  fhoe,  which  is  bafer,  guidocl  by  her  foot, 
v^'hich  is  bafeft,  doth  tread.  1  fhall  be  foriworn, 
(which  is  a  great  argument  of  falfhood)  if  I  love: 
Ai:d  how  can  that  be  true  love,  which  is  falfly  at- 
tcniptcd  ?  Love  is  a  familiar  ;  love  is  a  devil  : 
there  is  no  evil  angel  but  love.  Yet  Sampfon  was 
fo  tempted;  and  he  had  an  excellent  ftrength  :  yet 
■was  Solomon  fo  feduced  ;  and  he  had  a  very  good 
wit.    Cupid's  butt-fliaft  is  to  hard  for  Hercuks' 
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club,  and  therefore  too  much  odds  for  a  Spaniard's 
rapier.  The  firfh  and  fccond  caufe  will  not  fcrve 
my  turn  ;  the  palTado  he  refpefts  not,  the  duello 
he  regards  not  ;  his  difgrace  is  to  be  call'd  boy  ; 
but  his  glory  is,  to  fubdue  men.  Adieu,  valour  ! 
ruft,  rapier  !  be  ftill,  drum  !  for  your  manager  is  in 
love;  yea,  he  lovcth.  AfFifb  me  fome- extemporal 
god  of  rhime,  for,  I  am  fure,  I  fliall  turn  fon- 
neteer.  Devife  wit  ;  write  pen  ;  for  I  am  for 
whole  volumes  in  folio.  [E^it. 


A  C  T    II.       S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Before  the  King  of  Navarre's  Palace, 

Enter  the  Princefs  of  France,  Rofaline,  Maria,  Ka- 
tharine, Boyet,  Lords,  and  other  Attendants. 

Boyet.  IVr^W,  madam,  fummon  up  your  dearefl 

-L^  fpirits  : 

Co^j^^ider  who  the  king  your  father  fends ; 
To  whom  he  fends  ;  and  what's  his  embaffy  ; 
Yourfelf,  held  p  recious  in  the  world's  efteem  : 
To  parley  with  the  fole  inheritor 
Of  all  perfedions  that  a  man  may  owe, 
Matchlcfs  Navarre  ;  the  plea  ef  no  lefs  weight 
Than  Aquitain,  a  dowry  for  a  queen. 
Be  now  as  prodigal  of  all  dear  grace, 
As  nature  was  in  making  graces  dear, 
When  (he  did  flarve  the  general  world  befidr, 
And  prodigally  gave  them  all  to  you. 

Prin.  Good  lord  Boyet,  my  beauty,  though  but 
mean, 

Needs  not  the  painted  flourifli  of  your  praife ; 
Beauty  is  bought  by  judgment  of  the  eye, 
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Not  ulter'd  by  bafe  fale  of  chapmen 's  tongues  : 
1  are  lefs  proud  to  hear  you  tell  iny  worth, 
Than  you  much  willing  to  be  counted  wife 
In  (pending  thus  your  wit  in  praife  of  mine. 
But  now^to  tafk  the  talker, — Good  Boyet, 
You  are  not  ignorant,  all-telling  fame 
Doth  noife  abroad.  Navarre  hath  made  a  vow, 
Till  painful  ftudy  fhall  out-wear  three  years, 
No  woman  may  approach  his  filent  court  : 
Therefore  to  us  fcemxth  it  a  needful  courfe, 
Before  we  enter  his  forbidden  gstes, 
To  know  his  plealure  ;  and,  in  that  behalf. 
Bold  of  your  worthinefs.  we  fingle  you 
As  our  bcft-moving  fair  folicitor  ; 
Tell  him,  the  daughter  of  the  king  of  France, 
On  fcrious  bufmcfs,  craving  quick  diipatcli, 
Importunes  perfonal  conference  with  his  grace, 
ilade^  fignify  fo  much  ;  while  v/e  attend, 
Like  hum.ble  vifag'd  fuitors,  his  high  will. 
Boyct»  Proud  of  employment,  wiUingly  I  go. 

[Exit, 

Prin,  All  pi  idc  is  willing  pride,  and  yours  is  fo. — 
Who  are  the  votaries,  my  loving  lords, 
Thst  are  vow-fellov/s  with  this  virtuous  duke  ^ 

Lord.  I.ongaville  is  one. 

Prin,  Know  you  the  man  ? 

liar,  I  knew  him,  madam  ;  at  a  m.arriao^e  feafl:, 
Bctv/een  lord  Perigort  and  the  beauteous  heir 
Of  Jaques  Faulconbridge  fohmnized, 
In  Norm^andy  faw  I  this  Longavilie: 
A  man  of  fovereign  parts  he  is  efteem'd  ; 
Well  fitted  in  the  arts,  glorious  in  arms  : 
Nothirg  becomes  him  ill,  that  he  would  well. 
The  only  foil  of  his  fair  virtue's  glofs, 
(If  virtue's  glofs  will  fiiain  with  any  foil) 
Is  a  Tnarp  wit  miatch'd  with  too  blunt  a  will  : 
\vhclc  edge  hath  power  to  cut,  vvhofe  will  Hill 
wills 
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It  fhouH  none  fparc  that  come  within  his  power. 
Prin.  Some  merry  mcyckin;^  lord,  belike  ;  is't  lb  ? 
Mar.  They  fay  fo  mo  ft,  that  mod  his  humours 
know. 

Prin.  Such  fliort-Uv'd  wits  do  wither  as  th.ey 

grow. 
Who  are  the  reft  ? 

Kath.  The  young  Dumain,  a  v/cU-icco'r.plifh'd 

youth, 

Of  all  that  virtue  love  for  virtue  lov'.l : 

Mo  ft  power  to  do  mo  ft  harm  :  lea  ft  knowing  ili  ; 

For  he  hath  wit  to  make  an  ill  fti.ipe  good, 

And  fhiapc  to  win  grace  though  he  liad  no  wit. 

I  faw  him  at  the  duke  Alcr^.'~;n's  once; 

And  much  too  little,  of  that  good  I  faw, 

Is  my  report  to  his  great  v/orthinefs. 

Rofa,  Another  of  thele  ftudents  at  that  time 
Was  there  with  him  as  I  have  heard  a  truth.; 
Biron  tiiey  call  him  ;  but  a  merrier  man. 
Within  the  limits  of  becoming  mirth, 
I  never  fpent  an  hour's  talk  withal : 
His  eye  begets  occafion  for  his  wit  ; 
For  every  ()bje6L;  that  the  one  doth  catch, 
'J^ae  other  turns  to  a  mirth-moving  jeft : 
Which  his  fair  tongue  (conceit's  expofitor) 
Delivers  in  fuch  apt  and  gracious  w^ords, 
That  aged  ears  plav  truant  at  his  talcs. 
And  younger  hearings  are  quite  ravifti'd  ; 
So  fwect  and  voluble  is  his  difcouri'e. 

Prin.  Godblcfs  my  ladies  !  are  they  all  in  love  ; 
That  every  one  her  own  hath  garnifh'd 
With  fuch  bedecking  ornaments  of  praife  ? 

Mar.  Here  comes  Boyet. 

Re-enter  Boyet, 

Prin.  Now,  what  admittance,  lord  ? 
Boyet,  Navarre  had  notice  of  your  fair  approach  ; 
And  he  and  his  competitors  in  oath 
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Were  all  addrefs'd  to  meet  you,  gentle  lady. 
Before  I  came.    Marry,  thus  much  I  have  learnt, 
He  rather  means  to  ledge  you  in  the  field, 
(Like  one  that  comes  here  to  befiege  his  court j 
Than  feek  a  difpenfation  for  his  oath, 
To  let  you  enter  his  unpeopled  houfe. 
Here  comes  Navarre, 

Enter  the  King,   Longaville,  Dumain,  Biron^  and 
Attendants. 

King,  Fair  princefs,  welcome  to  t|ie  court  of 
Navarre. 

Prin»  Fair,  I  give  you  back  again ;  and,  wel- 
come I  have  not  yet :  the  roof  of  this  court  is  too 
high  to  be  yours;  and  welcome  to  the  wide  fields 
too  bafe  to  be  mine. 

King,  You  fl'iall  be  v/elcome,  madam,  to  my 
court. 

Frin,  I  will  be  v/elcome  then  ;  ccndu£l:  m.c 
thither. 

King,  Hear  me,  dear  lady,  I  have  fworn  an  oath. 
Frin,  Our  Lady  help  my  lord  !  he'll  beforfworn. 
King.  Not  for  the  v/orld,  fair  madam,  by  my  will, 
Frin,  Why  will  fhall  break  it  :  v/ill,  and  nothii^ 
clfe. 

King,  \ '  -h.ip  is  ignorar.t  what  it  is. 

Frin,  :  :  )  lord  fo,  his  ignorance  were  wife. 

Where  nov/  his  knowledge  mufh  prove  ignorance. 
I  hear,  your  grace  hath  fworn  out  houfe-keeping ; 
'Tis  deadly  fm  to  keep  that  oath,  my  lord  ; 
And  fin  to  break  it  : 
But  pardon  me.  I  am  too  fudden  bold  ; 
To  teach  a  teacher  ill  befeemeth  me, 
Vouchfafe  to  read  the  purpofe  of  my  coming, 
And  fuddenly  rcfolve  me  in  my  fuit. 

King,  Madam,  I  will,  if  fuddei^ly  I  may. 

Frin,  You  will  the  fooncr,  that  I  were  av/ay  ; 
For  you'll  prove  peijur'd.  if  you  make  me  ftaj^ 
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Biron.  Did  not  I  dance  with  you  in  Brabant  once  ? 
Rof,  Did  not  1  dance  with  you  in  Brabant  once? 
Bit  on,  I  know,  you  did. 
Rof,  How  needlcfs  was  it  then 
To  afk  the  queftion  ! 

Biron.  You  mud  not  be  fo  quick. 
Rof,  'Tis  long  of  you,  that  Ipur  me  with  fuch 
queflions. 

Biron.    Your  wit's  too  hot,   it  fpecds  too  fall, 
'twill  tire, 

Rof,  Not  till  it  leave  the  rider  in  the  mire. 

Biron,  What  time  o'  day  ? 

Rof.  The  hour  that  fools  fhould  afl^.. 

Biron,  Now  fair  befall  your  mafk  ! 

Rof.  Fair  fall  the  face  it  covers  ! 

Biron.  And  fend  you  many  lovers  ! 

Rof  Amen  ;  fo  you  be  none. 

Biron.  Nay,  then  will  I  be  gone. 

King,  Madam,  your  father  here  doth  intimate 
The  payment  of  a  hundred  thouHmd  crowns ; 
Being  but  the  one  half  of  an  entire  fum 
Difburfcd  by  my  father  in  his  wars. 
But  fay,  that  he,  or  we,  (as  neither  have) 
Receiv'd  that  fum  ;  yet  there  remains  unpaid 
A  hundred  thoufand  more,  in  furety  of  the  which 
One  part  of  Aquitain  is  bound  to  us, 
Although  not  valu'dto  the  m^oney's  worth. 
If  then  the  king  your  father  will  reflore 
But  that  one  half  which  is  unfatisfy'd, 
We  will  give  up  our  right  in  Aquitain, 
And  hold  fair  friendfhip  with  his  mnjeib% 
But  that,  it  feems,  he  little  purpofeth, 
For  here  he  doth  demand  to  have  repaid 
An  hundred  thoufand  crowns  ;  and  not  demands. 
On  payment  of  a  hundred  thoufand  crowns, 
To  have  his  title  live  in  Aquitain  ; 
Which  we  much  rather  had  depsrt  withal, 
And  have  the  money  bv  ©ur  father  lent,  • 
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Than  Aquitain  fo  gelded  as  it  is. 

Dear  princefs,  were  not  his  requefls  fo  far 

From  reafon's  yielding,  your  fair  felf  fhould  make 

A  yielding,  'gainft  fome  reafon  in  my  breaft. 

And  go  well  fatisfied  to  France  again. 

Prin,  You  do  the  king  my  father  too  much  wrong, 
And  wrong  the  reputation  of  your  name. 
In  fo  unfeeming  to  confefs  receipt 
Of  that  which  hath  fo  faithfully  been  paid. 

King,  I  do  proteft,  I  never  heard  of  it  ; 
And,  if  you  prove  it,  I'll  repay  it  back, 
Or  yield  up  Aquitain. 

Prin,  We  arreft  your  word  : 
Boyet,  you  can  produce  acquittances, 
For  fuch  a  fum,  from  fpecial  officers 
Of  Charles  his  father. 

Kivg,  Satisfy  me  fo. 

Boyet,  So  pleafe  your  grace,  the  packet  is  not 
come. 

Where  that  and  other  fpecialties  are  bound ; 
To-morrow  you  fhall  have  a  fight  of  them. 

King,  It  fnall  fuffice  me  ;  at  which  interview. 
All  liberal  reafon  I  will  yield  unto. 
Mean  time,  receive  fuch  welcome  at  my  hand, 
As  honour,  without  breach  of  honour,  may 
Make  tender  of  to  thy  true  worth inefs  : 
You  may  not  come,  fair  princefs,  in  my  gates  ; 
But  here  without  you  fhall  be  fo  receiv'd, 
As  you  lhall  deem  yourfelf  lodg'd  in  my  heart, 
Thou  fo  deny'd  fair  harbour  in  my  houfe. 
Your  own  good  thoughts  excufe  me,  and  farewell  : 
To-morrow  we  fliall  v'lht  you  again. 

Frin,  Sweet  health  and  fair  deiires  confort  your 
grace ! 

King^  Thy  own  wi'fh,  v;ifh  I  thee  in  everyplace, 

\^Exit„ 

JBiron^    Lady,  I  will  commend  you  to  my  own 
heart. 
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Rof,  I  pray  you,  do  my  commendations  ; 
I  would  be  glad  to  fee  it. 

Biron,  I  would,  you  heard  it  groan. 
Rof,  Is  the  fool  fick  ? 
Biron,  Sick  at  the  heart. 
Rof,  Alack,  let  it  blood. 
Biron,  Would  that  do  it  good  ? 
Rof.  My  phyfic  fays,  I.- 
Biron.  Will  you  prick 't  with  your  eye? 
Rof,  Non  poynt,  with  my  knife. 
Biron.  Now,  God  favc  thy  life ! 
Rof  And  yours  from  long  living  ! 
Biron.  I  cannot  flay  thankfgiving. 
Dum.  Sir,  I  pray  you,  a  word ;  What  lady  is  that 
fame  ? 

Boyet.  The  heir  of  Alen^on,  Rofaline  her  name. 
Dum.  A  gallant  lady  !  Monfieur,  fare  you  well. 

[Exit, 

Long,  I  bcfeech  you,  a  word  ;  What  is  fhe  in 
the  white  ? 

Boyet.  A  woman  fometimes,  as  you  faw  her  in 
the  light. 

Long.  Perchance,  light  in  the  light :  I  dehrc  her 
name. 

Boyet,  She  hath  but  one  for  herfelf ;  to  defirc 
that,  wero  a  fhame. 

Long,  Pray  you,  fir,  whofe  daughter  ? 

Boyet,  Her  mother's,  I  have  heard. 

Long.  God's  bleffing  on  your  beard! 

Boyet.  Good  fir,  be  not  offended: 
She  is  an  heir  of  Faulconbridge. 

Long.  Nay,  my  choler  is  ended. 
She  is  a  mofl  fweet  lady. 

Boyet,  Not  unlike,  fir;  that  may  be.  [_Ex,  Lon^^ 

Biron.  What's  her  name  in  the  cap  ? 

Boyet.  Katharine,  by  good  hap. 

Biron.  Is  flic  wedded  or  no  ? 

Boyet.  To  her  will,  fir,  or  fo. 
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Biron,  You  a  reJ  welcome,  fir;  adieu  ! 

Bcyet,  Farewell  to  mc,  fir,  and  welcome  to  you. 

[^Exit  Biron » 

Mar.  That  lafl  is  Blrcn,  the  merry  mad-cap  lord  ; 
Not  a  word  with  him  but  a  jefl. 
Boytt.  And  every  jefl  but  a  word. 
Prin,  It  was  wxU  done  of  you  to  take  him  at 
his  word. 

Boyet»  I  was  as  willing  to  grapple,  as  he  was  to 
board. 

Mar,  Two  hot  fhceps,  marry  ! 
Bcyet,  And  wherefore  not  fhips? 
No  flieep.  fwect  lamb,  unlefs  we  feed  on  your  lips. 
Mar.  You  fiieepj  and  I  pafture ;  fliall  that  finifh 
thejeft  ? 

Bcyet.  So  you  grant  pafture  for  me. 
Mar.  Nut  fo,  gentle  beaft  ; 
!My  lips  are  no  common,  though  feveral  they  be. 
Boytt.  Belonging  to  whom  ? 
Mar.  To  my  fortunes  and  mc. 
Frin.  Good  v/its  will  be  jangling  :  but,  gentles, 
agree  : 

The  civil  w^ar  of  v/its  were  much  better  ufed 

On  Navarre  and  his  bookmen  :  for  here  'tisabufed. 

Boyet.  If  m.y  obfervation,  (which  very  feldom  lies) 
By  the  heart's  ftill  rhetoric,  difclofed  with  eyes, 
Deceive  m.e  not  now.  Navarre  is  in fefted. 

Prin.  With  what  ? 

Bnyct,  Witli  thrt  which  we  lovers  entitle  alft£led. 
Prin.  Your  reafon  ? 

Boyet.  Why,  all  his  behaviours  did  make  their 
retire 

To  the  court  of  his  eys,  peeping  thorough  defire  : 
His  heart,  like  an  ag^.t,  with  your  print  impreiTed, 
Proud  with  his  form,  in  his  eye  pride  exprefied  : 
His  tongue,  all  impatient  to  Ipeak  and  not  fee, 
Did  ftumble  with  hafte  in  his  eye-fight  to  be  ; 
All  fenfes  to  that  fenfe  did  make  their  repair, 
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To  feel  only  looking  on  faireft  of  fair  : 
Methought,  all  his  fenfes  were  locked  in  his  eye, 
As  jewels  in  cryftal  for  fome  prince  to  buy  ; 
Who,  tendering  their  own  worth,  from  whence  they 

were  glafs'd. 
Did  point  out  to  buy  them,  along  as  you  pafs^d. 
His  face's  own  margent  did  quote  fuch  amazes, 
That  all  eyes  faw  his  eyes  inchanted  with  gazes  : 
I'll  give  you  Aquitain,  and  all  that  is  his, 
An  you  give  him  for  my  fake  but  one  loving  kifs, 
Prin.  Come,  to  our  pavilion:  Boyet  is  difpos'd — - 
Boyct,  But  to  fpcak  that  in  words,  which  his  eye 
hath  difclos'd  : 
I  only  have  made  a  mouth  of  his  eye, 
By  adding  atongu^  which  I  know  will  not  lie. 
Rof,  Thou  art  an  old  love-monger,  and  fDcak'fi: 
fkilfuUy. 

Mar,  He  is  Cupid's  grandfather,  and  learns  ncvv^s 
of  him. 

Rof,  Then  was  Venus  like  her  mother  :  f©r  her 

father  is  but  grim. 
Boyet.  Do  you  hear,  my  m.ad  wenches  ? 
'Mar.  No. 

Boyet.  What  then,  do  you  fee  ? 

Rqf.  Ay,  our  way  to  be  gone. 

Boyet.  You  are  too  hard  for  me.  [Exeunt. 


ACT    ni.     SCENE  I. 
The,  Park^  near  the  Palace. 
Enter  Arniado  and  Moth, 

'^J.  l^XTARBLE,  child;  make  pafTionate  my 
V  V  fcnfc  of  hearing. 


Moth.  Concolincl   ISinanr 
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j^rvi.  Sweet  air  ! — -Go,  tendernefs  of  years  ;  take 
this  key.  give  enlargement  to  the  fwain,  bring  him 
feflinately  hither  *,  I  muft:  employ  him  in  a  letter  to 
my  love. 

Moth,  Mafber,  will  you  win  your  love  with 
a  French  brav/1  ? 

Arm.  How  mean'fl  thou?  brawling  in  French  ? 
Moth,  No,  m.y  complete  mafter  :  but  to  jig  off  a 
tune  at  the  tongue's  end,  canary  to  it  with  your 
feet,  humour  it  with  turning  up  your  eye-lids ;  figh 
a  note,  and  fing  a  note  ;  fometime  through  the 
throat,  as  if  you  fv/allow^d  love  with  (inging  love  ; 
fometime  through  the  nofc,  as  if  you  fnuff'd  up 
love  by  fmelling  love ;  with  your  hat  pent-houfe- 
like,  o'er  the  (hop  of  your  eyes  ;  wfth  your  arms 
crofs'd  on  your  thin  belly-doublet,  like  a  rabbit  on 
a  fpit  ;  or  your  hands  in  your  pocket,  like  a  mian 
after  the  old  painting ;  and  keep  not  too  long  in 
one  tune,  but  a  fnip  and  away  :  Thefe  are  compli- 
ments, thefe  are  humours  :  thefc  betray  nice 
wenches — that  would  be  betray'd  without  thefe  ; 
and  make  the  men  of  note,  (do  you  note  men  ?) 
that  are  moft  affe6led  to  thefe. 

Arm,  How  haft  thou  purchas'd  this  experience  ? 

Moth,  By  my  penny  of  obfervation. 

Arm:'  But  O, — but  O — 

Moth,  — the  hobby-horfe  is  forgot. 

Arm,  Call'ft  thou  my  love,  hobby-horfe? 

Moth,  No,  mafter;  the  hobby  horfe  is  but  a  colt, 
and  your  love,  perhaps,  a  hackney.  But  have  yo\x 
forgot  your  love  ? 

Arm,  Almoft  1  had. 

Moth,  Negligent  ftudent !  learn  her  by  heart. 
Arm,  By  heart,  and  in  heart,  boy. 
Moth,  And  out  of  heart,  mafter  ;  all  thofe  three 
I  will  prove, 

Jrm,  What  wilt  thou  prove  ? 

Moth,  A  man,  if  I  live;  and  this,   by,  in,  and 
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without,  upon  the  inftant :  By  heart  you  love  her, 
bccaufe  your  heart  cannot  come  by  her :  in  heart 
you  love  her,  becaufe  your  heart  is  in  love  with  her  ; 
and  out  of  hear,t  you  love  her,  being  out  of  heart 
that  you  cannot  enjoy  her. 
j^rm,  I  am  all  thele  three. 

Moth,  And  three  times  as  much  more,  and  yet 
nothing  at  all. 

Arm.  Fetch  hither  the  fwain  ;  he  muft  carry  me 
a  letter. 

Moth,  A  melTage  well  fympathis'd  ;  a  horfc  to  be 
cmbaflador  for  an  afs  ! 

Arm,  Ha,  ha  ;  what  fay  eft  thou  ? 

Moth,  Marry,  fir,  you  muft  fend  the  afs  upon  the 
horfe,  for  he  is  very  flow-gaited  :  But  I  go. 

Ar7n,  The  way  is  but  fliort ;  away. 

Moth,  As  fwift  as  lead,  fir. 

Arm,  Thy  meaning,  pretty  ingenious  ? 
Is  not  lead  a  metal  heavy,  dull,  and  flow  ? 

Moth,  Minimi,  honcft  mafter  ;  or  rather,  maf- 
ter,  no. 

Arm,  I  fay,  lead  is  flow. 

Moth,  You  are  too  fwift,  fir,  to  fay  fo  ; 
Is  that  lead  flow,  which  is  fir'd  from  a  gun  ? 

Arm,  Sweet  fmoke  of  rhetoric  ! 
He  reputes  me  a  cannon  ;  and  the  bullet,  that's  he  : 
I  flioot  thee  at  the  fwain. 

Moth.  Thump  then,  and  I  flee.  [Exit, 

Arm.  A  moft  acute  juvenal,  voluble  and  free  of 
grace  I 

By  thy  favour,  fweet  welkin,  I  muft  figh  in  thy 
face  : 

Moft  rude  melancholy,  valour  gives  thee  place. 
My  herald  is  return 'd. 

Re-enter  Moth  and  Cojlard, 

Moth,  A  wonder,  mafter  ;  here's  a  Coftard  broken 
in  a  fhin. 
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Ar>m.  Some  enigma^  foine  riddle  :  come, — thy 
Venvoy  ; — begin. 

Coft.  No  egma,  no  riddle,  no  V envoy  ;  no  falve  in 
the  male,  fir :  O  fir,  plantain,  a  plain  plantain  ;  no 
V envoy,  no  V envoy ^  or  falve,  fir,  but  a  plantain  ! 

j^rm.  By  virtue,  thou  enforcefc  laughter;  thy 
filly  thought,  my  fpleen ;  the  heaving  of  my  lungs 
provokes  me  to  ridiculous  fmiling :  O,  pardon  mc, 
my  liars!  Doth  the  inccnfiderate  take  falve  for 
V envoy,  and  the  word  V envoy  for  a  falve  ? 

Moth,  Doth  the  wife  think  them  other  ?  is  not 
V envoy  a  falve  ? 

Arm,  No,  page ;  it  is  an  epilogue  or  difcourfe,  to 
make  plain 

Some  obfcure  precedence  that  hath  tofore  been  fain. 
I  will  example  it : 

The  fox,  the  ape,  and  the  humble-bee, 
Were  ftill  at  odds,  being  but  three, 
There's  the  moral  :  Now  the  Venvoy, 

Moth,  I  will  add  the  r^ni/ojy  ;  Say  the  moral  again. 
Arm.  The  fox,  the  ape,  and  the  humble-bee, 

■Were  ft  ill  at  odds,  being  but  three  : 
Moth,  Until  the  goofe  came  out  of  door, 
Staying  the  odds  by  adding  four. 
Now  will  1  begin  your  moral,  and  do  you  follow 
with  my  Venvoy, 

The  fox,  the  ape,  and  the  humble-bee, 
Were  flill  at  odds,  being  but  three  : 
y/rm.  Until  the  goofe  came  out  of  door, 

Staying  the  odds  by  adding  four. 
Moth,  A  good  Venvoy,  ending  in  the  goofe  ;^ — 
Would  you  dcfire  more  ? 

Coji,  The  boy  hath  fold  him  a  bargain,  a  goofe 
that's  flat:—  ^0 
Sir,  your  penny-worth  is  good,  an  your  goofe  be 
f^t.— 

To  fell  a  bargahi  wcl],  is  as  cunning  as  fall  and 
loofe  : 
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Let  me  fee  a  fat  Venvoy  ;  ay,  tliat's  a  fat  goof^. 

Arm,  Come  hither,  come  hither  :  How  did  this 
.irgument  begin  ? 

Moth,  By  faying,  that  a  Coftard  was  broken  in  a 
fhin  :  Then  call'd  you  for  the  Venvoy, 

CoJf»  True,  and  I  for  a  plantain  ;  thus  came  your 
argument  in  : 

Then  the  boy's  fat  Venvoy^  the  gooic  that  you 

bought  ; 
And  he  ended  the  maiket. 

Arm,   But  tell  me  ;  how  was  there  a  Coflard 
broken  in  a  fhin  ? 

Moth,  I  will  tell  you  fcnfibly. 

Coji,  Thou  haft  no  feeling  of  it.  Moth;  I  will 
fpeak  that  Venvoy  ; — 

1,  Coflard,  running  out,  that  was  fafely  within. 
Fell  over  the  threlhold,  and  broke  my  fhin, 

Arm,  We  will  talk  no  more  of  this  matter. 

Cojr.,  'Till  there  be  more  matter  in  the  fhin. 

Arm,  Sirrah,  Coftard  I  will  enfranchife  thee. 

Cojt,   O,  marry  me  to  one   Frances  ; — I  fmcll 
fome  Venvoy,  fome  goofe,  in  this. 

Arm,  By  my  fwcet  foul,  I  mean,  fetting  thee  at  ^ 
liberty,  enfreedoming  thy  pcrfon  ;  thou  wert  im- 
mur'd,  reftrained,  captivated,  bound. 

CoJi,  True,  true;  and  now  you  will  hz  my  purga- 
tion, and  let  me  loofe. 

Arm,  I  give  thee  thy  liberty,  fet  thee  from 
durance ;  and,  in  lieu  thereof,  impofe  on  thee  no- 
thing but  this  :  Bear  this  fignificant  to  the  country 
maid  Jaquenetta  ;  there  is  remuneration  ;  [Oiving 
him  money."]  for  the  bell;  Vv^ard  of  mine  honour,  is, 
rewarding  my  dependants.    Moth,  follow.  [Exit, 

Moih,  Like  the  iequeif(fl.  Signior  Coftard,  adieu. 

lExit, 

CoJl'.  My  fweet  ounce  of  man's  flcfli !  my  incony 
Jew  I  * 

Now  will  I  look  to  his  remuneration.  Remuiiera- 
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tion  !§— O,  that's  the  Latin  word  for  three  far- 
things :  three  farthings— remuneration — What's  the 
price  of  this  inkle  ?  a  penny  : — N'o,  I'll  give  you  a  re- 
muneration: why,  it  carries  it. — Remuneration! — 
why,  it  is  a  fairer  nam.e  than  French  crown,  I  will 
never  buy  and  fell  out  of  this  word. 

Enter  Biron, 

Biron,  O,  my  good  knave  Coftard  !  exceedingly 
well  met. 

Coji,  Pray  you,  fir,  how  much  carnation  ribbon 
may  a  man  buy  for  a  remuneration? 

Biron,  What  is  a  remuneration  ? 

Co/l,  Marry,  fir,  half-penny  farthing. 

Biron,  O,  why  then,  three-far  thing-worth  of 
filk. 

Cafl,  I  thank  your  worfliip  :  God  be  with  you. 

Biron,  O,  ftay,  flave  ;  I  mufh  employ  thee  : 
As  thou  wilt  win  my  favour,  good  my  knave, 
Do  one  thing  for  me  that  1  (hall  entreat. 

Co/t,  When  would  you  have  it  done,  fir? 

Biron,  O,  this  afternoon, 

Co/i.  Well,  I  will  do  it,  fir :  Fare  you  well. 

Biron.  O,  thou  knowefh  not  what  it  is. 

Cofi,  I  fhall  know,  fir,  when  I  have  done  it. 

Biron,  Why,  villain,  thou  mufh  know  firfl. 

Coji,  I  will  come  to  your  worfhip  to  morrow 
morning. 

Biron,  It  mufh  be  done  this  afternoon.  Kark, 
fl'jive,  it  is  but  this  :  — 

The  princefs  comes  to  hunt  here  in  the  park, 
And  in  her  train  there  is  a  gentle  lady  ; 
When  tongues  fpeak  fweetly,  then  they  name  her 
name, 

And  Rofaline  they  call  h&^:  aflc  for  her; 
And  to  her  fweet  hand  fee  thou  do  commend 
This  fcal'd-up  counfel.    There's  thy  guerdon  ;  go. 

\_Gives  hhi  money. 
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Cofi,  Guerdon, — O  fweet  guerdon  !  better  than 
remuneration;  eleven-pence  farthing  better : — Mofl: 
fweet  guerdon  ! — I  will  do  it,  fir,  in  print. — Guer- 
don— remuneration.  \Exit, 

Biron,  O  ! — And  I,  forfooth,  in  love  !  I,  that 
have  been  love's  whip  ; 
A  very  beadle  to  a  humourous  figh  ; 
A  critic  ;  nay,  a  niglit-watch  conftable  : 
A  domineering  pedant  o'er  the  boy, 
Than  whom  no  mortal  fo  magnificent  ! 
This  wimpled,  whining,  purblind,  wayward  boy  ; 
This  fignior  Junto's  giant-dwarf,  Dan  Cupid  ; 
Regent  of  love-rhimes,  lord  of  folded  arms, 
The  anointed  fovereign  of  hghs  and  groans, 
Liege  of  all  loiterers  and  malecontents, 
Dread  prince  of  plackets,  king  of  codpieces. 
Sole  imperator,  and  great  general 
Of  trotting  paritors, — O  my  little  heart  !•— 
And  I  to  be  a  corporal  of  his  field. 
And  wear  his  colours  like  a  tumbler's  hoop  ! 
What  ?  what  ?  I  love  !  I  fue  !  I  feek  a  wife  ! 
A  woman,  that  is  like  a  German  cloek, 
Still  a  repairing  ;  ever  out  of  frame  ; 
And  never  going  aright,  being  a  watch. 
But  being  watch'd  that  it  may  flill  go  right  ? 
Nay,  to  be  perjur'd  which  is  worfh  of  all  ; 
And,  among  three,  to  love  thev^orfh  of  all  : 
A  wliitely  v/anton  with  a  velvet  brow, 
Vv^ith  two  pitch-balls  fluck  in  her  face  for  eyes  ; 
Ay,  and  by  heaven,  one  that  will  do  the  deed. 
Though  Argus  were  her  eunuch  and  her  guard  : 
And  1  to  figh  for  her  !  to  w^atch  for  her  ! 
To  pray  for  her  !  Go  to':;  it  is  a  plague 
That  Cupid  will  impofe  ^or  xr.y  neglc8: 
Of  his  almiffhtv  dreadful  little  mi^ht. 
Well,  1  will  love,  write,  figh,  pray,  fue,  and  groan  ; 
Some  men  muft  love  my  lady,  and  fome  Joan. 

[Exit. 
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ACT    IV,     SCENE  I. 

A  Pavilion  in  the  Park  near  the  Palace. 

Enter  the   Princefs^    Rofaline^   Maria,  Kctharine^ 
Lords^  Attendants,  and  a  Forejlcr. 

Prin.  T  X  7  AS  that  the  king,  that  fpurr'd  his  horfc 

VV  fohard 
Agamft  the  fteep  uprifing  of  the  hill  ? 

Boyet,  I  know  not ;  but,  I  think,  it  was  not  he, 
Prin,  Whoe'er  he  was,  he  Ihew'd  a  mounting 
mind. 

Well,  lords  to-day  we  fliall  have  our  difpatch  ; 
On  Saturday  we  will  return  to  France. — 
Then,  forefter,  my  friend,  where  is  the  bufh, 
That  wemuft  fland  and  play  the  murderer  in  ? 

For,  Here  by,  upon  the  edge  of  yonder  coppice  ; 
A  ftand,  where  you  may  make  the  fairefl  (hoot. 

Prin,  I  thank  my  beauty  ;  I  am  fair  that  flioot. 
And  thereupon  thcu  fpeak'ft,  the  fairefl  Pnoot. 

For,  Pardon  me,  madam,  for  I  m.eant  not  fo, 

Prin,  What,  w^hat  ?  firft  praife  me,  then  again 
fay,  no  ? 

O  riiort-liv'd  pride  !  Not  fair  ?  alack  for  woe  ! 

For,  Yes,  madam,  fair. 

Prin,  Nay,  never  paint  me  now  ; 
AVh^re  fair  is  not,  praife  cannot  mend  the  brow. 
Kcre,  good  my  glals,  take  this  for  telling  true  ; 

[^Giving  hira  money ^ 
Fairpaym^ent  for  foul  words  is  more  than  due. 

For,  Nothing  but  fair  is  that  which  you  inherit. 

Prin,  See,  fee,  my  beauty  will  be  (av'd  by  merit* 
O  herefy  in  fair,  fit  for  thefe  days ! 
A  giving  hand,  though  foul,  fhallhave  fair  praife,— ^ 
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But  come,  the  bow  : — Now  mercy  goes  to  kill, 
And  fhooting  well  is  then  accounted  ill. 
Thus  will  I  fave  my  credit  in  the  fhoot  : 
Not  wounding,  pity  v/ould  not  let  me  do't ; 
If  wounding,  then  it  was  to  fhew  my  ikill, 
That  more  for  praife,  than  purpofe,  meant  to  kill. 
And  out  of  queftion,  fo  it  is  fometimes  ; 
Glory  grows  guilty  of  detefled  crimes  ; 
When,  for  fame's  fake,  for  praife,  an  outward  part, 
We  bend  to  that  the  workirig  of  the  heart ; 
As  I,  for  praife  alone,  now  feek  to  fpill 
The  poor  deer's  V)lood,  that  my  heart  means  no  ill, 
Boyet.  Do  not  cur  ft  wives  hold  that  felf-fove- 
rcignty 

Only  for  praife,  fake,  when  they  ftrive  to  be 
Lords  o'er  their  lords  ? 

Prin.  Only  for  praife  ;  and  praife  we  may  afford 
To  any  lady  that  fubducs  a  lord. 

Enter  Cojl.ard. 

Prin,  Here  comes  a  member  of  the  common- 
wealth. 

Coft,  God  dig-you-den  all  !  Pray  you,  which  is 
tlie  head  lady  ? 

Prin.  Thou  fhalt  know  her,  fellov/,  by  the  reft 
that  have  no  heads, 

ColK  Which  is  the  greateft  lady,  the  higheft  ? 

Prin,  The  thickeft  and  the  talleft. 

Coji,  The  thickeft  and  the  talleft !  'tis  fo  ;  truth 
is  truth. 

An  your  waift,  miftrefs,  were  as  (lender  as  my  wit, 
One  of  thefe  maids'  girdles  for  your  waift  fiiould 
be  fit. 

Are  not  you  the  chief  woman  ?  you  are  the  thickeft 
here. 

Prin,  What's  your  will,  fir  ?  what's  your  will  ? 
Cojl,  I  have  a  letter  from  monfieur  Biron,  to  one 

lady  Rofaline, 
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Pr^,  O,  thy  letter,  thy  letter  ;  he's  a  good  friend 
of  mine  : 

Stand  afide,  good  bearer, — Boyet,  you  can  carve  ; 
Break  up  this  capon. 

Boyct.  I  am  bound  to  ferve.— — 
This  letter  is  miftook,  it  importeth  none  here  ; 
It  is  writ  to  Jaquenetta. 

Prin,  We  will  read  it,  I  fwear  : 
Break  the  neck  of  the  wax,  and  every  one  give  ear. 

Boyet,  \_Reads,\      By  heaven,  that  thou  art  fair, 
"  is  moll  infallible ;  true,  that  thou  art  beauteous  ; 
truth,  itfelf,  that  thou  art  lovely  :  More  fairer 
than  fair,  beautiful  than  beauteous,  truer  than 
"  truth  itfelf,  have  commiferation  on  thy  heroical 
"  vafTal  !    The  magnanimous  and  mod  illuftrate 
king  Cophetua  fet  eye  upon  the  pernicious  and 
"  indubitate  beggar  Zenelophon  ;   and  he  it  was 
that  might  rightly  fay,  veni^  vidi^  vici  ;  which  to 
anatomize  in  the  vulgar,   (O  bafe  and  obfcure 
vulgar!)  videlicet^  he  came,  faw,  and  overcame  : 
"  He  came,  one ;  faw,  two  ;  overcame,  three.  Who 
came  ?  the  king ;  Why  did  he  come  ?  to  fee  ; 
Why  did  he  fee  ?  to  overcome  ;  To  whom  came 
"  he  ?  to  the  beggar  ;  What  faw  he  ?  the  beggar  ; 
^'  Whom  overcame  he  ?  the  beggar  :    The  conclu- 
fion  is  viftory  ;  On  whofe  fide  ?  the  king's  :  the 
"  captive  is  enrich'd  ;  On  whofe  fide  ?  the  beg- 
"  gar's  :  The  catafhrophe  is  a  nuptial  ;  on  whofe 
*'  fide  ?  the  king's  ?— no  ;  on  both  in  one,  or  one 
in  both.    I  am  the  king  ;  for  fo  fhands  the  com- 
parifon  :  thou  the  beggar  ;  for  fo  witnelTeth  thy 
lowlinefs.     Shall  I  command  thy  love  ?  I  may  : 
Shall  I  enforce  thy  love  ?  I  could  :  Shall  I  en- 
treat  thy  love  ?  I  will.    What  fhalt  thou  ex- 
change  for  rags  ?  robes;  for  tittles?  titles  ;  For 
thyfelf  ?  me.    Thus,  expefting  thy  reply,  I  pro- 
phane  my  lips  on  thy  foot,  my  eyes  on  thy  pic- 
^     *•  ture,  and  my  heart  on  thy  every  part. 

Thine,  in  the  deareft  defign  of  induftiy, 

Don  Adriano  d£  Armado," 
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Thus  dofb  thou  hear  the  Nemean  lion  roar  * 
'Gainft  thee,  thou  lamb,  that  ftandefl  as  his  prey  ; 

SubmifTive  fall  his  princely  feet  before. 
And  he  from  forage  will  incline  to  play  : 

But  if  thou  flrive,  poor  foul,  what  art  thou  then  ? 

Food  for  his  rage,  repafture  for  his  den. 

Prin.  What  plume  of  feathers  is  he,  that  indited 
this  letter  ? 

What  vane  ?  what  weathercock  ?  Did  you  ever 
hear  better  ? 

Boyet,  I  am  much  deceived,  but  I  remember  the 
ftile. 

Prin,  Elfe  your  memory  is  bad,  going  o'er  it  ere 
while. 

Boyd,  This  Armado  is  a  Spaniard,  that  keeps 
here  in  court  ; 
A  phantafm,  a    Monarcho,   and  one  that  makes 
fport 

To  the  prince  and  his  book-mates. 

Prin,  Thou,  fellow,  a  word  ; 
Who  gave  thee  this  letter  ? 

Coft,  I  told  you,  my  lord. 

Prin,  To  whom  fliould'ft  thou  give  it  ? 

Coji.  From  my  lord  to  my  lady. 

Prin,  From  which  lord  to  which  lady  ? 

Cofi,.  From  my  lord  Biron,  a  good  mailer  of  mine, 
To  a  lady  of  France,  that  he  called  Rofaline. 

Prin,    Thou  haft  raiftaken  his  letter.  Come, 
lords,  away. 

Here,  fweet,  put  up  this  ;  'twill  be  thine  another 
day.  \_Exit  Princefs  attended, 

Boyet,  Who  is  the  fliooter  ?  who  is  the  fhooter  ? 
Rof.  Shall  I  teach  you  to  know  ? 
Boyct,  Ay,  my  continent  of  beauty. 
Rof,  Why  fhe  that  bears  the  bow. 
Finely  put  off  ! 

Boyet,  My  lady  goes  to  kill  horns ;  but,  if  thou 
marry. 
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Hang  me  by  the  neck,  if  horns  that  year  mifcarry. 
Finely  put  on  ! 

Rof.  Well  then,  I  am  the  fhooter. 

Boyet,  And  who  is  yeur  deer  ? 

E.vJ,  If  we  chcofc  by  horns,  yourfelf ;  come  not 
near. 

Finely  put  on,  indeed  !— 

Mar,   You  P^ill  wrangle  with  her,  Boyet,  and  fhc 

ftrikes  at  the  brow. 
Boyd,  But  fhe  herfclf  is  hit  lower  ;  Have  I  hit 
her  now  ? 

RoJ,  Shall  1  come  upon  thcc  with  an  old  faying, 
that  was  a  man  when  king  Pepin  of  France  was  a 
little  boy,  as  touching  the  hit  it  ? 

Boyet.  So  I  may  anfwer  thee  with  one  as  old^ 
that  was  a  woman  when  queen  Guinever  of  Britain 
was  a  little  wench,  as  touching  the  liit  it? 

Rof,  Thou  can'fi  not  hit  it,  hit  it,  hit  it,  [^Singing. 

Thou  <a7i'Jl  not  hit  it,  wy  good  man, 
Boyet,  An  I  cannot,  cannot,  cannot, 

An  I  cannot,  another  can,  [^Exeunt  Rof,  &  Kat, 
Cofi,  By  my  troth,  moft  pleafant  !  how  both  did 
fit  it ! 

Mar,  A  m.ark  marvellous  weir  fliot ;  for  they 

both  did  hit  it. 
Boyet,  A  mark  !  O.  mark  but  that  mark  ;  A  mark, 

fays  my  ludy  ! 
.  Let  the  mark  have  a  prick  in't,  to  mete  at,  if  it 

may  be. 

Mar,  Vv'ide  o'  the  bow  hand  !  I'  faith,  your  hand 
is  out. 

Cofl,  Indeed,  a'  m.uft  flioot  nearer,  cr  he'll  ne'er 

hit  the  clcnit. 
Boyet.  An  if  my  haiidbe  out,  then,  belike  your 

hand  is  in, 

Cojt  Then  will  fne  get  the  upfliot  by  cleaving  the 
pin. 

Mar,  Come,  come,  you  talk  greafily,  your  hps 
grow  foul. 
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Cojt.  She's  too  hard  for  you  at  pricks,  fir; — chal- 
lenge her  to  bowl. 

Boyd.  I  fear  too  much  rubbing:  Good  night,  my 
good  owl.  \^ Exeunt  all  but  Co/lard. 

Coft.  By  my  foul,  a  fwain  !  a  mod  funple  clown  ! 
Lord,  lord  !  how  the  ladies  and  I  have  put  him 
down  ! 

O'  my  troth,  moft  fweet  jells!  mofl  incony  vulgar 
wit  ! 

When  it  comes  fo  fmoothly  off,  fo  obfcenely,  as  it 
were,  fo  fit. 

Armatho  o'  the  one  fide, — O,  a  moft  dainty  man  ! 
To  fee  him  walk  before  a  lady,  and  to  bear  her  fan ! 
To  fee  him  kifs  his  hand  !  and  how  moft  fwectly  a' 

will  fwear ! — 
And  his  page  o' t'  other  fide,  that  handful  of  witj 
Ah,  heavens,  it  is  a  moft  pathetical  nit  ! 
Sola,  lola  !  [^Shouting  wit /mi, 

\^Exit  Cojlard. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Dull^  Holofernes^  and  Sir  NatlianieL 

Nath,  Very  reverend  fport,  truly ;  and  done  in 
the  teftimony  of  a  good  confcience, 

HoL  The  deer  was,  as  you  know,  fanguis^  in 
blood ;  ripe  as  a  pomewater,  who  now  hangeth  like 
a  jewel  in  the  ear  of  Ccelo, — the  fky,  the  welkin, 
the  heaven  ;  and  anon  falleth  like  a  crab,  on  the  face 
of  Terra, — the  foil,  the  land,  the  earth. 

Nath,  Truly,  mafter  Holofernes,  the  epithets  are 
fweetly  varied,  like  a  fcholar  at  the  lea  ft  :  But.  fir, 
I  afi'ure  ye,  it  was  a  buck  of  the  firft  head. 

HoL  Sir  Nathaniel,  haud  credo. 

Dull,  'Tv/as  not  a  hand  credo^  Hwas  a  pricket. 

Hoi,  Moft  barbarous  intimation!  yet  a  kind  of 
infinuation,  as  it  were,  in  via,  in  way,  of  explication  ; 
facer as  it  were,  replication  ;  or  rather,  ojicniart^ 
L  2 
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to  fliew,  as  it  were,  his  inclin?ition — after  his  un- 
drelTed,  unpoliPned,  uneducated,  unpruned,  un- 
trained, or  rather  unletler'd,  or,  rathereft,  uncon- 
firmed fafliiorfe, — to  infert  again  my  haud  credo  for  a 
deer. 

DiilL  I  faid,  the  deer  was  not  a  haud  credo  ;  'twas 
a  pricket. 

EoL  Twice  fod  fimplicity,  his  coEtus  ! — O  thou 
monfler  ignorance,  how  deformed  doft  thou  look  ? 

Nath.  Sir,  he  hath  never  fed  on  the  dainties  that 
are  bred  in  a  book  ;  he  hath  not  eat  paper,  as  it 
were  ;  he  hath  not  drunk  ink  :  his  intellcft  is  not 
replenifhed;  he  is  only  an  aaimal,  only  fcnfible  in 
the  duller  parts  ; 

And  mch  barren  plants  are  fet  before  us,  that  wc 

thankful  fliould  be 
(Which  wc   of  tafle   and  feeling  are)  for  tLofe 
parts  that  do  fru6lify  in  us  more  than  he. 
For  as  it  would  ill  become  me  to  be  vain,  indif- 

creet,  or  a  fool, 
So  were  there  a  patoh  fet  on  learning,  to  fee  him 

in  a  fchool  : 

But,  ornne  bene,  fay  I  ;  being  of  an  old  father's  mind, 
Many  can  brook  the  weather^  that  love  not  the  wind. 
Dull,  You  two  are  book-men ;  Can  you  tell  by 
your  wit  , 

What  was  a  month  old  at  Cain's  birth,  that's  not 
five  v/eeks  old  as  yet  ? 

HoL  Di£lynna,  good  man  Dull ;  Di6lynna,  good 
man  Dull. 

Dull.  What  is  Diclynna  ? 

Nath,  A  title  to  Phoebe,  to  Luna,  to  the  moon. 
IIoL  The  moon  was  a  month  old,  when  Adam 
was  no  m.ore; 
And  raught  not  to  five  weeks,  when  he  came  to 

five-fcore. 
The  allufion  holds  in  the  exchange. 

Dull.  'Tis  true^  indeed;  the  coUufion  holds  in 
the  exchange. 
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//o/.  God  comfort  thy  capacity!  I  fay  the  alUifion 
holds  in  the  exchange. 

DidL  And  I  fay  the  pollufion  holds  in  the  ex- 
chcinge  ;  for  the  moon  is  never  but  a  month  old  : 
and  I  fay  befide,  that  'twas  a  pricket  that  the  princefs 
kiU'd. 

HoL  Sir  Nathaniel,  will  you  hear  an  extemporal 
epitaph  on  the  death  of  the  deer  ?  and,  to  humour 
the  ignorant,  I  have  call'd  the  deer  the  princefs 
kill'd,  a  pricket. 

Nath,  Perge,  good  mafter  Holofernes,  perge  ;  fo 
it  fhall  pleafe  you  to  abrogate  fcurrility. 

HoL  I  will  fomething  affeft  the  letter ;  for  it  ar- 
gues facility. 

The  praiftful  princefs  picrc'd  and  prick' d  a  pretty  pica- 
ftng  pricket  j 
Some  fay^  a  fore  ;  but  not  a  fore^  'tillf  now  made 
fore  with  floating: 
The  dogs  did  yell ;  put  L  to  fore,  then  forel  jumps 
from  thicket ; 
Or  pricket, fore,  or  elfe  forel,  thepeoplefall  a  hooting. 
If  fore  be  fore,  then  L  tt)  fore  makes  fifty  fores  ;  0 
fore  L  ! 

Of  one  fore  I  an  hundred  make^  by  adding  but  one 
more  L. 
Nath.  A  rare  talent  ! 

Dul.  If  a  talent  be  a  cliw,  look  how  he  claws 
him  with  a  talent. 

HoL  This  is  a  gift  that  I  have,  fimple,  fimplc  ;  a 
foolifh,  extravagant  fpirit,  full  of  forms,  ngures, 
fli'ipcs,  objccls,  ideas,  apprehenfions,  motions,  re- 
volutions :  theie  are  begot  in  the  ventrical  of  me- 
mory,  nouriflied  in  the  womb  of  pia  mater,  and. 
delivered  upon  the  mellowing  of  occafion  :  But 
the  gift  is  good  in  thofe  in  whom  \t  is  acute,  and 
I  am  thankful  for  it. 

Nath.  Sir,  I  praife  the  Lord  for  you  ;  and  fo 
may  my  parifiuoncrs ;  for  their  fons  are  well  tu- 
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tor'd  by  you,  and  their  daughters  profit  very 
greatly  under  you  :  you  are  a  good  member  of  the 
commonwealth. 

HoL  Meherck,  if  their  fons  be  ingenious,  they 
fl]?ll  want  no  inflruftion  :  if  their  daughters  be  ca- 
pable, I  will  put  it  to  them:^  But,  vir  fapit  qui 
pauca  loquitur :  a  foul  feminine'  falutethus. 

Enter  Jciquenetta.  and  Cojiard, 

Jaq,  God  give  ^^ou  good-morrow,  mafterparfon. 

//fy/.  Mafler  parfc^a. — quafi  perfon.  And  if  one 
fliould  be  pierc'd,  which  is  the  one  ? 

Coji.  Marry,  mafler  fchool-mafter,  he  that  is 
likeft  to  a  hogfhead. 

HoL  Of  piercing  a  hogfhead  !  a  good  luftre  of 
conceit  in  a  turf  of  earth  ;  fire  enough  for  a  flint, 
pearl  enough  for  a  fwine  ;  'tis  pretty ;  it  is  well, 

J^ciq,  Goodmafher  parfon,  be  fo  good  as  read  me 
this  letter  :  it  was  given  me  by  Coftard,  and  fent 
me  from  Don  Armatho  :  I  befeech  you,  read  it. 

HoL  Faujle^  prccor  gelida,  quando  pecus  omnc  fub 
umbra 

Ruminat^ — and  fo  forth.    Ah,  good  old  Mantuan  ! 
I  may  fpeak  of  thee  as  the  traveller  doth  of  Venice; 
—Vinegia.  Vinegia^ 
Chi  non  ti  vidi,  ei  non  te  pregio. 
Old  Mantuan  !  old  Mantuan  !  Who  underflandeth 

thee  not,  loves  thee  not. —  Ut,  '^^^foL  l^i^mi.Ja,  

Under  pardon,  fir,  what  are  the  contents  ?  or,  ra- 
ther as  Horace  fays  in  his — What,  my  foul,  veries  ? 

Nath.  Ay,  fir,  and  very  learned. 

HoL  Let  me  hear  a  fhafF,  a  flanza,  a  verfe  ;  Legt 
domine. 

Nath,  "If  love  m.ake  me  forfworn,  how  fiiall  I 
"  fwear  to  love  ? 
Ah,  never  faith  could  hold,  if  not  to  beauty 
vowed ! 

Though  to  myfelf  forfw^orn,  to  thee  I'll  faithful 
prove  ; 
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*^  Tkofe  thoughts  to  me  were  oaks,  to  thee  like 

ofiers  bowed. 
Study  his  bias  leaves,  and  make  his  book  thine^eyes ; 
Where  all  tl^iofe  pleafures  live,  that  art  would 
comprehend  : 
If  knowledge  be  the  mark,  to  know  thee  fliall 
"  fuffice  ; 

Well  learned  is  that  tongue,  that  well  can  thee 
commend  ; 

All  ignorant  tliat  foul,  that   fees  thee  withoui 
wonder  ; 

(**  Which  is  to  me  fomc  praife,  that  I  thy  pai  ts 

admire) 

*'  Thy  eye  Jove's  lightning  bears,  thy  voice  his 
drendful  thunder, 
Which,  not  to  anger  bent,  is  mufic,  and  fweet 
fire. 

Celeftial  as  ti"i  ou  art,  oh  pardon,  love,  this  wrong, 
That   fings    the  heaven's  praile  with  fuch  an 

earthly  tongue  !' ' 
HoL  You  find  not  the  apoflrophes,  and  fo  mifs 
the  accent :  let  me  fupervife  the  canzonet.  Here 
are  only  numbers  ratified  ;  but,  for  the  elegancy, 
facility,  and  golden  cadence  of  poefy,  caret.  Ovi- 
dius  Nafo  wns  the  man:  and  why,  indeed,  Nafo  ; 
but  for  finelling  out  the  odoriferous  flowers  of 
fancy  ?  the  jerks  of  invention  ?  iviitari^  is  nothing  ; 
fo  doth  the  hound  his  maPcer,  the  ape  his  keeper, 
the  tired  horfe  his  rider.  But  damofella  virgin,  was 
this  directed  to  you  ? 

Jfaq.  Ay,  fir,  from  one  Monfieur  Biron,  one  of 
the  ftrange  queen's  lords. 

HoL  I  will  ovcrglance  the  fuperfcvipt.  To 
the   fnow-white  hand  of  the    moft  beauteous 
lady  Rofaiinc."     1  will  look  again  on  the  intcl- 
leQ:  of  the  letter,  for  the  nomination  of  the  party 
writing  to  the  perfon  written  unto  ; 

Your  Ladyihip's  inall  dclired  employment, 

"  Biron. ^ 
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Sir  Nathaniel,  this  Biron  is  one  of  the  votaries 
with  the  king  :  and  here  he  hath  fram'd  a  letter  to 
a  fequent  of  the  ftranger  queen's,  which,  acciden- 
tally, or  hy  the  way  of  progreflion,  hath  mifcarry'd. — 
Trip  and  go,  my  fweet  ;  deliver  this  paper  into 
the  royal  hand  of  the  king ;  it  may  concern  much ; 
Stay  not  thy  compliment  ;  I  forgive  thy  duty  ; 
adieu. 

Jaq,  Good  Coflard,  go  with  me. — Sir,  God 
fave  your  life  ! 

Coji,  Have  with  thee,  my  girl. 

Exeunt  Gofi.and  Jaq, 

Nath.  Sir,  you  have  done  this  in  the  fear  of 
God,  very  religioufly  ;  and,  as  a  certain  father  faith — 

h'oL  Sir,  tell  not  me  of  the  father,  1  do  fear  co- 
Iburable  colours.  But,  to  return  to  the  verfes  ; 
Did  they  pleafe  you.  Sir  Nathaniel  ? 

Nath,  Marvellous  well  for  the  pen. 

HoL  I  do  dine  to-day  at  the  father 's  of  a  certain 
pupil  of  mine  :  where  if  (being  repaft)  it  fliall 
pleafe  you  to  gratify  the  table  with  a  grace,  I  will, 
on  my  privilege  I  have  with  the  parents  of  the 
aforciaid  child  or  pupil,  undertake  your  ben  venuto  ; 
where  I  will  prove  thofe  verfes  to  be  very  un- 
learned, neither  favouring  of  poetry,  wit,  nor  in- 
venti®n  :  I  befeech  your  fociety. 

Nath.  And  thank  you  too  :  for  fociety  (faith  the 
text)  is  the  happinefs  of  life. 

BoL  And,  certes,  the  text  mofl:  infallibly  con- 
cludes it. —  Sir,  I  do  invite  you  too;  [To[DulL'] 
you  fliall  not  fay  me,  nay  :  pauca  verba.  Away  ; 
the  gentles  are  at  their  game,  and  we  will  to  our 
recreation.  \_rxeunt, 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Biron  with  a  Paper. 

Biron,  The  king  is  hunting  the  deer;  I  am 
courfing  n^icif ;  they  have  pitch'd  a  toil  ;  I  am 
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toiling  in  a  pitch  ;  pitch,  that  defiles ;  defile  !  a  foul 
word.  Well,  Set  thee  down,  Ibrrow  !  for  fo,  th?y 
fay,  the  fool  faid,  and  fo  fay  I,  and  I  the  fool. 
Well  prov'd,  wit  !  By  the  lord,  this  love  is  as  mad 
as  Ajax  :  it  kills  fheep  ;  it  kills  me,  I  a  fheep  : 
Well  prov'd  again  on  my  fide  !  I  will  not  love  :  if 
I  do,  hang  me  ;  i'  faith,  I  will  not.  O,  but  her 
eye, — ^by  this  light,  but  for  her  eye,  I  would  not 
love  her ;  yes,  for  her  two  eyes.  Well,  I  do  no- 
thing in  the  world  but  lie,  and  lie  in  my  throat. 
By  heaven  I  do  love  :  and  it  hath  taught  me  to 
rhime,  and  to  be  melancholy  ;  and  here  is  part  of 
my  rhime,  and  here  my  melancholy.  Well,  fhe 
hath  one  o'  my  fonncts  already  ;  the  clown  bore  it, 
the  fool  fent  it,  and  the  lady  hath  it :  fweet  clown, 
fweeter  fool,  fweeted  lady  ! — By  the  world,  I 
would  not  care  a  pin,  if  the  other  three  were  in  : 
Here  comes  one  with  a  paper  ;  God  give  him  grace 
to  groan  !  ^He Jiands  ajide. 

Enter  the  King, 

King.  Ay,  me  I 

Biron.  [-^fide.']  Shot,  by  heaven  !  Proceed, 

fv/eer  Cupid;  thou  haft  thump'd  him  with  thy 
bird-bolt  under  the  left  pap  : — I'  faith,  fecrets. — 

King.  [Reads.']  So  fweet  a  kifs  the  golden  fun 
gives  not 

"  To  thofe  frelh  morning  drops  upon  the  rofe, 
As  thy  eye-beams  when  their  frcfh  rays  have 
"  fmote 

The  night  of  dew  that  on  mv  checks  down 
"flows: 

Nor  fhincs  the  filver  m.oon  one  half  fo  bright 
"  Through  the  tranfpaient  bofom  of  the  deep, 
As  doth  thy  face  through  tears  of  mine  give 
light ; 

"  Thou  fhin'ft  in  every  tear  that  I  do  weep  : 
No  drop  but  as  a  coach  doth  carry  thee, 
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So  riaeft  thou  triumphing  in  my  woe  ; 
Do  but  behold  the  tears  that  IwcU  in  me, 
"  And  they  thy  glory  through  my  grief  will 
fhew  : 

But  do  not  love  thyfelf ;  then  thou  v/ilt  keep 
My  tears  for  glahcs,  and  fllll  make  me  weep. 
^'  O  queen  of  queens,  how  far  doll  thou  excel  ! 
No  thought  can  think,  nor  tongue  of  iportal 
tell—'' 

Plow  fhallfheknow  my  griefs  ?  I'll  drop  the  paper; 
Sweet  leaves,  (hade  folly.    V/ho  is  he  comes  here  ? 

[  The  King Jieps  ajidt. 

Enter  Longaville, 

What,  Longaville  !  and  reading  !  liften,  ear. 

Biron,  ( AJide,)  Now,  in  thy  likenefs,  one  more 

fool  appear ! 
Long,  Ay  me  !  I  am  forfworn, 
Biron,  f  AJide,J  Vv^hy,  he  comes  in  like  a  perjure, 

wearing  papers. 
Kivg,  ( Afide.J  In  love,  I  hope;  fwcet  fellowfhip 

in  fliame  ! 

Biron,  [Afide,)  One  drunkard  loves  another  of  the 
name. 

Long,  \_Afide.'\  Am  I  the  firft,  that  have  been 
perjur'd  fo  ? 

Biron,  [/^fde,']  I  could   put  thee  in  comfort; 
not  by  two,  that  I  know : 
Thoumak'ft  the  triumviry.  the  corner-cap  of  fociety. 
The  fliape  of  love's  Tyburn  that  hangs  up  fimplicity. 
Long,  I  fear,  thefe  ftubborn  lines  lack  power  to 
move  ; 

O  fweet  Maria,  emprefs  of  my  love! 
Thefe  numbers  will  I  tear,  and  write  in  profe. 
Biron,[_Afide.~\  O,  rhimes  are  guards  on  wanton 
Cupid's  hofe : 
Disfigure  not  his  flop. 
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Long.  This  fame  fliall  go. — f/c  reads  the Jonnet, 
Did  not  the  heavenly  rhctorick  of  thine  eye 
<^  ('Gainft  whom  the  world  cannot  hold  argu- 
ment) 

«  Perfuade  my  heart  to  this  falfe  perjury  ? 

Vows,  for  thee  broke,  dcferve  not  puniOi- 
mcnt. 

A  woman  I  forfwore  ;  but,  I  will  prove, 
"  Thou  being  a  goddefs,  I  forfwore  not  thee : 
My  vow  was  earthly,  thou  a  heavenly  love  ; 
Thy  grace  being  gain'd,  cures  all  difgracc 
"  in  mc. 

"  Vows  ar«  but  breath,  and  breath  a  vapour  is  : 
Then  thou,  fair  fun,   which  on  my  eartk 
"  doft  fhine,  ^ 
Exhal'ft  this  vapour  vow  :  in  thee  it  is  : 
*'  If  broken  then,  it  is  no  fault  of  mine; 
"  If  by  me  broke,  what  fool  is  not  fo  wife, 

To  loofe  an  oath  to  win  a  paradife  ?" 
Biron,    [^Afide,~]  This  is  the  liver  vein,  which 
makes  flefh  a  deity  ; 
A  green  goofe,  a  goddefs  :  pure,  pure  idolatry, 
God  amend  us,  God  amend  !  we  are  much  out  o'  the 
way. 

Enter  Dumain, 

Long.  By  whom  fhall  I  fend  this?  Company  ! 

flay.  [Stepping  aji.de. 

Biron,  [^Afide.']  All  hid,  all  hid,  an  old  infant  play  : 
Like  a  demy-god  here  fit  I  in  the  fky. 
And  wretched  fools'  fecrets  heedfully  o'er-eye, 
More  facks  to  the  mill !  O  heavens,  I  have  my  wifli ! 
Dumain  transformed,  four  woodcocks  in  a  difh  ! 
Dum,  O  mod  divine  kate  ! 

Biron.  O  mofh  prophane  coxcomb  !  [Afide, 
Dum.  By  heaven,  the  wonder  of  a  mortal  eye  ! 
Biron.  By  earth,  fhe  is  not  corporal ;  there  yov^' 

lie.  ^  ^ 

Dvvd.  Her  amber  hair  for  foul  hath  amber  cotcd. 
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Biron.  An  amber-coulour'd  raven  was  well  noted. 

Bum,  As  upright  as  the  cedar. 
Biron,  Stoop,  I  fay  ; 
Her  fhoulder  is  with  child.  [_Afide, 
Di'.m.  As  fair  as  day. 

Biron,  Ay,  as  iome  days;  but  then  no  fun  mufl 
fhine.  [_,4fidc. 
Dum,  O  that  I  had  my  wifh. 
Long.  And  I  had  mine!  [Afide, 
King,  And  I  mine  too,  good  Lord  !  \_Afide, 
Biron,  Amen,  fo  I  had  mine  :  Is  not  that  a  good 
word  ?  [_Afide. 
Dum,  I  would  forget  her;  but  a  fever  fhe 
Reigns  in  my  blood,  and  will  remember 'd  be. 

Biron,  A  fever  in  your  blood  !  why  then  incifion 
Would  let  her  out  in  fawcers  ;  Sweet  mifprifion  ' 

[Ajide. 

Dum,  Once  more  T'll  read  the  ode  that  1  have 
writ. 

Biron,  Once  more  I'll  maik  how  love  can  vary 
wit.  ^  ^  [//fide. 

Dumain  reads  his  fonnet. 

On  a  day,  (alack  the  day  !) 

Love,  whofe  month  is  ever  May, 

Spy'd  a  bloffom,  palling  fair, 

Playing  in  the  wanton  air  : 

Through  the  velvet  leaves  the  wind, 

All  unfeen,  'gan  paifage  find  ; 

That  the  lover,  fick  to  death, 

Wifli'd  himfelf  the  heaven's  breath. 

Air^^ quoth  he )  thy  cheeks  may  blow  ; 

Air  would  I  might  triumph  fo ! 

But,  alack,  my  hand  is  fworn, 

Ne'er  to  pluck  thee  from  thy  thorn  ; 
"  Vow,  alack,  for  youth  unmeet  ; 

Youth  fo  apt  to  pluck  a  fweet. 

Do  not  call  it  fm  in  me, 
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•  "  That  I  am  forfworn  for  thcc  : 

Thou,  for  whom  even  Jove  \  -  ■  ..  ^ 

Juno  but  an  Ethiope  were  ; 
"  And  deny  himfelf  for  Jove, 
"  Turning  mortal  for  thy  love. — " 

This  will  I  fend:  and  fomething  elfe  more  phln  ;  ^ 
That  fliall  exprefs  my  true  love's  fafting  pain. 
O,  would  the  king,  Biron,  and  Longaville, 
Were  lovers  too!  ill,  to  example  ill, 
Vv^'ould  from  my  forehead  write  a  p^rjiir'd  note  ; 
For  none  offend,  where  all  alike  do  dote. 

Long,  Dumain,  thy  love  is  far  from  charity, 
That  in  love's  grief  defirTt  focietv  :  [  coming  for  zvard^ 
You  may  look  pale,  but  I  fhould  blufh,  I  knov/, 
TTo  be  o'er-heard,  and  taken  napping  fo. 

King,  Com.e,  fir,  you  blufli ;  as  his,  your  cafe  is 
fuch  ;  \ coming  forward. 

You  chide  at  him,  offending  twice  as  much  : 
You  do  not  love  Maria  ?  Longaville 
Did  never  fonnet  for  her  fake  compile  ? 
Nor  never  lay'd  his  wreathed  arms  athv/art 
His  loving  bofom,  to  keep  down  his  heart  ? 
I  have  been  clofcly  fhrouded  in  this  bufli, 
And  mark'd  you  botli,  ?nd  for  you  both  did  blufh. 
I  heard  your  guilty  rhim.es,  obferv'd  your  fafhion  ; 
Saw  fighs  reck  from,  you,  noted  well  your  paffion  : 
Ay  me  !  fays  one,  O  Jove !  the  other  cries  ; 
Iler  hairs  were  gold,  chryffal  the  other's  eyes  : 
You  would  for  paradife  break  faith  and  troth  : 

[7o  Long. 

And  Jove  for  your  love,  would  infringe  an  oath. 

[To  Dumain^ 
What  Hiall  Biron  fay,  when  that  he  fliall  hear 
A  faith  iufringed,  which  fuch  zeal  did  iwear? 
How  will  he  Icorn  ?  how  will  he  fpend  his  wit  ? 
How  will  he  triumph,  leap,  and  laugh  at  it  ? 
For  all  the  wealth  that  ever  1  did  fee, 
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I  would  not  have  him  know  fo  much  by  me. 

Biron»  Now  fhep  I  forward  to  whip  hypocrify. — 
Ah,  good  my  liege,  I  pray  thee,  pardon  me  : 

[Ccviing  forward. 

Good  heartj  what  grace  haft  thou,  thus  to  reprove 
Thefe  worms  for  loving,  that  art  moft  in  love  ? 
Your  eyes  do  make  no  coaches  :  in  your  tears, 
There  is  no  certain  princefs  that  appears  ; 
You'll  net  be  perjur'd,  'tis  a  hateful  thing  ; 
Tufh,  none  but  minftrels  like  of  fonneting. 
But  are  you  not  afham'd  ?  nay  are  vou  not. 
All  three  of  you,  to  be  thus  much  o'er-flict  ? 
You  found  his  mote  ;  the  king  your  mote  did  fee ; 
But  I-a  beam  do  find  in  each  of  three. 

0,  what  a  fcene  of  foolery  1  have  feen. 
Of  fighs,  of  groans,  of  forrow,  and  of  teen  ! 
O  me,  with  what  ftrift  patience  have  I  fat, 
To  fee  a  king  transformed  to  a  knot ! 

To  fee  great  Hercules  whipping  a  gigg, 
And  profound  Solomon  turning  a  jigg, 
And  Neftor  play  at  pufli-pin  with  the  boys, 
And  critic  Timion  laugh  at  idle  toys ! 
Where  lyes  thy  grief  ?  O  tell  me  good  Dumain  ! 
And,  gentle  Longaville,  Vv'here  lyes  thy  pain  ? 
And  where  my  liege's  ?  all  about  the  breaft  :  — 
Acaudle,  ho  ! 

King,  Too  bitter  is  thy  jeft. 
Are  we  betray 'd  tiius  to  thy  over-view  ? 

Biron.  Not  you  by  me,  but  I  betray'd  to  you ! 

1,  that  am  honed;  I,  that  hold  it  fin 
To  break  tlie  vow  I  am  en?ao;ed  in  ; 
i  :iin  betra)''(L  by  keeping  company 

With  men  like  men,  of  itrange  inconftancy, 
When  {hall  you  iee  me  write  a  tiling  in  rhime  ? 
Or  groan  for  Joan  ?  or  fT3end  a  minute's  time 
In  pruning  me  ?  When  fhall  you  hear,  that  I 
Will  praiie  a  hand,  a  foot,  a  face,  an  eye, 
A  gait,  a  ftate,  a  biow,  a  breaft,  a  waift, 
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A  leg,  a  limb?  

King,  Soft ;  Whither  away  To  faft  ? 
A  true  man,  or  a  thief,  that  gallops  fo  ? 

Biron.  I  pofl:  from  love ;  good  lover,  let  me  go. 
Evter  Jaquenetta  and  Coflard," 

jfaq,  God  blefs  the  king  ! 

King,  What  prefent  haft  thou  there  ? 

Cojl,  Some  certain  treafon. 

King,  What  makes  treafon  here  ? 

Cofl,  Nay,  it  makes  nothing,  fir. 

King,  If  it  mar  nothing  neither, 
The  treafon,  and  you,  go  in  peace  away  together. 

Jaq,  I  befeech  your  grace,  let  this  letter  be  read  ; 
Our  parfon  mifdoubts  it ;  it  was  treafon,  he  faid. 

King,  Biron  read  it  over.  []A'e  reads  the  letter. 
Where  hadft  thou  it  ? 

jfdq.  Of  Coftard, 

King,  Where  hadft  thou  it  ? 

Coft,  Of  Dun  Adramadio,  Dun  Adramadio. 

King,   How  now  !  what  is  in  you  ?  why  doft 
thou  tear  it  ? 

Biron,  A  toy,  my  liege,  a  toy  ;  your  grace  needs  not 
fear  it. 

Long,  It  did  move  him  to  pafTion,  and  therefore 
let's  hear  it. 

Du7n,  It  is  Biron's  writing  and  here  is  his  name. 
Biron,  Ah,  you  v^^horefon  loggerhead,  you  were 
born  to  do  me  iliame. —         [7o  Cojtard, 
Guilty,  my  lord,  guilty  ;  I  confefs,  I  confcfs. 
King.  What  ? 

Biron,  That  you  three  fools  lack'd  me  fo:)l  to 
make  up  the  mefs. 
He,  he,  and  you,  and  you,  my  liege,  and  I, 
Are  pick-purfes  in  love,  and  we  defervc  to  die. 
O,  difmils  this  audience,  and  I  Ihall  tell  you  more, 
Dum,  Now  the  number  is  even. 
Biron,  True,  true  ;  we  are  four  : — 
Will  thefe  turtles  be  gone  ? 
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Kiny,  Hence,  firs;  away. 

Cojt,  Walk  afide  the  true  folk,  and  let  the  traitors 
ftay,         \^Exeunt  Coflard  and  Jaquenetta. 

Biron,  Sweet  lords,  fweet  lovers.  O  let  us  emb- 
race ! 

As  true  we  are,  as  flefh  and  blood  can  be  : 
The  fea  will  ebb  and  flow,  heaven  will  fhew  his  face  ; 

Young  blood  doth  not  obey  an  old  decree  : 
We  cannot  crofs  the  caufe  why  we  were^born  ; 
Therefore,  of  all  hands  mufh  we  be  forfworn. 

King,  What,  did  thefe  rent  lines  fliew  fome  love 
of  thine  ! 

Biron,  Did  they,  quoth  you  ?  Who  fees  the  hea- 
venly Rolaline, 
That,  like  a  rude  and  favage  man  of  Inde, 

At  the  firft  opening  of  the  gorgeous  eafl;, 
Bows  not  his  vadal  head  ;  and,  flrucken  blind, 

Kiflcs  the  bafc  ground  with  obedient  breaft  ? 
What  peremptory  eagle-fighted  eye 

Dares  look  upon  the  heaven  of  her  brov/. 
That  is  not  blinded  by  her  majefhy  ? 

King,  What  zeal,  what  fury  hath  infpir'd  thee 
now  ? 

My  love,  her  miftrefs,  is  a  gracious  moon  ; 
She,  an  attending  ftar,  fcarce  feen  a  light, 
Biron,  My  eyes  are  then  no  eyes,  nor  I  Biron  : 

O,  but  for  my  love,  day  would  turn  to  night ! 
Of  all  complexions  the  cull'd  fovereignty 

Do  meet,  as  at  a  fair,  in  her  fair  cheek  : 
Whetc  ieveral  v/orthies  make  one  dignity; 

Where  nothing  wants,  that  want  itfelf  doth  feek. 
Lend  me  the  flourifh  of  all  gentle  tongues — 

Fye,  painted  rhetoric  !  O,  fhe  needs  it  not : 
To  things  of  fale  a  feller's  praife  belongs  ; 

She  pafTes  praife  ;  then  praife  too  fhort  doth  blot, 
A  wither'd  hermit,  fivefcore  winters  worn, 

Might  fnake  ofF  fifty  looking  in  her  eye  ; 
Beauty  doth  varnifh  age,  as  if  new  born, 
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And  gives  the  crutch  the  cradle's  infancy. 
O,  'tis  the  fun,  that  maketh  all  things  fliinc  ! 
King,  By  heaven,  thy  love  is  black  as  ebony. 
Biron,  Is  ebony  like  her  ?  O  wood  divine  ! 
A  wife  of  fuch  wood  v*'cre  felicity. 
O5  who  can  give  an  oath  ?  where  is  a  book  ? 

That  I  may  fwear,  beauty  doth  beauty  lack, 
If  that  fhe  learn  not  of  her  eye  to  look  ? 

No  face  is  fair,  that  is  not  full  fo  black. 
King,  O  paradox  !  Black  is  the  badge  of  hell, 
The  hue  of  dungeons,  and  the  fcowl  of  night; 
And  beauty's  creft  becomes  tlie  heavens  well. 

Biron,  Devils  fooncft  tempt,  refembling  fpirits 
of  light. 

O,  if  in  black  my  lady's  brow  be  deckt, 

It  mourns,  that  painting,  and  ufurping  hair, 
Should  ravifh  doters  with  a  falfe  afpe6l ; 

And  therefore  is  ftie  born  to  make  black  fair. 
Her  favour  turns  the  fafliion  of  the  days  ; 

For  native  blood  is  counted  painting  now  : 
And  therefore  red,  that  would  avoid  difpraife, 
Paints  itfelf  black,  to  imitate  her  brow. 
Dum,To  look  like  hcr,are  chimney-fweepers  black. 
Long,  And,  fince  her  time,  are  colliers  counted 
bright. 

King,  And  Ethiops  of  their  fv/eet  complexion 
crack. 

Dam,  Dark  needs  no  candles  now,  for  dirk  is- 

Biron,  Your  miftrelTcs  dare  never  come  in  rain, 

For  fear  their  colours  fhould  be  v^^afli'd  away. 
King,  'Twcre  good,  yours  did  ;  for,  iir,  to  tell 
you  plain, 
I'll  find  a  fairer  face  not  wafh'd  to-day. 
Biron,  I'll  prove  her  fair,  or  talk  till  dooms-day 
here. 

King.^o  devil  will  fright  thee  then  fo  much  as  Oie. 
Diiui,  I  never  know  man  hold  vile  fluff  fo  dear. 
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Lovg.  Look  J  here's  thy  love;  my  foot  and  her 
face  fee.  Shewing  his  JJioe. 

Biron,  Oj  if  the  ftreets  were  paved  with  thine  eyes, 
Her  feet  were  too  much  dainty  for  fuch  tread  ! 

Dum,  O  vile  !  then  as  (he  goes,  what  upward  lies 
The  ftrect  fhould  fee  as  fhe  walk'd  over  head. 

King.  But  what  of  this?  Are  we  not  all  in  love  ? 

B^ron,  Nothing  Co  fure  ;  and  thereby  all  forfworn. 

King,  Then  leave  this  chat  ;  and,  good  Biron, 
now  prove 
Our  loving  lawful,  and  our  faith  not  torn. 

L  tun,  Ay,marry,  there — fome  flattery  for  this  evil. 

Long.  O,  fome  authority  how  to  proceed  ; 
Some  tricks,  fome  quillets,  how  to  cheat  the  devil, 

Dum.  Some  falve  for  perjury, 

t  iron.  O,  'tis  ii.ore  than  need!  — 
Have  at  you  then,  affeftion's  men  at  arms  : 
Confider,  what  you  firfl  did  fwcar  unto  - 
To  fafl, — to  fhudy, —  and  to  fee  no  wom.an  ; — 
Flat  treafon  'gain ft  the  kingly  ftate  of  youth. 
Say,  can  you  faft?  your  ftomachs  are  too  young; 
And  abftincnce  engenders  maladies. 
And  where  that  you  have  vow'd  to  ftudy,  lords, 
In  that  each  of  you  hath  foriwornhis  book  ; 
Can  you  ftill  dream,  and  pore,  and  thereon  look  ? 
For  Vv'hen  would  you,  my  lord,  or  you,  or  you, 
Have  found  the  ground  of  ftudy's  excellence, 
Without  the  beauty  of  a  woman's  face  ? 
From  woman's  eyes  this  doftrine  I  derive : 
They  are  the  ground,  the  book,  the  academes. 
From  whence  doth  fpring  the  true  Promethean  fire. 
Why,  univerfal  plodding  prifons  up 
The  nimble  fpirits  in  the  arteries  ; 
As  motion,  and  long-during  aftion,  tires 
The  fmev/y  vigour  of  the  traveller. 
Now,  for  not  iookng  on  a  woman's  face, 
You  have  in  that  forfworn  the  ufe  of  eyes  ; 
And  ftudy  too,  the  caufer  of  your  vow  ; 
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For  where  is  any  author  in  the  world, 

Teaches  fuch  beauty  as  a  woman's  eye  ? 

Learning  is  but  an  adjunft  to  ourfelf, 

And  where  we  are,  our  learning  likewife  is. 

Then,  when  ourfelves  we  fee  in  ladies'  eyes, 

Do  we  not  likewife  fee  our  learning  there  ? 

O,  we  have  made  a  vow  to  fludvj  lords  ? 

And  in  that  vow  we  have  forfworn  our  books  ; 

For  when  would  you,  my  liege,  or  you,  or  you, 

In  leaden  contemplation,  have  found  out 

Such  fiery  numbers,  as  the  prompting  eyes 

Of  beauteous  tutors  have  enrich'd  you  with  ? 

Othei  flow  arts  entirely  keep  the  brain  : 

And  therefore  Hnding  barren  praclifers. 

Scarce  fhew  a  harveft  of  their  heavy  toil : 

But,  love,  firfh  learned  in  a  lady's  eyes, 

Lives  not  alone  immured  in  the  brain  ; 

But  with  the  motion  of  all  elements, 

Courfcs  as  fwift  as  thought  in  every  power ; 

And  gives  to  every  power  a  double  power. 

Above  their  funftions  and  their  offices. 

It  adds  a  precious  feeing  to  the  eye, 

A  lover's  eyes  will  gaze  an  eagle  blind  ; 

A  lover's  ear  will  hear  the  loweft  found, 

When  the  fufpicious  head  of  theft  is  ftopp'd  : 

Love's  feeling  is  more  foft,  and  fenfible. 

Than  are  the  tender  horns  of  cockled  fnails  ; 

Love's  tongue  proves  dainty  Bacchus  grofs  :n  tafle  ; 

For  valcur,  is  not  love  a  Hercules,. 

Still  climbing  trees  in  the  Hefperides  ! 

Subtle  as  fphinx  ;  as  fweet  and  mufical. 

As  bright  Apollo's  lute  ftrung  with  his  hair  ; 

And,  when  love  fpcaks,  the  voice  of  all  the  gods 

Makes  heaven  drowfy-with  the  harmony. 

Never  durll  poet  touch  a  pen  to  write, 

Until  his  ink  was  tempcr'd  with  love's  fighs  ; 

O  then  his  lines  would  ravifh  favage  ears. 

And  plant  in  tyrants  mild  humility. 

From  women's  eyes  this  doftrinc  I  derive  : 


142  love's  labour's  lost.  ah  IV, 


They  fparkle  dill  the  right  Prometlienn  fire  ; 
They  are  the  books,  the  arts,  the-academes, 
That  fhew,  contain,  and  nourilli  all  the  world  ; 
Elfe,  none  at  all  in  aught  proves  excellent  : 
Then  fools  you  were,  thefe  women  toforfwcar  ; 
Or  keeping  what  is  fworn,  you  will  prove  fools. 
For  wiidoms  fike,  a  word  that  all  men  love  ; 
Or  for  loves  fake,  a  word  that  loves  all  men  ; 
Or  for  men's  lake,  the  authors  of  thefe  women  ; 
Or  women's  fake,  by  whom  we  men  are  men  ; 
Let  us  once  lofe  our  oaths,  to  find  ourfclvs, 
Or  elfe  we  lofe  our  Tel  ves  to  keep  our  oaths  : 
It  is  religion  to  be  thus  forfworn  : 
For  charity  itfelf  fulfils  the  law  ; 
And  who  can  fever  love  from  charity  ? 

King.  Saint  Cupid,  then  !  and  foldicrs,  to  the  field  ! 

Jjiron,   Advance  your  ftandards,  and  upon  them, 
lords; 

Pell-mell,  down  with  them,  but  be  firfl  advis'd, 
In  confliftthat  you  get  the  fun  of  them. 

Long,  Now  to  pilain-dealing  ;  lay  thefe  glozes  by  : 
Shall  we  refolve  to  woo  thefe  girls  of  Frnnce  ? 

King,  And  win  them  too  :  therefore  let  us  devifc 
Some  entertainment  for  them,  in  their  tents. 

Biron,  Firil,  from  the  park  let  us  conduft  them 
thither  ; 

Then,  homevvard,  every  man  attach  the  hand 
Of  his  fair  mifhrefs,  in  the  afternoon 
We  will  with  fome  flrange  paftime  folace  them. 
Such  as  the  fliortnefs  of  the  time  can  fhape ; 
For  revels,  dances,  mafias,  and  merry  hours, 
Fore-run  fair  love,  flrewing  her  way  with  flowers. 

King.  Away,  awny  !  no  time  fhall  be  omitt*ed, 
That  will  be  time,  and  may  by  us  befitted. 

Biron,  Allons  I — Aliens  ! — Sow'd  cockle  reap'd  no 
corn  ; 

And  jufhice  always  v/hirls  in  equal  meafure  : 
Liglit  wenches  may  prove  plagues  to  men  foriv/orn  ; 
If  lo,  our  copper  buys  no  better  treafure.  [^Exeunt, 
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ACTV.     SCENE  I. 

The  Street. 
Enter  J-J olof ernes ^  Nathaniel  and  Dull, 
Hoi,  ^AT I  S  quod  fu/fiat. 

Nath,  1  praiie  God  for  you,  Sir  :  your  reafons 
at  dinner  have  been  fliarp  and  fententious  ;  pleafant 
without  fcurrility,  witty  without  affc6lion,  audaci- 
ous without  impudency,  learned  without  opinion, 
and  Ilrange  without  herefy.  1  did  converfe  this 
quondam  day  with  a  companion  of  the  king's,  who 
is  intituled,  nominated,  or  called,  Don  Adriano  de 
Armado. 

Bol,  Novi  hominem  tanquam  te:  His  humour  is 
lofty,  his  difcourfe  peremptory,  his  tongue  hied, 
his  eye  ambitious,  his  gait  majefhical,  and  his  gene- 
ral behaviour  vain,  ridiculous,  and  thrafonical.  He 
is  too  picked,  too  fpruce,  too  affeftcd,  too  odd,  as  it 
were  ;  too  peregrinate,  as  I  may  call  it 

Nath,  A  mod  fingular  and  choice  epithet. 

^Draws  out  his  table-book. 
Hoi  He  draweth  out  the  thread  of  his  verbofity 
finer  than  the  ftaple  of  his  argument.  I.  abhor  fuch 
phanatical  phantafms,  fuch  infociable  and  point-de- 
vife  companions  ;  fuch  rackers  of  orthography,  as  to 
Ipeak,  doubt,  fine,  when  he  fliould  fay,  doubt ;  det, 
when  he  fhould  pronounce,  debt  ;  d,  e,  b,  t  ;  not 
d,  e,  t ;  he  clepeth  a  calf,  cauf ;  half,  hauf;  neigh- 
Viour,  vocatur,  nebour ;  neigh,  abbreviated,  ne : 
This  is  abhominable,  (which  he  would  call  abomina- 
ble) it  infinuateth  me  of  infanie  :  Ne  inielligis.domine  f 
To  make  frantick,  lunatick  ? 
Nath,  Laus  deo,  bone  intelligo, 

hoi.  Bone?  bone^  {ox  bene:  Prifcian  a  little 

fcratch'd  ;  'twill  ferve. 

Enter  Armado^  Moth,  and  Cojlard, 
^■^^aih,  Videfne  quis  vcnit? 
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Hoi,  Video  &  gmideo, 
Ann,  Chirra ! 

BoL  Oiiare  Chirra,  not  firrah? 

Am,  Men  of  peace,  well  encountered, 

IioL  Mofk  military  fir,  falutation. 

Moth,  They  have  been  at  a  great  feaft  of  languages, 
and  ftoln  the  fcraps.        [_To  Cofiard  afidc, 

Coji,  O,  they  have  liv'd  long  on  the  alms-bafket 
of  words !  I  marvel,  thy  mafler  hath  not  eaten  thee 
for  a  word  ;  for  thou  art  not  fo  long  by  the  head^as 
konorijicabilitudinitatibiis :  thou  art  eaficr  fwallowed 
than  a  flap-dragon. 

Moth,  Peace  ;  the  peal  begins. 
.  Arvi,  IMonfieur,  are  you  not  letter'd  ? 

Moth,  Yes,  yes  ;  he  teaches  boys  the  horn-book  : 
What  is  a,  b,  fpelt  backwards  with  a  horn  on  his 
head  ? 

Hoi,  Ba,  pueritia^  wuh  a  horn  added. 

Mcxh.  Ba,  moft  filly  fheep,  with  a  horn  : — Yova 
hear  his  learning. 

h!ol,  Ouis  qitis,  thou  confonant  ? 

/i'loth.  The  third  of  the  five  vowels,  if  you  repeat 
them  ;  or  the  fifth,  if  I. 

J-hl,  I  will  repeat  them,  a,  e,  i.— 

Moth.  The  fheep:  the  other  two  concludes  it ; 
o,  u. 

^j'rm.  Now,  by  the  fait  wave  of  the  Mediterra- 
neum.  a  fweet  touch,  a  quick  venew  of  wit  :  fnip, 
fnap,  quick  and  home  ;  it  rejoiceth  my  intelleft  :  true 
wit. 

Moth,  Offer 'd  by  a  child  to  an  old  man  ;  which  is 
wit- old. 

BoL  What  is  the  figure  ?  what  is  the  figure  ? 
Molh,  Horns. 

HoL  Thou  difputefl  like  an  infant :  go,  v/hip  thy 

Moth,  Lend  me  your  horn  to  make  one,  and  I 
will  whip  about  your  infamy  circitin  circa  j  A  gigg 
of  a  cuckold's  horn  ! 
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Cofi,  An  I  had  but  one  penny  in  the  world,  thou 
fhouldft  have  it  to  buy  ginger-bread  ;  hold,  there  is 
the  very  remuneration  I  had  of  thy  mailer,  thou 
half-penny  purfeof  wit, thou  pigeon-eggof  diici  ecion. 
O,  an  the  heavens  were  fo  plealed,  that  thou  v/eit 
but  my  baftard!  what  a  joyful  father  wouldfb  thou 
make  me  ?  Go  to  ;  thou  haft  it  ad  dunghiU,  at  the 
fin  geis'  ends,  as  they  fay. 

liol.  Oh,  I  fmell  falfe  Latin  ;  dunghill  for  ungiian. 

Arm.  Arts-man,  pneavihula;  we  will  be  lingled 
from  the  barbarous.  Do  you  not  educate  youth  at  the 
charge-houfe  on  the  top  of  the  mountain  ? 

Hoi,  Or,  mons  the  hill. 

Arm,  At  your  fweet  pleafure,  for  the  mountain. 
Hot,  I  do,  fans  queftion. 

Arm,  Sir,  it  is  the  king's  moft  fweet  pleafure  and 
afFcftion,  to  congratulate  the  princefs  at  her  pavilion, 
in  the  pofteriors  of  this  day  ;  which  the  rude  mul- 
titude call,  the  afternoon. 

hoL  The  pofterior  of  the  day,  moft  generous  fir, 
is  liable,  congruent,  and  meafureable  f.j»r  the  after- 
noon :  the  word  is  v/i^ll  cuU'd,  chofe  ;  Iv/fct  and  apt, 
I  do  aflure  you,  fir,  I  do  ailure. 

Arm.  Sir,  the  king  is  a  noble  gentleman  ;  and  my 
familiar,  I  do  aiTure  you,  very  good  friend  :  —  For 
v/hat  is  inward  between  us,  let  it  pafs :  —  I  do  be- 
feech  thee,  remember  thy  courtefy  : — I  bcfeeeh  thee, 
app.irel  thy  head  : — and  among  other  importunate 
and  moft  ferious  defigns, — and  of  great  import  in- 
deed, too  ; — but  let  that  pafs  : — for  I  muft  tell  thee, 
it  will  pleafe  his  grace  (by  the  world)  fometimc 
to  lean  upon  my  poor  fnoulder  ;  and  with  his  ro>?  al 
finger,  thus,  dally  with  my  excrement,  with  my 
muftachio ;  but,  fweet  heart,  let  that  pafs.  By  the 
world,  I  recount  no  fable  ;  fome  certain  fpecial  ho- 
nours it  pleaieth  his  greatneis  to  impart  to  ^Vrm.ado.  a 
fodier,  a  man  of  travel,  that  hath  feen  the  world  :  but 
that  pafs,  >Thc  very  all  of  all  is, — but,  fweet 
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heart,  I  do  implore  fecrefy, — that  the  king  would 
have  me  prefent  the  princefs,  fweet  chuck,  with 
fome  deligtful  oflentation,  or  {how,  or  pageant,  or 
antick,  or  hre-work.  Now,  underftanding  that  the 
curate,  and  your  fweet  relf,are  good  at  fuch  eruptions, 
and  fudden  breakings  out  of  mirth,  as  it  were,  1  have 
acquainted  you  withal,  to  the  end  to  crave  your  af- 
fiftance. 

HoL  Sir,  you  fhall  prefent  before  her  the  nine 
worthies. — Sir  Nathaniel,  as  concerning  fome  enter- 
tainment of  time,  fome  fhow  in  the  pofherior  of  this 
day,  to  be  render'd  by  our  a ffi fiance. — at  the  king's 
command;  and  this  mofk  gallant,  illuflratc,  and  learn- 
ed gentleman, — ^before  the  princefs;  I  fay,  none  fo 
fit  as  to  prefent  the  nine  worthies. 

Nath,  Where  Vs^ill  you  find  men  worthy  enough 
to  prefent  them  ? 

HoL  Jofliua,  yourfelf ;  myfelf,  or  this  gallant  gen- 
tleman, Judas  Maccabaeus  ;  this  fwain,  becaufe  of 
his  great  limb  or  joint,  fhall  pafs  Pompey  the  great ; 
the  page,  Hercules. 

Arm.  Pardon,  fir,  error ;  he  is  not  quantity  enough 
for  that  worthy's  thumb  :  he  is  not  fo  big  as  the  end 
of  his  club. 

HoL  Shall  I  have  audience  ?  he  fhall  prefent  Her- 
cules in  minority  :  his  enter  and  exit  fhall  be  flrang- 
ling  a  fnake  ;  and  I  will  have  an  apology  for  that  pur- 
f  oie. 

Moth.  An  exelL^nt  device  !  fo,  if  any  of  the  audi- 
ence hifs,  you  may  cry,  Wdl  dene,  Hercules  I  now  thou 
crvjlieji  the  fnake  !  that  is  the  way  to  make  an  cficncc 
gracious  ;  though  few  have  the  grace  to  do  it. 

Arvi.  For  the  refl  of  the  worthies  — 

HoL  I  will  play  three  myfelf. 

Moth,  Hirice-Vv'orthy  gentleman! 

Arm.  Shall  I  tell  you  a  th'.ng  ? 

HcL  We  attend. 
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y^rm.  We  will  hnve,  if  this  fadge  not,  an  antick. 
1  befeech  you,  follow*. 

BoL  Via,  goodman  Dull  !  thou  hafl  fpoken  no 
word  all  this  while. 

Dull,  Nor  underftood  none  neither,  fir. 

Bol   Allons  !  we  will  employ  thee. 

Dull,  Til  make  one  in  a  dance  or  fo  ;  or  1  will 
play  on  the  tabor  to  the  worthies,  and  let  them 
dance  the  hay. 

Hoi,  Moil  dull,  honeft  Dull,  to  our  fport  awc!y. 

[_Excunt, 

S    GENE  II. 

Btfi  'Z  the   Prinrefs's  Pavilion^ 
I'ntcr  Princefs  and  Ladies, 

Prin,  Sweet  hearts,  we  (hall  be  rich  ere  we  depart. 
If  fairings  come  thus  plentifully  in  : 
A  lady  wall'd  about  with  diamonds  ! — 
Look  you,  what  I  have  from  the  loving  king. 

Rof,  Madam,  came  nothing  elfe  alonij  with  that  ? 

Prr/z.  Nothing  but  tliis?  yea,  as  much  love  in  rhime, 
As  would  be  cramn'd  up  in  a  flieet  of  paper, 
Writ  on  both  fides  the  leaf,  margent  and  all ; 
That  he  was  fain  to  feal  on  Cupid's  nam.e. 

Rof,  That  WDS  the  way  to  make  his  god-head  wax  ; 
For  he  hath  been  five  thcufand  years  a  boy. 

Rath,  Ay,  and  a  Hirewd  unhappy  gallows  too. 

Rqf,  You'll  ne'er  be  friends,  with  him  ;  hekiii'd 
your  fifter. 

Kath,  He  made  her  melancholy,  fid,  and  Iieavy  ; 
And  fo  fhe  died  :  had  fhe  been  light,  like  ydto. 
Of  fuch  a  merry,  nimble,  flirring  fpirit, 
Slie  might  have  been  a  grandam  ere  flie  dy'd  : 
And  fo  may  you  ;  for  a  light  heart  lives  long. 

Rof,  What's  your  dark  meaning,  moufe,  of  this 
light  word  ? 

Kath.  A  light  condition  in  a  beauty  ^r*k, 

Rof.  We  need  more  light  to  find  your  meaning  out. 

Kath,  You'll  mar  the  light,  by  taking  it  in  fuufF ; 
Therefore,  I'll  darkly  end  the  argument. 
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Rof,  I-ook,  what  you  do,  you  do  it  ftill  i'  the  dark. 
Kath.  So  do  not  you ;  for  you  are  a  light  wench. 
Rof,  Indeed,  I  weigh  not  you  ;  and  therefore  light. 
Kath,  You  weigh  me  not, — O,  that's,  you  care 
not  for  me. 

Rcf.  Great  reafon  ;  for,  Paft  cure  is  ftill  paftcare. 

Prin,  Well  bandied  both  ;  a  let  of  wit  well  play 'd. 
But,  Rofaline,  you  have  a  favour  too  : 
Who  fent  it  ?  and  what  is  it  ? 

Rof,  I  would,  you  knew  ; 
And  if  n^y  face  were  but  as  fair  as  yours, 
My  favour  were  as  great ;  be  witnefs  this. 
Nay,  I  have  verfes  too,  I  thank  Biron  : 
The  numbers  true  :  and,  were  the  numb'ring  too, 
1  were  the  faireft  goddcfs  on  the  ground: 
I  am  compar'dto  twenty  thouland  f^iirs. 
O,  he  hr.tb.  drawn  my  pifture  in  his  letter! 

I'rin,  Any  thing  like  ? 

Kuf.  Much,  in  the  letters;  nothing,  in  the  praifc. 
Frin.  Beauteous  as  ink  ;  a  good  conclufion. 
Kath.  Fair  as  a  textB  in  a  copy-book. 
Rof,  'Ware  pencils  !   How  ?  let  me  not  die  your 
debtor. 

My  red  (l(>rninical,  my  golden  letter  : 

O,  that  your  face  were  not  fo  full  of  O's  ! 

KlIIi,  Pox  of  tliat  jeft  !  and  I  bcfhrevv  all  fhrows. 

Frin,  Bi;  t  v/hat  was  fent  to  you  from  fair  Dumain  ? 

K^iik.  Mcid-'in,  this  glove. 

F-nn.  rid  he  not  lend  you  tv/ain  ? 

Kath,  "Ves;.  madam  ;  and  moreover, 

,    -'-r,.;  -r^-  -  H^^hful  lovcr  : 


-     ■  vvi      [<:o  long  ■  ic. 

Vr}.}.  Uhiaknolef^,  u  not  wifh  in  heart, 

\-  .vald  t hcic  hanu  ..ever  part. 
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Prin.  We  are  wife  girls,  to  mock  our  lovers  fo. 

Rof,  They  are  worfe  fools,  to  purchafe  mocking  fo. 
That  fame  Biron  I'll  torture  ere  I  go. 
O,  that  I  knew  he  were  but  in  by  the  week  ! 
How  I  would  make  him  fawn,  and  beg,  and  feek  ; 
And  wait  the  feafon,  and  obferve  the  times, 
And  fpend  his  prodigal  wits  in  bootlefs  rhimes  j 
And  fliape  his  fervice  all  to  my  behefts ; 
And  make  him  proud  to  make  me  proud  that  jcfts  ! 
So  portent-like  would  I  o'erfway  his  ftate, 
That  he  fhould  be  my  fool,  and  I  his  fate. 

Prill,  None  are  fo  furely  caught,  when  they  arc 
catch'd, 

As  wut  turn'd  fool  :  folly,  in  wifdom  hatched. 
Hath  wlfdom's  warrant,  and  the  help  of  fchool  ; 
And  wit's  own  grace  to  grace  a  learned  fool. 

RoJ.  The  blood  of  youth,  burns  not  with  faeh 
exccfs, 

As  gravity's  revolt  to  wantonnefs. 

Mar.  Folly  in  fools  bears  not  fo  flirong  a  note, 
As  foolery  in  the  wife,  when  wit  doth  dote ; 
vSince  all  the  power  thereof  it  doth  apply, 
To  prove,  by  wit,  worth  in  fimplicity. 

Enter  Boyet, 

Prifi.  Here  comes  Boyet,  and  mirth  is  in  his  face. 

Boyet.  O,  I  am  flabb'd  v/ith  laughter  !  Where's 
her  e^race  ? 

Prin,  Thy  nev;s_,  Boyet  ? 

Boyet,  Prep^.re,  madam,  prepare  !  

Arm,  wenches,  arm! — encounters  mcuntt:d  are 
Agginft  your  peace  :  Lovedclh  approach  difguis'd, 
Armed  in  arguments  ;  you'll  be  furpris'd  : 
Mufter  your  wits;  ftand  in  your  own  defence  ; 
Or  hide  your  heads  like  cowards,  and  fly  hence. 

Prin,  St.  Dennis  to  St.  Cupid  !  What  are  they, 
That  charge  their  breath  a^rainil  us?  fay,  fcout,  fav. 

Boyet.  Under  the  cocl  fhadc  of  a  fycamore 
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I  thought  to  clofc  my  eyes  fome  half  an  hour: 
When,  k)  !  to  interrupt  my  purpos'.d  reft, 
Tow  ird  that  fhade  I  might  behold  addreft 
The  king  and  his  companions  :  warily 
I  ftolc  into  a  neighbour  thicket  by. 
And  overheard  what  you  fhall  overhear  ; 
l  hat.  by  and  by,  difguis'd  they  will  be  here. 
Their  herald  is  a  pretty  knavlfli  page, 
That  well  by  heart  hath  conn'd  his  embaflage  : 
/.ftion,  and  accent,  did  they  teach  him  there  ; 
Thus  mu ft  thou Jpeak^  and  thus  thy  body  bear: 
And  ever  and  anon  they  made  a  doubt, 
Frefcnce  majeftical  would  put  him  out  ; 
For^  quoth  the  king,  an  angel  flialt  thou  fee  ; 
-  Yet fear  not  thou,  but  fpeak  audacioujly  : 
The  boy  reply 'd,  An  angel  is  not  evil; 
I  fnoidcl  have  fear'd  her,  had  fne  been  a  devil. 
With  that  all  laugh'd,  and  clapp'd  him  on  the  fhoul- 
der ; 

Making  the  bold  wag  by  their  praifes  bolder. 

One  rubb'd  his  elbow,  thus  ;  and  fleer'd,  and  fwore, 

Abetter  fpeech  was  never  fpoke  before  : 

A.nother,  with  his  finger  and  his  thumb, 

Cry'd,  Via  I  we  will  do't,  come  what  will  come  : 

The  third  he  caper'd,  and  cry'd,  All  goes  well: 

The  fourth  turn'd  on  the  toe,  and  down  he  fdl. 

With  that,  they  all  did  tumble  on  the  ground, 

With  fuch  a  zealous  laughter,  fo  profound, 

That  in  this  fpleen  ridiculous  appears, 

To  check  their  folly,  pafiion's  folemn  tears. 

Prin.  But  what,  but  what,  come  they  to  vifit  us  ? 

Boyet.  They  do,  they  do  :  and  are  apparel'd  thus, 
Like  Mufcovites,  or  Ruffians  :  as  I  guefs, 
Their  purpofe  is,  to  parle,  to  court,  and  dance  : 
And  every  one  his  love-feat  will  advance 
Unto  his  leveral  miftrefs;  which  they'll  know 
Bv  favours  fevcral,  which  they  did  beftow. 

Prin,  And  will  they  fo  ?  the  gallants  fhall  be 
lafk'd  :— 


love's  labour's  lost. 


For  ladies,  we  will  every  one  be  maflc'd  ; 
And  not  a  man  of  them  fhall  have  the  grace, 
Dcfpight  of  fuit,  to  fee  a  lady's  face. — 
Hold,  Rofaline,  this  favour  thou  fhalt  wear  ; 
And  then  the  king  will  court  thee  for  his  dear: 
Hold,  take  thou  this,  my  fweet,  and  give  me  thine  : 
So  fhall  Biron  take  me  for  Rofaline. — 
And  change  your  favours  too  :   fo  fhall  your  loves 
Woo  contrary,  deceivM  by  thefe  removes. 

Rof,  Come  on  then  ;  wear  the  favours  mod  in  fight. 

Kath,  But,  in  this  changing,  what  is  your  intent  ? 

Prin»  Theeffeft  of  my  intent  is,  to  crofs  theirs  : 
They  do  it  but  in  mocking  merriment  ; 
And  mock  for  mock  is  only  my  intent. 
Their  feveral  counfels  they  unbofom  fhall 
To  love's  mijflook  ;  and  fo  be  mock'd  withal, 
Upon  the  next  occafion  that  wc  meet. 
With  vifages  difplay'd,  to  talk,  and  greet. 

Rof.  But  fhall  we  dance,  if  they  defire  us  to't  ? 

Prm.  No  ;  to  the  death,  we  will  not  move  a  foot : 
Nor  to  their  penn'd  fpeech  render  we  no  grace ; 
But,  while  'tis  fpoke,  each  turn  away  her  face. 

Boyet,  VvHiy,  that  contempt  will  kill  the  fpeaker's 
heart, 

And  quite  divorce  his  memory  from  his  part. 

•  Prin,  Therefore  I  do  it;  and,  I  make  no  doubt, 
The  reft  will  ne'er  come  in,  if  he  be  out. 
Tliere's  no  fuch  fport,  as  fportby  fport  o'erthrown  ; 
To  make  theirs  ours,  and  ours  none  but  our  own  ; 
So  fhall  we  ftay,  mocking  intended  game  ; 
And  they,  well  mock'd,  depart  away  with  fhame. 

{_Sound, 

Boyd.    The  trumpet  founds:    be  mafk'd,  the 
mafkers  come.  [TAe  ladies  majk. 

Enter  the   King,  Biron,  LongaviUe,  and  Dumain, 
difginfcd  like  Mofcovitcs  j  Moth  with  mujic^  tsfc 

Moth.        All  hail,   the  richefl:  beauties  on  the 
canh  !" 
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Boyet,  Beauties  no  richer  than  rich  taffata. 
.  Moth,  "  A  Jioly  parcel  of  the  faireft  dames, 

[The  ladies  turn  their  backs  to  him. 
That  everturn'd  their — hacks — to  mortal  views." 
Biro??,  Their  eyes,  villain,  their  eyes. 
Moth,      That  ever  turn'd  their  eyes  to  mortal 
viev/s ! 
f  Out—" 

Boyet.  True ;  out,  indeed. 

Moth,     Out  of  your  favours,  heavenly  fpirits, 
vouchfafe 
"  Not  to  behold — " 

Bit  on.  Once  to  behold,  rogue. 

Moth,  "  Once  to  behold  with  your  fun-beamed 

eyes, 

Vv^ith  your  fun-beamed  eyes — " 
Boy?i.  They  will  not  anfwer  to  that  epithet ; 
Ycu  were  beil  call  it  daughter-beamed  eyes. 

Moth,  They  do  not  mark  me,  and  that  brings  me 
out. 

Biron,  Is  this  yeur  perfe6lnefs  ?  be  gone,  you 
rogue. 

F.of,  What  would  thefe  ftrangers  ?  knew  their 
minds,  Boyet : 
If  they  do  fpeak  our  language,  'tis  our  will 
1  hat  fome  plain  man  recount  their  purpofes  : 
Knoww^hat  they  would. 

Boyet,  What  would  you  with  theprincefs? 

Biron,  Nothing  but  peace  and  gentle  vihtation. 

Rof.  What 'would  they,  fay  they  ? 

Eoyct.  Nothing  but  ptace  and  gentle  vifitation. 

Rcf,  Why,  that  they  have  ;  and  bid  them  fo  be 
gone. 

Boyet.  She  fays,  you  have  it ,  and  you  may  be  gone. 
B'in''       \  io  her,  we  have  mcafured  many  m.iks, 

'  X  re  w  i  t  h  heron  t  h  i  s  g  r  a  fs . 
.  _  ;  .  .    .y  fay,  that  they  have  mcafur'd  ir^any  a 
n-.ile, 
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To  tread  amcafurc  with  you  on  tliis  grafs. 

Rof.  It  is  not  f o  :  Afkthcm,  how  many  inches 
Is  in  one  mile  :  if  they  have  meafur'J  many, 
The  mcafure  then  of  one  is  eafily  told, 

Boyet,  If,   to  come  hither  you  have  meafur'd 
miles, 

And  many  miles ;  the  princefs  bids  you  tell, 
How  many  ir  chcs  do  fill  up  one  mile. 

Biro7i,  Tell  her,  we  meafure  them  by  weary  fteps. 

Boyet,  She  hears  herfelf. 

Rqf.  How  many  weary  fleps, 
Of  many  v/eary  miles  you  have  o'ergonc, 
Are  number'd  in  the  travel  of  one  mile  ? 

Biron,  We  number  nothing  that  we  fpend  for  you  ; 
Our  duty  is  fo  rich,  fo  infinite, 
I'hat  we  may  do  it  ftiil  without  accompt. 
Vouch  fa  fe  to  fnew  the  funfliine  of  your  face, 
That  we,  like  favages,  may  worfhip  it. 

Rof,  My  facef  is  but  a  moon,  and  clouded  too. 

King.  Blclfed  are  clouds,  to  do  as  fuch  clouds  do  I 
Vouchlafe,  bright  moon,  and  thefe  thy  flars,  to  fhinc 
Thole  clouds  rem.ov'd)  upon  our  watery  eyne, 

Rof,  O  vain  petitioner!  beg  a  greater  matter  ; 
Thou  now  reqijcfl'fl  but  moon-fhine  in  the  water. 

King,  Then  in  our  meafure  do  but  vouchfafe  one 
chmge  : 

Thou  bid'il  me  beg  ;  'this  begging  is  not  ftrange. 

R'f.  I  hyy  mufic,  then  :  nay,  you  mufl;  do  it  foon. 
Not  yet  ; — no  dance  :- — Oius  change  I  like  the  moor.. 

King,  Will  you  not  dance  ?  How  corae  you  thus 
cRrang'd  ? 

R'.f,  You  took  the  moon  at  full ;  but  now  file's 
chang'd. 

King,  Yet  Hill  Ihc  is  the  m.oon,  and  I  tlv-  man. 
The  nuific  plays;  vouchlafe  ionie  motion  lo  it. 
Rof.  Our  ears  voi.chiafe  it. 
Kir.g,  But  yet  your  legs  Hiould  do  it. 
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Rof^  Since  you  are  flrangers,  and  come  here  by 
chance, 

We'll  not  be  nice  :  take  hands  ;— we  will  not  dance. 

King,  Why  take  you  hands  then  ? 

Rof.  Only  to  part  friends  : — 
Court'fy,  fweet  hearts;  and  To  the  meafure  ends. 

King,  More  meaiure  of  this  meafure ;  be  not  nice. 

Rof,  Vv'^e  can  afford  no  more  at  fuch  a  price. 

King,  Prize  yourfelves  then  ;  What  buys  your 
company  ? 

Rof,  Your  ab fence  only. 

King.  That  can  never  be. 

R  J,  Then  cannot  we  be  bought :  And  fo  adieu  : 
Twice  to  your  vifor,  and  half  once  to  you  ! 

King.  If  you  deny  to  dance,  let's  hold  more  cliat. 
Rof,  In  private  then. 
K'.ng.  I  am  beft  pleas'd  with  that. 
Biron,  White-handed  miftrefs,  one  fweet  word 
Vv'ith  thee. 

Prin,  Honey,  and  milk,  and  fugar  ;  there  is  three. 

Biron,  Nay,  then,  two  treys,  (an  if  you  grow  (o  nice.) 
Metheglia,  wort,  and  malmfey  : — Well  run,  dice  ! 
There's  half  a  dozen  fweet s. 

Prin,  Seventh  fweet,  adieu  ! 
Since  you  can  cog,  Til  play  no  more  with  you. 

Biron,  One  word  in  fecret. 

Prin,  Let  it  not  be  f^A'eet.  * 

Biron,  Thou  griev' ft  m.y  gall. 

Prin,  Gall  ?  bitter. 

Biron,  Therefore  meet. 

Dum,  Will  you  vouchfafe  with  me  to  charge  si 

word  ? 
Mar',  Name  it. 
Dura,  Fair  lady, — 
Mar,  Say  you  fo  ? — fair  lord. — 
Take  that  for  your  fair  lady. 

Dum.  Fleafe  it  you, 
As  much  in  private,  and  I'll  bid  adieu. 
Kath,  What,  v/as  your  vifor  made  without  a  tongue? 
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Long,  I  know  the  reafon,  ladv,  why  you  aflc. 

Kath,  O,  for  your  reafon  !  quickly,  fir;  lion?. 

Long,  You  have  a  double  tongue  within  your  mafk, 
And  would  afford  my  fpeechlefs  vifor  half. 

Kath,  Veal,  quoth  the  Dutchman  ; — Is  not  veal 
a  calf  ? 

Long,  A  calf,  fair  lady  ? 

Kath,  No,  a  fair  lord  calf. 

Long,  Let's  part  the  word. 

Kath,  No,  I'll  not  be  your  half  : 
Take  all,  and  wean  it ;  it  may  prove  an  ox. 

Long,  Look,  how  you  butt  youd'elf  in  thefe  Hiarp 
mocks  ! 

Will  you  give  horn?,  chaftc  lady  ?  do  not  fo. 

Kath,  Then  die  a  calf  before  your  horns  do  grov/. 
Long,  One  word  in  private  with  you,  ere  I  die. 
Kath,  Bleat  foftly  then,  the  butcher  hears  you  ci  y» 
Boyet,  The  tongues  of  mocking  werxlies  are  as  keen 
As  is  the  razor's  edge  invifible, 
Cutting  a  fmaller  hair  than  may  be  feen  ; 

Above  the  fenfe  of  fenfe  ;  fo  fenfible 
Seemeth  their  conference  ;  their  conceits  h'^vc  wings, 
Fleeter  than  arrows,  bullets,  wind,  thought,  fwiftcr 
things. 

Rof,  Not  one  word  more,  my  maids  ;  break  off, 
break  ofP. 

Biron,  By  heaven,  all  dry-beaten  v.^ith  pure  feoff! 
King,  Farewell,  mad  vvcnciies  ;  you  have  fimple 
wits.  [Exeunt  kiyig^  and  lords, 

Prin,  Tv/cnty  adieus,  my  frozen  Mulcc^vices. — 
Are  thefe  tlie  breed  of  wits  fo  wondered  ai? 

Boyet,  Tapers  they  are,  with  your  fweet  breaths 
pult'd  out. 

Rof,  Well-liking  wits  they  have ;  grofs,  grofs ; 
fat,  fat. 

Prin,  O  poverty  in  Vvit,  kingly-poor  floLii  ! 
Will  they  not,  think  you,  hang  themitlvcs  tv.  night  ? 
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Or  ever,  hut  in  viforSj  (hcv/  their  faces  ? 
This  pert  P:     ;  .  ■  s  out  of  countenance  quite< 

Rof,  O  !  re  ail  in  lamentable  cafes  ! 

The  king  wa.  u  ceping  ripe  for  a  good  word. 

Prin.  Biron  did  fwear  himiclf  out  of  all  fuit. 

Mcc7\  Dumain  was  at  my  fervice.  and  his  iwcrd  : 
No,  poivl^  quoth  I ;  my  fervant  ftrait  was  mute. 

Kdth,  Lord  Longaville  faid,  I  came  o'er  his  heart, 
And  trow  you,  what  he  call'dme? 

Frin.  Qualm,  perhaps. 

'Kath,  Yes,  in  good  faith. 

Prin,  Go,  ficlmefs  as  thou  art ! 

Rof,  Well,  better  wits  have  worn  plain  flatutc- 
caps. 

But  v;ill  you  hear  ?  the  king  is  my  love  fworn. 

Prin,  And  quick  Biron  hath  plighted  faith  tome, 

Kath,  And  Longaville  was  for  my  fervice  born. 

Mar,  Dumain  is  mine  as  fure  as  bark  on  tree. 

Boyet,  Madam,  and  pretty  mifhreffes,  give  ear : 
Immediately  they  will  again  be  here 
In  tlieir  own  fhapes  ;  for  it  can  never  be, 
'i  licy  will  digefh  this  harfh  indignity. 

Prin,  Will  they  return  ? 

Boyet,  They  will,  they  will,  God  knows ; 
And  leap  for  joy,  though  they  are  lame  with  blows  : 
Therefore,  change  favours  :  and,  when  they  repair, 
Blow  like  fwcet  rofes  in  this  funimer  air. 

Frin.   How,  blew  ?   how,  blow  ?   fpcak  to  be 
underftood. 

Boyet,  Fair  ladies,  mafk'd,  are  rofcs  in  tlieir  bud; 
Difniai];"d,  their  damafk  fweet  conjmixture  fliown. 
Are  angels  vailing  clouds,  or  rofcs  blown. 

Frin,  Avaunt  perplexity  !  What  fn:^!!  vv'e  do 
If  they  return  in  their  own  ihapes  to  woo  ? 

Rof,  Good  madam,  il  ' .  ou'll  be  advis'd, 
Let's  mock  them  iiill.  ?.-  wn,  as  difauis'd  : 

Let  us  complalr  t'"^  "  ■ 
Dilguis'd  like  1..^...  .  .... 
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And  wonder,  what  they  were ;  and  to  what  end 
'ilicn-  fhallow  fhows,  and  prologue  vilely  penn'd, 
And  their  rough  carriage  fo  ridiculous, 
Should  be  prelented  at  our  tent  to  us. 

Boyet.  Ladies,  withdraw  ;  the  gallants  arc  at  hand. 

Frin.  Whip  to  our  tents,  as  roes  run  o'er  the  land. 

^Exeunt  ladies. 

Enter  iht  King,  Biron,  Longaville,  and  Dumain.  in 
their  own  habits. 

King.  Fair  fir,  God  fave  you  !  Where's  the  prin- 
ccls  ? 

Boyet,  Gone  to  her  tent :  Pleafe  it  your  majefty, 
Command  me  any  fervice  to  her  ? 

King,  That  fhe  vonchfafe  me  audience  for  one 
word. 

Boyet,  I  will :  and  fo  will  fhe,  I  know,  my  lord. 

\_Exit, 

Biron,  This  fellow  picks  up  wit,  as  pigeons  peas  ; 
And  utters  it  again,  when  Jove  doth  pleafe  : 
He  is  wit's  pedlar  !  and  retails  his  wares 
At  wakes,  and  waffols  meetings,  markets,  fairs  ; 
And  we  that  fell  by  grois,  the  Lord  doth  know. 
Have  not  the  grace  to  grace  it  with  luch  (how. 
This  grdbmt  pins  the  wenches  on  his  ficeve ; 
Had  he  been  Adam,  he  had  tempted  Eve  : 
He  can  carve  too,  and  lifp  :  Whv,  this  is  he, 
That  kiis^d  away  his  hand  in  courteiy  ; 
This  is  the  ape  of  form,  monfieur  the  nice, 
That,  when  he  plays  at  tables,  chides  the  dice 
In  honourable  terms ;  nay,  he  can  fing 
A  mean  mod  meanly;  and,  in  uOiering, 
Mend  him  who  can  :  the  ladies  call  him  fweet; 
I'he  flairs,  as  he  treads  on  them,  kifi-  his  feet : 
This  is  the  flower  that  fmiles  on  every  one, 
To  fhew  his  tseth  as  white  as  whale  his  bone  :— 
And  confciences,  that  will  not  die  in  debt, 
Pay  him  the  due  of  honcy-tongued  Boyet, 

Vol.  n.  o 
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King.  A  blifter  on  his  fweet  tongue,  with  my 
heart, 

That  put  Armado's  page  out  of  his  part ! 

Enter  the  Princefs^  Rofaline.  Maria.  Katharine^ 
Boyet^  and  attendants, 

Biron,  See,  where  it  comes! — Behaviour,  what 
wert  thou, 

Till  this  mad  man  Ihew'd  thee  ?  and  what  art  thou 
now  ? 

King.  All  hail,  fweet  madam,  and  fair  time  of  day  ! 
Prin,  Fair,  in  all  hail,  is  foul,  as  I  conceive. 
King,  Confhrue  my  fpeeches  better,  if  you  may. 
Prin.  Then  wifh  me  better,  I  will  give  you  leave. 
King,  We  came  to  vifit  you  ;  and  purpofe  now  to 
lead  you  to  our  court :  vouchfafe  it  then. 

Prin.  This  field  fhall  hold  me  ;  and  fo  hold  your 
vow  : 

Nor  God,  nor  I,  delight  in  perjur'd  men. 
King.  Rebuke  me  not  for  that  which  you  provoke. 
The  virtue  of  your  eye  mud  break  my  oath. 

Prin,  You  nick-name  virtue  ;  vice  you  fliould 

have  fpoke ; 
For  virtue's  office  never  breaks  men^s  troth. 
Now,  by  my  maiden  honour,  yet  as  pure 

As  the  unfuUy'd  lily,  I  proteft, 
A  world  of  torments  though  1  fhould  endure, 

I  would  not  yield  to  be  your  houfe's  gueft: 
So  much  I  hate  a  breaking  caufe  to  be 
Of  heavenly  oaths,  vow'd  with  integrity. 
King.  O,  you  have  liv'd  in  defolation  here, 

Unfeen,  unvifited,  much  to  our  fhame. 
Prin.  Not  fo,  my  lord  ;  it  is  not  fo,  I  fwear ; 
We  have  had  paftimes  here,  and  pleafant  game  ; 
A  mefs  of  Ruffians  left  us  but  of  late. 
King.  How,  madam?  Ruffians? 
Prin.  Ay,  in  truth,  my  lord; 
Trim  gallants,  full  of  courtffiip,  and  of  flate. 
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Rof.  Madam,  fpeak  true  :— It  is  not  fo,  my  lord  ; 
My  lady,  (to  the  manner  of  thefe  days) 
In  courtefy,  gives  undeferving  praifc. 
We  four,  indeed,  confronted  were  with  four 
In  Ruflian  habit  :  here  they  ftay'd  an  hour, 
And  talk'd  apace  ;  and  in  that  hour,  my  lord, 
They  did  not  blefs  us  with  one  happy  word. 
1  dare  not  call  them  fools ;  but  this  I  think, 
W'hen  they  arc  thirfhy,  fools  would  fain  have  drink* 

Biron,  This  jeft  is  dry  to  m.e. — Fair,  gentle,  fweet, 
Your  wit  makes  wife  things  foolifh:  when  we  greet 
With  eyes  befl;  feeing  heaven's  fiery  eye, 
By  light  we  lofe  light :  Your  capacity 
Is  of  that  nature,  that  to  your  huge  (lore 
Wife  things  feem  foolifh,  and  rich  things  but  poor. 

Rof,  This  proves  you  wife  and  rich;  for  in  my  eye — 

Biron,  I  am  a  fool,  and  full  of  poverty. 

Rof,  But  that  you  take  what  doth  to  you  belong, 
It  were  a  fault  to  fnatch  words  from  my  tongue, 

Biron.  O,  I  am  yours,  and  all  that  I  pofTefs. 

Rof,  All  the  fool  mine  ? 

Biron,  I  cannot  give  you  lefs. 

Rof,  Which  of  the  vifors  was  it  that  you  wore? 

Biron,  Where  ?  when  ?  what  vifor  ?  why  demand 
you  this  ? 

Rof.  There,  then,  that  vifor  ;  that  fuperfluous  cafe, 
That  hid  the  worfe,  and  fhew'd  the  better  face. 
King,  We  are  defcry'd:  they'll  mock  us  now 

downris[ht. 
Dum,  Let  us  confefs,  and  turn  it  to  a  jeft. 
Prin,  Amaz'd,  my  lord!  Why  looks  your  higli- 

nefs  fad  ? 

Rof,  Help,  hold  his  brows  !  he'll  fwoon  !  Why 

look  you  pale  ? — 
Sea-fick,  I  think,  coming  from  Mufcovy. 

Biron,  Thus  pour  the  flars  down  plagues  for 

perjury. 

Can  any  face  of  brafs  hold  longer  out  ? — 
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Here  ftand  1,  lady ;  dart  thy  flcill  at  me  ; 

Bruife  me  with  fcorn,  confound  me  with  a  flout ; 
Thruft  thy  fharp  wit  quite  through  my  ignorance  ; 

Cut  me  to  pieces  with  thy  keen  conceit ; 
And  I  will  wi'fh  thee  never  more  to  dance, 

Nor  never  more  in  Ruflian  habit  wait, 

0  !  never  will  I  truft  to  fpeeches  penn'd, 

Nor  to  the  motion  of  a  fchool-boy's  tongue ; 
Nor  never  come  in  vifor  to  my  friend  ; 

Nor  woo  in  rhim.e,  like  a  blind  harper's  fong : 
Taffata  phrafes,  filken  terms  precife, 

Three-pil'd  hyperboles,  fpruce  affeftation. 
Figures  pedantical ;  thefe  fummer  flies 

Have  blown  mx  full  of  maggot  oftentation  : 

1  do  forfwear  them :  and  I  here  protefl:, 

By  this  white  glove,  (how  white  the  hand, 
God  knows!) 
Henceforth  my  wooing  mind  fhall  be  exprefs'd 

In  ruffct  yeas,  and  honeft  kerfcy  noes : 
And  to  begin,  wench, — fo  God  help  m.e,  la  ! — 
My  love  to  thee  is  found,  fans  crack  or  flaw, 
Rof.  Sans  sans,  1  pray  you, 
Biron,  Yet  I  have  a  trick 
Of  the  old  rage  : — -bear  v/ith  me,  I  am  fick  ; 
I'll  leave  it  by  degrees.  Soft,  let  us  fee; — 
Write,  Lord  have  mercy  on  us,  on  thofe  three  ; 
They  are  infc6tcd,  in  their  hearts  it  h'cs ; 
Tliey  have  the  plague,  and  caught  it  of  your  eyes  : 
Tbeie  lords  are  vifited;  you  are  not  free, 
For  the  Lord's  tokers  on  you  do  I  lee. 

Frin.  No,  they  are  free,  that  gave  thofe  tokens  to 
us. 

Piron,  Our  dates  are  forfeit,  fi^ek  not  to  undo  us. 
Rof,  It  is  not  lo  :  For  h<:'\v  cr  n  this  be  true, 
That  you  (land  forfeit,  being  thofe  that  fue  ? 

Biron.  r  c-ace  ;  for  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  you, 

Rr>f.  Nor  fnall  not,  if  I  do  as  I  intend. 

Biron,  Speak  for  yourfelves,  my  wit  is  at  an  end. 
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King,  Teach  us,  fweet  madam,  for  our  rude  tranf- 
grefTion 
Some  fair  excufe. 

Prin,  The  faireft  is  confeflion. 
Were  you  not  here,  but  even  now,  difguis'd? 

King.  Madam,  I  was. 

Prin,  And  were  you  well  advis'd  ? 

King.  I  was,  fair  madam. 

Prin.  When  you  then  were  here. 
What  did  you  whifper  in  your  lady's  ear  ? 

King,  That  more  than  all  the  world  I  did  rerpe6b 
her. 

Prin,  When  fhe  fhall  challenge  this,  you  will 
rejeft  her. 

King,  Upon  mine  honour,  no. 

Prin,  Peace,  peace,  forbear  ; 
Your  oath  broke  once,  you  force  not  to  forfv/ear. 

King,  Defpife  me,  when  I  break  this  oath  of  mine. 

Prin,  I  will ;  and  therefore  keep  it ; — Rofaline, 
What  did  the  Ruffian  whifper  in  your  ear? 

Rof.  Madam,  he  fwore,  that  he  did  hold  me  dear 
As  precious  eye-fight ;  and  did  value  me 
Above  this  world :  adding  thereto,  moreover. 
That  he  would  wed  me,  or  elfe  die  my  lover. 

Prin,  God  give  thee  joy  of  him  !  the  noble  lord 
Moft  honourably  doth  uphold  his  word. 

King,  What  mean  you,  madam  ?  by  my  life,  my 
troth, 

I  never  fwore  this  lady  fuch  an  oath. 

Rof,  By  heaven  you  did;  and  to  confirm  it  plain. 
You  gave  me  this ;  but  take  it,  fir,  again. 

King,  My  faith,  and  this,  the  princeis  I  did  give  : 
I  knew  her  by  this  jewel  on  her  fleeve. 

Prin,  Pardon  me,  fir,  this  jewel  did  fhe  wear; 
And  lord  Biron,  I  thank  him,  is  my  dear. — 
What ;  will  you  have  me,  or  your  pearl  again  ? 

Biron,  Neither  of  either;  I  remit  both  twain, — 
I  fee  the  trick  on't ; — Here  was  a  confent, 
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(Knowing  aforehand  of  our  merriment) 
To  dafli  it  like  a  Chriftmas  comedy  : 
Some  carry-tale,  fome  pleafe-man,  Tome  flight  zany, 
Some  mumble-news,   fome  trencher -knight,  fome 
Dick,  

That  fm.iles  his  check  in  years  ;  and  knows  the  trick 
To  make  m.y  lady  laugh,  when  fhe's  difpos'd, — 
Told  our  intents  before:  which  once  difclos'd, 
The  ladies  did  change  favours  ;  and  then  wc, 
Following  the  hgns,  woo'd  but  the  lign  of  fhe. 
Now,  to  our  perjury  to  add  more  terror. 
We  are  again  forfworn :  in  will,  and  error. 
Much  upon  this  it  is  : — And  might  not  you 

\To  Boytt. 

Foreflal  our  fport,  to  make  us  thus  untrue? 
Do  not  you  know  my  lady's  foot  by  the  fquicr, 

And  laugh  upon  the  apple  of  her  eye  ? 
And  ftand  between  her  back,  fir,  and  the  fire, 

Holding  a  trencher,  jefting  merrily  ? 
You  put  our  page  out ;  Go,  you  are  allow'd  ; 
Die  when  you  will,  a  fmock  fhall  be  your  fhrowd. 
You  leer  upon  me,  do  you  ?  there's  an  eye. 
Wounds  like  a  leaden  fw'ord  : 

Boyet,  Full  merrily 
Hath  this  brave  manage,  this  career,  been  run. 

Biron,  Lojhe  is  tilting  ftraight !  Peace;  I  have  done. 

Enter  Cojiard^ 
Welcome,  pure  v/it !  thou  partefh  a  fair  fray. 

Cojt,  O  lord,  fir,  they  would  know, 
Whether  the  three  worthies  fhall  come  in,  or  no. 

Biron,  W'hat,  are  there  but  three? 

Cojl,  No,  fir  ;  but  it  is  very  hne, 
For  every  one  purfents  three. 

Biron,  And  three  times  thrice  is  nine. 

Cojl,  Not  fo,  fir;  under  correftion,  fir;  I  hope 
it  is  not  fo : 
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You  cannot  beg  us,  fir,  I  can  a  dure  you,  fir;  we 
know  what  we  know  : 

1  hope,  fir,  three  times  thrice,  fir,   

Biron,  Is  not  nine. 

Cojt,  Under  corrcftion,  fir,  we  know  whereuntil 
it  doth  amount. 

Biron.  By  Jove,  I  always  took  three  threes  for 
nine. 

Cofi.  O  Lord,  fir,  it  were  pity  you,  fhould  get 
your  living  by  reckoning,  fir. 
Biron,  How  much  is  it  ? 

Cojl.  O  Lord,  fir,  the  parties  themfelves,  the  aftors, 
fir,  will  fhew  whereuntil  it  doth  amount  :  for  my 
own  part,  I  am,  as  they  lay,  but  to  parfcft  one  man 
in  one  poor  man  ;  Pompion  the  great,  fir, 

Biron,  Art  thou  one  of  the  worthies? 

Coft.  It  pleafed  them,  to  think  mx  worthy  of 
Pompion  the  great  :  for  mine  own  part,  I  know  not 
the  degree  of  the  w^orthy  ;  but  I  am  to  flandforhim, 

Biron.  Go,  bid  them  prepare. 

Coji,  We  wmII  turn  it  finely  olf,  fir,  w^c  will  take 
fome  care. 

King.  Biron,  they  will  fhame  us,  let  them  not 
approach.  [Exit  Cojlard, 

Biron,  We  are  fhame-proof,  my  lord  ;  and  'tis 
fome  policy 

To  have  one  fhow  worfe  than  the  king's  and  his 
company. 
King,  I  fay,  .they  fhall  not  come. 
Prin,  Nay,  my  good  lord,  let  me  o'er-rule  you 
now  ; 

Tliat  fport  bed  plea fcs,  that  doth  lead  know  how  ; 
M^here  zeal  drives  to  content,  and  the  contents 
Dies  in  the  zeal  of  tliat  v/hich  il  prefcnts, 
There  form  confounded  makes  mod  form  in  mirtli 
When  great  things  labouring  pcridi  in  their  birth. 
Biron,  It  right  dcfcriptioii  of  our  fport,  my  lord. 
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Enter  Armado, 

A  rfn»  Anointed,  I  implore  fo  much  expence  of  thy 
royal  Tweet  breath  as  will  utter  a  brace  of  words. 

\^Converfes  apart  with  the  King, 
Prin,  Doth  this  m^an  ferve  God? 
Biron,  Why  afl?.  you  ? 

Frin,  He  fpeaks  not  like  a  man  of  God's  making.  - 
Arm,  That's  all  one,  my  fair,  fweet,  honey  mo- 
narch :  for,  I  proteft,  the  fchool-mafter  is  exceeding 
fantaflical  ;  too,  too  vain  ;  too,  too  vain  ;  But  we 
will  put  it,  as  they  fay,  to  fortuna  della  guerra,  I 
wiflr  you  the  peace  of  mind,  mod  royal  coupletnent ! 

King,  Here  is  like  to  be  a  goodprefence  of  wor- 
thies :  He  prefents  He6lor  of  Troy  ;  the  fwain,  Pom- 
pey  the  great ;  the  parifh  curate,  Alexander,  Arma- 
do's  page,  Hercules  ;  the  pedant,  Judas  Macchabaeus. 
And  if  thefe  four  worthies  in  their  firfl:  fhow  thrive, 
Thefe  four  will  change  habits,  and  prefent  the  other 
five. 

Biron,  There  is  five  in  the  firfl  fhow. 
King,  You  are  deceived,  'tis  not  fo. 
Biron,  The  pedant,  the  braggart,  the  hedge-prieft^ 
the  fool,  and  the  boy  :  

A  bare  throw  at  novum;  and  the  whole  world  again, 
Cannot  prick  out  five  fuch,  take  each  one  in  his  vein. 
King,  The  fhip  is  under  fail,  and  here  fhe  comes 
amain.        \_P  age  ant  of  the  Nine  Worthies. 

Enter  Cojtard for  Pompey, 

Cojl,      I  Pom.pey  am;"  

Bcyct,  You  lie,  you  are  not  he. 

Cofi,      I  Pompey  am,"  • 

Boyet,  With  libbard's  head  on  knee. 
Biron,  Well  faid,  old  m-ocker ;  I  muft  needs  be 
friends  with  thee. 

6'^/' I. Pompey  am, Pompey  furnamed  the  Big," — 
Durri,  The  great. 


AEl  V,  love's  labour's  Losr,  165 

Cojl,  It  is  great ^  fir  : — ''Pompey  furnam'd  the  great; 
That  oft  in  field,  with  targe  and  fhield,  did  make 

my  foe  to  fweat ; 
And,  travelHng  along  this  coafl;,  I  here  am  come 

by  chance ; 

And  lay  my  arms  before  the  legs  of  this  fweet 
lafs  of  France." 
If  your  ladyfhip  would  fay.  Thanks,  Pompey,  I  had 
done. 

Prin.  Great  thanks,  great  Pompey. 

Cojl,  'Tis  not  To  much  worth ;  but,  I  hope,  I  was 
perfeft :  1  made  a  little  fault  in,  great, 

Biron,  My  hat  to  a  half-penny,  Pompey  proves 
the  bell  worthy. 

Enter  Nathaniel  for  Alexander, 

Nath,  "  When  in  the  world  I  liv'd,  1  was  the 
world's  commander  ; 
^'  By  cad,  weft,  north,  and  fouth,  I  fpread  my  con- 
quering might  : 
*'  My  fcutchcon  plain  declares,  that  I  am  Alifander." 

Boyet,  Your  noie  fays,  no,  you  are  not ;  for  it 
ftands  too  right. 

Biron.  Your  nofe  fmells,  no,  in  this  moft  tender 
fmelling  knight, 

Prin,  I'he  conqueror  is  difmay'd  :  Proceed,  good 
Alexander.. 

Nath,  When  in  the  world  I  liv'd,  I  was  the 
world's  commander," — 

Boyet,  Mod  true,  'tis  right;  you  were  fo,  Alifander, 

Biron,  Pompey  the  great,-  

Coft,  Your  fervant,  and  Coflird. 

Biron,  Takeaway  the  conquerer,  take  away  Ali- 
fander. 

Cof,  O,  hr,  you  have  overthrown  Alifander  tlie 
conquerer  !  \  To  Nath.]  You  will  be  fcraped  out  of 
the  pairited  cloth  for  this  :  your  lion,  that  holds  his 
poll-ax  fitting  on  a  cl'v)^>-flQol,  will  be  given  to  A- 
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jax  ;  he  will  then  be  the  ninth  worthy.  A  con- 
qvierer.  and  afeard  to  fpeak !  run  away  for  (liame, 
-Alifander.  \Exit  Nath~\  There,  an  't  fhall  pleafe 
you  !  a  fooHfh  mild  man,  an  honeft  man,  look  you, 
and  foon  dafh'd  !  He  is  a  marvellous  good  neighbour 
in  footh  ;  and  a  very  good  bowler  :  but  for  Alifan- 
der, alas,  you  fee,  how  'tis  ; — a  little  o'erparted  : — 
But  there  are  worthies  a-coming  will  fpeak  their 
mind  in  fome  other  fort. 

Biron,  Stand  afide,  good  Pompey. 

Enter  Holof ernes  for  jiidas,  and  Moth  for  Hercules^ 
HoL    Great  Hercules  is  prefented  by  this  imp, 
Whofe  club  kill'd  Cerberus,  that  three-headed 

"  canus  J 

"  And,  when  he  was  a  babe,  a  child,  a  fhrlmp, 

"  Thus  did  he  ftrangle  ferpents  in  his  ynanus 

Qiioniam^  he  feemeth  in  minority  ; 

Ergo^  I  come  with  this  apology." — 
[To  Moth,']  Keep  fome  (late  in  ihy  exit ^  and  vanifh. 

BoL  Judas  I  am,'' —  [_Exit  Moth, 

Dum,  A  Judas  ! 

HoL  Not  Ifcariot,  fir. — 

Judas  I  am,  ycleped  Macchabaeus." 

Dinn,  Judas  Macchabaeus  dipt,  is  plain  Judas. 

Biron,  A  kifling  traitor: — How  art  thou  prov'd 
Judas  ? 

Hoi,  Judas  I  am," — 

Dum,  The  more  fhame  for  you,  Judas. 

HoL  What  mean  you,  fir? 

Boyet,  To  make  Judas  hang  himfelf. 

JHoL  Begin,  fir  ;  you  are  my  elder. 

Biron.  Well  followed  ;  Judas  was  hang'd  on  aa 
elder. 

HoL  I  will  not  be  put  out  of  countenance. 
Biron,  Becaufe  thou  hafl  no  face. 
HoL  What  is  this? 
Boyet,  A  cittern  head. 
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Dum.  The  head  of  a  boclkin. 
Biron,  A  death's  face  in  a  ring. 
Long,  The  face  of  an  old  Roman  coin,  fcarce  fccn, 
Boyet,  The  pummel  of  Caeiar's  faulchion. 
Dum,  The  carv*d-bone  face  on  a  flaflc. 
Biron,  St.  George's  half-check  in  a  brooch. 
Dum,  Ay,  and  in  a  brooch  ©f  lead. 
Biron,  Ay,  and  worn  in  the  cap  of  a  tooth-drawer  ; 
And  now,  forward  ;  for  we  have  put  thee  in  coun- 
tenance. 

Hoi.  You  have  put  me  out  of  countenance, 
Biron.  Falfe ;  we  have  given  ihee  faces. 
Hoi,  But  you  have  out-fac'd  them  all. 
Biron,  An  thou  wert  a  lion,  we  would  do  fo. 
Boyet,  Therefore,  as  he  is,  an  afs,  let  him  go. 
And  fo  adieu,  fweet  Jude!  nay,  why  doftthou  flay  ? 
Dum,  Yor  the  latter  end  of  his  name.  . 
Biron,  For  the  afs  to  the  Jude  ;  give  it  him  : — 

Judas,  away. 
Hoi,  This  is  not  generous,  not  gentle,  not  humble, 
Boyet,  A  light  for  monfieur  Judas;  it  grows  dark, 

he  may  ftumble. 
Prin.  Alas,  poor  Macchabasus,  how  he  hath  been 

baited  ! 

Enter  Ar^nado^  for  Hector, 

Biron.  Hide  thy  head,  Achilles  ;  here  comes 
Heftor  in  arms. 

Dum,  Though  my  mocks  come  home  by  me,  I 
will  now  be  merry. 

King,  Heftor  was  but  a  Trojan  in  refpeft  of  this, 

Boyet,  But  is  this  Plcftor  ? 

Dum,  I  think,  Hc£lor  was  not  fo  clean  timber'd. 

Long,  His  leg  is  big  for  Hc6lor. 

Dum,  More  calf,  certain. 

Boyet.  No  ;  he  is  bcft  indu'd  in  the  fmall, 

Biron.  This  can't  be  Hcclor. 

Duvi,  He's  a  god  or  a  painter  ;  for  he  makes  faces. 
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Arm,  "  The  armipotent  Mars,  of  lances  the  al- 
misrhty, 
"  Gave  Hedor  a  gift. — " 
Dum,  A  gilt  nutmeg. 
Biron,  A  lemon. 
Long,  Stuck  v/ith  cloves. 
Dum,  No,  cloven. 

Arm,  Peace !      The  armipotent  Mars,  of  lances 

the  alni'ghty, 
^"  Gave  Heftor  ?  gift,  the  heir  of  Ilion  ! 
A  man  To  brsath'd.  hat,  certain  he  would  fight,  yea, 
From  morn  til!  night,  out  of  his  pavilion, 
am  that  flower, — " 
Dum,  Tb  «t  mint. 
Lovf^,  That  columbine. 

Arvi,  Sweet  lord  Long^aville,  rein  thy  tongue. 

Long,  I  mufl  rather  give  it  the  rein  ;  for  it  runs 
againft  Hrftor, 

Duvi,  Av,  and  Heftor's  a  greyhound. 

Arm,  The  fweet  war-man  is  dead  and  rotten; 
fweet  chucks,  heat  not  the  bones  of  the  biiried  : 
wlien  lie  hreiUli'd,  he  was  a  man — Bvit  I  will  for- 
ward with  my  device  ;  [7^  the  Frincefs,j(wc€t  roy- 
aliv.  heftow'on  me  the  fenfe  of  hearing. 

Prin,  Srcak,  brave  Heftor ;  we  are  much  de- 
lighted, 

J^rm,  I  do  adore  tl  y  fweet  grace's  flipper. 
Box  I,  Loves  her  by  tlie  foot. 
Dvm,  Ke  may  not  by  the  yard. 
A^rm,  '-This  Ilcftor  far  fui mounted  Hannibal, — " 
Cojl,  The  pany  is  gone,  fellow  Hc6lor,  ihe  is 
gone,  fhe  is  two  months  on  her  way. 
Arm-,  Vv'hat  mean'll  thou  ? 

Cojl,  Fllith,  unlels  you  play  the  honed  Trojan, 
the  poor  Vv'Cnch  is  caft  aw^ay  :  (he's  quick  ;  the  child 
brags  in  her  belly  already  ;  'tis  yours. 

Arjn,  Doll  thou  infam.onizc  mc  among  potentates  ? 
thou  fhalt  die. 


Aa  V. 


LOVERS  labour's  LOST. 


Coji,  Then  fliall  Hcftor  be  whipped,  for  Jaqup- 
nctta  that  is  quick  by  him  ;  and  hang'd,  for  Pom- 
pey  that  is  dead  by  him. 

Dum,  Mo  ft  rare  Pompey ! 

Boyet,  Renowned  Pompey ! 

Biron.    Greater  than  great,   great,   great,  great 
Pompey  !  Pompey  the  huge  ! 
Du7n,  Heftor  trembles. 

Biron.  Pompey  is  mov'd : — More  Ates.  more  Atcs : 
fiir  them  on,  ftir  them  on  ! 

Dum,  Heftor  will  challenge  him. 

Biron,  Ay,  if  he  have  no  more  man's  blood  in'* 
belly  than  will  fup  a  flea.  - 

Arm,  By  the  north  pole,  I  do  challenge  thee. 

Coji,  I  will  not  fight  with  a  pole,  like  a  northera 
man  :  I'll  flafh  ;  Til  do't  by  the  fword: — I  pray  you, 
let  me  borrow  my  arms  again. 

Dum»  Room  for  the  incenfed  worthies. 

Cofl.  I'll  do  it  in  my  fliirt.  - 

Dum,  Moft  refolute  Pompey  ! 

Moth,  Mailer,  let  me  take  you  a  button-hole  lower. 
Do  you  not  fee,  Pompey  is  uncafing  for  the  combat  ? 
What  mean  you  ?  you  will  lofe  your  reputation. 

Arm,  Gentlemen,  and  foldiers,  pardon  me  ;  I  f 
will  not  combat  in  my  fhirt. 

Dum,  You  may  not  deny  it ;  Pompey  hath  made 
the  challenge. 

Arm,  Sweet  bloods,  I  both  may  and  will. 

Biron,  What  rcafon  have  you  for't  ? 

Arm,  The  naked  truth  of  it  is,  1  have  no  fiiirt  ; 
1  go  woolward  for  penance. 

Boytt,  True,  and  it  was  enjoin'd  him  in  Rome 
for  want  of  linen  :  fince  when,  I'll  be  fworn,  lie 
wore  none,  but  a  difh-clout  of  Jaquenetta's  \  and 
that  a'  wears  next  his  heart  for  a  favour. 

Enter  Mercade, 

Mer,  God  fave  you,  madam ! 
Prin,  M'clcomc,  Mercade  ; 
Vol.11.  P 
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But  that  thou  interrupt'ft  our  merriment, 

Mer.  I  am  forry,  madam  ;  for  the  news  I  bring. 
Is  heavy  in  my  tongue.    The  king  your  father  

Prin,  Dead,  for  my  life. 

Mcr,  Even  fo  :  my  tale  is  told. 

Biron,  Worthies,  away  ;  the  fccne  begins  to  cloud. 

Arm,  For  mine  own  part,  I  breathe  free  breath  : 
I  have  feen  the  days  of  wrong  through  the  little 
hole  of  difcretion,  and  I  will  right  myfelf  like  a 
i'olflier.  ^       [Exeunt  Worthies, 

King,  How  fares  your  majefty 
.    Prin.  Boyet,  prepare  ;  I  will  away  to-night.  " 

King,  Madam,  not  \o\  I  do  befeech  you,  fliay. 

Prin.  Prepare,  I  fay. — I  thank  you,  gracious  lords, 
For  all  your  fair  endeavours  ;  and  entreat, 
Out  of  a  new-lad  foul,  that  you  V(  uchfafe, 
In  your  richwiidom,  to  excufe,  or  hide, 
The  liberal  oppofition  of  our  fpirits: 
If  over-boldly  we  have  borne  ourlelves 
In  the  converfe  of  breath,  your  gentlenefs 
Was  guilty  of  it. —  Farewell,  worthy  lord! 
A  heavy  heart  bears  not  an  humble  tc  ngue  : 
Excufe  me  fo,  coming  fo  fhort  of  th^inks 
For  my  gre'r  t  fuit  lo  eafily  obtain'd. 

King.  The  extreme  parts  of  time  eytrcmely  forms 
All  caufes  to  the  purpofe  of  his  fpeed; 
And  often,  at  his  very  loofe,  decides 
That  which  long  procels  could  not  arbitrate : 
And  though  the  mourning  brow  of  progeny 
Forbid  the  fmiling  courtely  of  love 
The  holy  fuit  which  fain  it  would  convince  ; 
Yet,  fmce  love's  argument  was  firfl  on  foot, 
liCt  not  the  cloud  of  forrow  juflile  it 
From  what  it  purposed ;  fmce,  to  wail  friends  loft, 
Is  not  by  miuch  fo  wholefome,  profitable, 
As  to  rejoice  at  friends  but  newly  found. 

Prin.  I  underftandyou  not,  my  griefs  are  double. 

Biron,  Honcft  plain  words  beft  pierce  the  ear  of 
grief  i— 
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And  by  thefe  badges  underftand  the  king. 

For  your  fair  fakes  have  we  neglefted  time, 

Play'd  foul  play  with  our  oaths  ;  your  beauty,  ladies, 

Hath  much  deform'd  us,  fafhioning  our  humours 

Even  to  the  oppofed  end  of  our  intents; 

And  what  in  us  hath  feem'd  ridiculous, 

As  love  is  full  of  unbefitting  drains  ; 

All  wanton  as  a  child,  fkipping,  and  vain  ; 

Form'd  by  the  eye,  and,  therefore,  like  the  eye. 

Full  of  fhraying  fhapes,  of  habits,  and  of  forms. 

Varying  in  fubjefts  as  the  eye  doth  roil 

To  every  varied  objc6l  in  his  glance  : 

Which  party-coated  prefencc  of  loofe  love. 

Put  on  by  us,  if,  in  your  heavenly  eyes,  ^ 

Have  mifbecom'd  our  oaths  and  gravities, 

Thofe  heavenly  eyes,  that  look  into  thefe  faults, 

Suggcfted  us  to  make  :  Therefore,  ladies, 

Our  love  being  yours,  the  error  that  love  makes 

Is  likewife  yours:  we  to  ourfelves  prove  falfe, 

By  being  once  falfe  for  evei  to  be  true 

To  thofe  that  make  us  both,  fair  ladies,  you  ; 

And  even  that  falfhood,  in  itfelf  a  fin. 

Thus  purifies  itfelf,  and  turns  to  grace, 

Prin,  We  have  receiv'd  your  letters,  full  of  love  ; 
Your  favours,  the  embaffadors  of  love; 
And,  in  our  maiden  council,  rated  them 
At  courtfhip,  pleafant  jefh,  and  courtefy, 
As  bombafl  and  as  lining  to  the  time  : 
But  more  devout  than  this,  in  our  refpefts, 
Have  we  not  been  ;  and  therefore  met  your  loves 
In  their  own  fafhion,  like  a  merriment, 

Dum»  Our  letters,  madam,  fliew'd  much  more 
than  jeft. 

Long,  So  did  our  looks, 

Rof,  We  did  not  quote  them  fo. 

King,  Now,  at  the  latefl  minute  of  the  hour. 
Grant  us  your  loves, 

Prin,  A  time,  mcthinks,  too  fhort 
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To  make  a  world  without-end  bargain  in  : 
No,  no,  my  lord,  your  grace  is  perjur'd  much. 
Full  of  dear  guiltinefs ;  and  therefore,  this. 
If-  for  my  love  (as  there  is  no  fuch  caufe) 
You  will  do  aught,  this  fhall  you  do  for  me  : 
Your  oath  I  will  r\9t  truft :  but  go  with  fpeed 
To  fome  forlorn  and  naked  hermitage, 
Remote  from  all  the  pleafures  of  the  world ; 
There  rtay,  until  the  twelve  celeftial  figns 
Have  brought  about  their  annual  reckoning  : 
If  this  auftere  inlociable  life 
Change  not  your  offer  made  in  heat  of  blood  ; 
If  froRff,  and  falls,  hard  lodging,  and  thin  v/eeds, 
Nip  not  the  gaudy  bloflcms  of  your  love ; 
But  that  it  bear  this  trial,  and  lad  love; 
Then,  at  the  expiration  of  the  year, 
Come  challenge,  challenge  me  by  thefe  deferts, 
And.  by  this  virgin-palm,  now  kifTmg  thine, 
I  will  be  thine  :  and,  till  that  inftant,  fhut 
My  woeful  felf  up  in  a  mourning  houfe  ; 
Raining  ihe  tears  of  lamentation 
For  the  remem.brance  of  my  father's  death. 
If  this  thou  do  deny,  let  our  hands  part  ; 
Neither  entitled  in  the  other's  heart. 

King,  If  this,  or  more  than*this,  I  would  denj, 
1  o  flatter  up  thefe  powers  of  mine  with  reft. 
The  fuddcn  hand  of  death  clofe  up  mine  eye  ! 
Hence  ever  then  my  heart  is  in  thy  breaO , 

Biroji,  And  what  to  me,  my  love?  and  what  to 
me  ? 

Rof.  You  mufl  be  purged  too,  your  fins  arc  rank  ; 
You  are  attaint  with  fault  and  perjury  : 
Therefore,  if  you  my  favour  mean  to  get, 
A  twelve  month  fhall  you  fpend,  and  never  reft, 
But  feek  the  weary  beds  of  people  Tick, 

Dura,.  But  what  to  me,  my  love  ?  but  what  tome? 

Kath,  A  wife  ! — a  beard,  fair  health,  and  honc/ly  : 
With  three-fold  love  I  wifh  you  all  thefe  three. 
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Dum.  O5  fhall  I  fay,  I  thank  you,  gentle  wife? 

Kath,  Not  fo,  my  lord  ; — a  twelve-month  and  a  day 
ril  mark  no  words  that  fmooth-fac'd  wooers  fay  : 
Come  when  the  king  doth  to  my  lady  come, 
Then,  if  I  have  much  love,  I'll  give  you  fomc. 

Dum,  I'll  ferve  thee  true  and  faithfully  till  then. 

Kath.  Yet  fwear  not,  left  you  be  forfworn  again. 

Long.  What  fays  Maria  ! 

Mar,  At  the  twelve-month's  end, 
I'll  change  my  black  gown  for  a  faithful  friend. 

Long,  I'll  ftay  with  patience ;  but  the  time  is  long 

Mar,  Thp  liker  you  ;  few  taller  are  fo  young. 

Biron,  Studies  my  lady  ?  miftrefs,  look  on  me, 
Behold  the  window  of  my  heart,  mine  eye, 
What  humble  fuit  attends  thy  anfwer  there ; 
Impofe  fome  fervice  on  me  for  thy  love, 

Rof,  Oft  have  I  heard  of  you,  my  lord  Biron, 
Before  I  faw  you  :  and  the  world's  large  tongue 
Proclaims  you  for  a  man  replete  v/ith  mocks ; 
Full  of  comparifons,  and  wounding  flouts  ; 
Which  you  on  all  eftates  w^ill  execute 
That  lie  within  the  mercy  of  your  wit  : 
To  weed  this  wormwood  from  your  fruitful  brain, 
And  therewithal,  to  win  me,  if  you  pleafe, 
(Without  the  which  I  am  not  t©  be  won) 
You  fiiall  this  twelve-month  term  from  day  to  day 
\^ifit  the  fpeechlefs  fick,  and  ftill  converfc 
With  groaning  wretches  ;  and  your  tafk  (hall  be, 
With  all  the  fierce  endeavour  of  your  wit, 
To  enforce  the  pained  impotent  to  fmile. 

Biron.  To  move  wild  laughter  in  the  throat  of 
death  ? 

cannot  be  ;  it  is  impoffible  : 
Mirth  cannot  move  a  foul  in  agony. 

Rof,  Why,  that's  the  way  to  choak  a  gibing  (pirit, 
Whole  influence  is  begot  of  that  loofe  grace, 
Which  fhallow  laughing  hearers  give  to  fools  : 
A  jefl's  profperity  lies  in  tlie  ear 
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Of  him  that  hears  it,  never  in  the  tongue 
Of  him  that  makes  it then,  if  fickly  ears, 
Deaf'd  with  the  clamours  of  their  own  dear  groans, 
Will  hear  your  idle  fcorns,  continue  then, 
And  I  will  have  you,  and  that  fault  withal  ; 
But,  if  they  will  not,  throw  away  that  fpirit, 
And  1  fliall  find  you  empty  of  that  fault, 
Right  joyful  of  your  reformation. 

Biron,  A  twelve-month  ?  well,  befall  what  will 
befall, 

I'll  jeft  a  twelve-month  in  an  hofpital. 

Frin,  Ay,   fweet  my  lord ;  and  fo  I  ^take  my 
leave.  \_To  the  King, 

King,  No,  madam ;  we  will  bring  you  on  your  way. 
Biron,  Our  wooing  doth  not  end  like  an  old  play: 
Jack  hath  not  Jill  :  thefe  ladies'  courtefy 
Might  well  have  made  our  fport  a  comedy. 

King,  Come,  fir,  it  wants  a  twelve-month  and  a 
day. 

And  then  'twill  end. 

Biron,  That's  too  long  for  a  play. 

Enter  Armado, 

Arm,  Sweet  majefty,  vouchfafe  me,— 

Prin,  Was  not  that  Hedor  ? 

Dum,  That  worthy  knight  of  Troy. 

Arm,  1  will  kifs  thy  royal  finger,  and  take  leave  : 
I  am  a  votary ;  I  have  vow'd  to  Jaquenetta  to  hold 
the  plough  for  her  fweet  love  three  year.  But,  mod 
efheemed  greatnel's,  will  you  hear  the  dialogue  that 
the  two  learned  men  have  compiled,  in  praife  of 
the  owl  and  the  cuckow  ?  it  fhould  have  followed 
in  the  end  of  our  fhow. 

King,  Call  them  forth  quickly,  we  will  do  fo. 

Ar7n,  Holla!  approach. — 

Enter  all^  for  the  Song, 
This  fide  is  Hiems  ;  winter. 

This  Ver,  the  fpring  ;  the  one  maintained  by  the 
owl, 
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The  other  by  the  cuckow. 
Ver,  begin. 

SONG. 

SPRING, 

When  daizies  pied^  and  violets  hlut^ 
And  tady-ftnocks  all  filver-zuhite, 

And  cuckow-buds  of  yellow  hue, 

Do  paint  the  meadows  with  delight^ 

The  cuckow  then,  on  every  tree, 

Mocks  marry' d  men,  for  thus  fings  Ae, 
Cuckow  J 

Cuckow,  cuckow, — 0  word  of  Jear^ 
Unpleajing  to  a  married  ear  ! 

When  f  iepherds  pipe  on  oaten  ftraws^ 
And  merry  larks  are  plowmen' s  clocks, 

When  turtles  tread,  and  rooks,  and  daws, 
And  maidens  bleach  their  fummer  ftnocks^ 

The  cuckow  then,  on  every  tree. 

Mocks  married  men,  for  thus  Jings  he, 
Cuckow  J 

Cuckow,  cuckow, ~0  word  of  fear ^ 
UnpLeafingto  a  married  ear  ! 

WINTER. 

When  icicles  hang  by  the  wall, 

And  Dick  the  fiepherd  blozvs  his  nail, 
And  Tom  bears  logs  into  the  hall, 

And  milk  coynes frozen  home  in  pail, 
When  blood  is  nipt,  and  ways  bejoiily 
Then  nightly  fmgs  the  jiaring  owl, 
To-who, 

Tu-whit,  tO'who,  a  merry  note. 
While  greajy  Joan  doth  keel  the  pot. 

When  all  aloud  the  wind  doth  blow, 

And  coughing  drozvns  the  parfon's  fau^^ 
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And  birds  fit  brooding  in  the  fnozo^ 

And  Marian'j-  nofe  looks  red  and  ratv, 
Wlieyi  roaftcd  crabs  hijs  in  the  bowl, 
Then  nightly  fings  the  flaring  owl, 

To- who  s 
Tu-whit,  to-who,  a  merry  note. 
While  grtajy  Joan  doth  keel  the  pot. 

Arm*  The  words  of  Mercury  are  harfh  after  the 
fongs  of  Apollo.    You,  that  way  ;  we,  this  way. 

[Z  xeunt  omnes» 


NOTE. 

In  this  play,  which  all  the  editors  have  concurred  to  cen* 
fure,  and  fome  have  rejctirted  as  unworthy  of  our  poet,  it 
mult  be  confeifed  that  there  are  many  paifages  raeanjchildifh, 
and  vulgar  ;  and  fome  which  ought  not  to  have  been  exhi- 
bited, as  we  are  told  they  were,  to  a  maiden  queen.  But 
there  are  fcattered  through  the  whole  many  fparks  of  ge- 
nius ;  nor  is  there  any  play  tiiat  has  more  evident  rnaEks 
of  the  hand  of  Shakf^eare. 
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MIDSUMMER- NIGHTS  DREAM. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Thefeus,  Duke  of  Athens. 

Egens,  Father  to  Hermia. 

Lyfander,  in  love  with  Hermia. 

Demetrius,  in  love  with  Hermia. 

Philojirate,  Mafler  of  the  Sports  to  Thefeus. 

Quince,  the  Carpenter, 

Snug,  the  Joiner. 

Bottom,  the  Weaver. 

Flute,  the  Bellows-mender. 

Snowt,  the  Tinker, 

Starveling,  the  Taylor. 

Hippolita,  Queen  of  the  Amazons,  betrothed  t® 
Thefeus. 

Hermia,  Daughter  to  Egeus,  in  love  v;ith  Ly- 
fander. 

Helena^  in  love  with  Demetrius. 


Other  Fairies  attending  their  King  and  Queen  :  At- 
tendants  on  Thefeus  and  Hippolita. 


Attendants, 


Oheron,  King  of  the  Fairies. 
Titania,  Queen  of  the  Fairies. 
Puck,  or  Robin- Good/ellozv,^  a  Fairy. 
P,eafe.hloffom.  ^ 


Charafters  in  the  Interlude,  per- 
formed by  the  Clowns. 


Scene,  Athens,  and  a  Wood  not  far  from  it. 
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ACT    I.       SCENE  L 

The  Palace  of  T'mjciis  in  Athens, 
Enter  Thefeus^  }  ippolita^  Fhilojirate^  with  Attendants, 

The,  IVT^W,  fair  Hi|)pc  litn,  our  nuptial  hour 

Dn-.ws  on  apace  ;  four  happy  days  bring  i'n 
Anothcr^^mcon  :  but,  oh,  mrthinks,  how  How 
This  old  moon  wanes!  {lie  liiigns  mysdehres. 
Like  to  a  ftcp-d^me,  or  a  cl-  v, 
Long  withering  out  a  youn^  v..        .  ..i-. 

hip.  Four  days  will  quickly  iLccp  Luemrelyes  in 
nights; 

Four  nights  will  quickly  dream  away  the  tii'  . 
And  then  the  moon,  like  to  a  hlver  bow 
New  bent  in  in  heaven,  fliall  behold  the  night 
Of  c>ur  folemnities. 

The,  Go.  Philoflrate. 
Stir  up  the  Atlienian  youth  to  merriments  ; 
Awake  the  pert  and  nimble  fpirit  of  mirth; 
Turn  melancholy  forth  to  funerals, 
The  pale  comjpanion  is  not  for  our.  pomp. 

*  \  Exit  Phil. 
Hippollta,  1  woo*d  thee  with  my  fword, 
And  won  thy  love,  doing  thee  injuries  ; 
Bvt  1  will  wed  thee  in  another  key, 
V\  ith  pomp,  with  triumph,  and  with  revelling. 

Enter  Egeus^  Hermia^  Lyfander^  and  Demetrius. 
Ege,  Happy  be  Thefeus,  our  renowned  duke  ! 
The.  Thanks,  good  Egcus  :  What's  the  ncw^  with 
thcc  ? 
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Ege,  Full  of  vexation  come  I,  with  complaint 
Againfl  my  child,  my  daughter  Hermia. — 
Stand  forth,  Demetrius  ; — My  noble  lord, 
This  ma'n  hath  my  confent  to  marry  her  : — 
Stand  forth,  Lyfander  ; — and,  my  gracious  duke',' 
This  man  hath  witch'd  the  bofom  of  my  child  : 
Thou,  thou,  Lyfander,  thou  haft:  given  her  rhimes, 
And  interchang'd  love-tokens  with  my  child : 
Thou  haft:  by  moon-light  at  her  window  fung, 
With  feigning  voice,  verfes  of  feigning  love  ; 
And  fl:ol'n  the  impreftion  of  her  fantafy 
With  bracelets  of  thy  hair,  rings,  gawds,  c-onceits, 
Knacks,  trifles,  nofegays,  fweet-meats,  mefiengers 
Of  fbrong  prevailment  in  unharden'd  youth  : 
With  cunning  haft:  thou  filch'd  my  daught^  heart ; 
Turn'd  her  obedience,  which  is  due  to  mjp* 
To  ft:ubborn  harfhnefs : — And,  my  gracious  duke, 
Be  it  fo  flie  will  not  here  before  your  grace 
Confent  to  marry  with  Demetrius, 
I  beg  the  ancient  privilege  of  Athens ; 
As  fhe  is  mine,  I  may  difpofc  of  her  : 
Which  fhall  be  cither  to  this  gentlem.an, 
Or  to  her  death ;  according  to  our  law, 
Im.mediately  provided  in  that  cafe. 

The,  What  fay  you,  Hermia?  be  advis'd,  fair 
m.aid  ? 

To  you  your  father  fhould  be  as  a  god ; 
One  that  compos'd  your  beauties ;  yea,  and  one 
To  whom  you  are  but  as  a  form  in  wax, 
By  him  imprinted,  and  within  his  power 
To  leave  the  figure,  or  disfigure  it. 
Demetrius  is  a  worthy  gentleman. 

iiej\  So  is  Lyfander. 

The,  In  himfelf  he  is  : 
But,  in  this  kind,  wanting  your  father's  voice, 
The  other  mufh  be  held  the  worthier. 

}.er.  I  would  my  father  look'd  but  w^th  my  eyes. 

The,  Rather  your  eyes  mufl  with  his  judgment 
look. 


Aci  7. 


MIDSUMME  R-NIGHt's  DREAM. 


Her,  I  do  intrcat  your  grace  to  pardon  inc. 
I  know  not  by  wliat  power  I  am  made  bold  ; 
Nor  how  it  may  concern  my  modcdy, 
In  fuch  a  prefence  here,  to  plead  my  thoughts; 
But  I  belccch  your  grace,  that  I  may  know 
The  worfk  that  may  befal  me  in  tHis  cafe, 
If  I  refufe  to  wed  Demetrius. 

The,  Either  to  die  the  death,  or  to  abjure 
For  ever  the  fociety  of  men. 
Therefore,  fair  Hermia,  queflion  your  dcfires, 
Knov/  of  your  youth,  examine  well  your  blood. 
Whether,  if  you  yield  not  to  your  father's  choice. 
You  can  endure  the  livei  y  of  a  nun  ; 
For  aye  to  be  in  fhady  cloiftcr  mew'd, 
To  live  a  barren  lifter  all  your  life, 
Chatting  faint  k^mns  to  the  cold  fruitlefs  mioon. 
Thrice  blefled  they,  that  mafter  fb  their  blood. 
To  undergo  fuch  maiden  pilgrimage  : 
But  carthlier  happy  is  the  rofe  diflill'd, 
Than  that,  which,  withering  on  the  virgin  thorn. 
Grows,  lives,  and  dies,  in  fmgle  bleffcdncfs. 

Her.  So  will  I  grow,  fo  live,  fo  die,  my  lord, 
Ere  I  will  yield  my  virgin  patent  up 
Unto  his  lordfl-iip,  to  whole  unwiiTi'd  yoke 
My  foul  confents  not  to  give  fovereignty. 

The,  Take  tim^e  to  paufe  ;  and  by  the  next  new 
moon. 

The  fcaling-dp.y  betwixt  my  love  and  mc, 
i'or  eveilafting  bond  of  fellowOiip) 
Upon  that  di^y  either  prepare  to  die, 
For  dilcbcdience  to  your  father's  will ; 
Or  elfe  to  wed  Dem.etrius,  as  he  would  ; 
Or  on  Dian  I's  alter  to  protcft, 
For  aye,  nufterity  and  fmgle.life. 

Dan,  Relent,  fwect  Hermia  ; — And,  Lyruiuler, 
yield 

Thv  crnz'-d  title  to  UiV  '^-'^■yr\  ri  h^ 
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Lyf.  You  have  her  father's  love,  Demetrius ; 
Let  me  have  Hetmia's:  do  vou  marry  him. 

Ege.  Scornful  Lyianr'  •  ■  he  hath  my  love; 

And  what  is  mjne,  my  1  lerider  him; 

And  fhe  is  mine  ;  and  all  cjy  right  uf  her 
I  do  eftate  unto  Demetrii  s. 

.Lyf.  1  am,  my  lord,  as  well  deriv'd  as  he, 
As  well  polTefsM ;  my  love  is  more'  th-m  his  ; 
My  fortunes  every  w^v  as  faiiJy  r  .:]v\l, 
If  noi.  with  vantagv\  -s  T-.^inetriu:  * ; 
And,  which  is  mo  the:1|^boa{ts  can  be, 

I  am  belcv'd  of  be  lermia  : 

Why  fliould  not  I  ti  cn  purlfX'^te  my  right  ? 
Demetrius,  I'll  avouch  it  to  hi^  he-^d. 
Made  love  to  Nedar's  diughtcf,  Helena, 
And  won  her  foul ;  and  fhe.  hvect  lady,  dote^^* 
Devoutly  dotes,  d^;tes  in  idobtry,^ 
Upon  this  fpotted  and  inconflant  man. 

The.  I  muft  confefs,  that  I  have  heard  fo  much, 
And  w^ith  Demetrius  thought  to  have  fpoke  thereof; 
But,  being  over-full  of  Iclf  affairs. 
My  mind  did  lofe  it. —  But,  Demetrius,  come  ; 
And  come,  flgeus :  you  fhall  go  with  m.e, 
I  have  fomx  private  ichooling  for  you  both. — 
For  you,  fair  Hermia,  Icok  you  aim  yourleif 
To  fit  your  %Licics  to  your  father's  will ; 
Or  elfe  the  law  of  Athens  yeilds  you  up 
(Which  by  no  means  we  may  extenuate) 
To  death,  or  to  ;i  ■/(      of  fingle  life. — 
Come,  my  Hi]:  cheer,  my  love?  — 

Dem^etrius,  anc:  .  '\2;  : 

I  rnufl  employ  y o :  ^  '    a \ .. : ;s 

Again  ft  our  nu?'^  •  c.-.  J'er  \vi:h  you 

Of  fomething  ;  t  concerns  yourfelves. 

E^e\  With  <u.    ^    .     defire,  wx  follow  you. 

[^Exwit  The/,  hip,  EgfAis^  Bern,  and  train » 
Lyf.  How,  now,  my  love  ?  Why  is  your  cheek 
fo  pale  ? 
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How  cKance  the  rofes  there  do  fade  fo  fall  ? 

Her,  Belike,  for  want  of  rain  ;  which  I  could 
well 

Beteem  them  from  the  tempcfl  of  mine  eyes. 

Lyf,  Ah  me  !  for  aught  that  I  could  ever  read 
Could  ever  hear  by  tale  or  hiftory, 
The  courfe  of  true  love  never  did  run  fmooth. 
But,  cither  it  was  different  in  blood  ; 

//dr.  O  crofs!  too  high  to  be  enthrall'd  to  low  ! 

LyJ\  Or  elfe  mifgraffed,  in  refpe6l  of_years  ; 

Her,  O  ipight !  too  old  to  be  engag'd  to  young  ! 

Lyf,  Or  elfe  it  flood  upon  the  choice  of  friends  : 

her^  O  hell  !  to  chufe  love  by  another's  eye  ! 

Zj^^br,  if  there  were  a  fympalhy  in  choice, 
Wa||^^n,  or  ficknefs,  did  lay  fiege  to  it  ; 
M^^^^^Knomej^ary  as  a  found, 
SwimHroiadow,  fhort  as  any  dream  ; 
Brief  as  the  lightning  in  the  colly'd  night. 
That,  in  a  Ipleen,  unfolds  both  heaven  and  earth. 
And  ere  a  man  hath  power  to  fay, — Behold! 
The  jaws  of  darknefs  do  devour  it  up  ; 
So  quick  bright  things  come  to  confufion. 

/  er.  If  then  true  lovers  have  been  ever  crofs'd, 
It  ftands  as  an  edi6l  in  defliny  : 
Then  let  us  teach  our  trial  patience, 
Becaufe  it  is  a  cuflomary  crofs  ; 
As  due  to  love,  as  thoughts,  and  dreams,  and  fighs, 
Wiflrics,  and  tears,  poor  fancy's  followers, 

Ia'/,   a  good  perfuaiion ;    therefore,   hear  me, 
Hermia. 

I  have  a  widow  aunt,  a  downger 
Of  great  revenue,  and  flie  hath  no  child  : 
From  Athens  is  her  houfe  remote  feven  leagues ; 
And  fhe  rcfpcfts  me  as  her  only  fon. 
There,  gentle  Hermia,  may  I  marry  thee ; 
And  to  that  pLice  the  fharp  Athenian  law 
CannT)t  purfue  us:  if  thou  lov'fh  me  then, 
Steal  forth  thy  father's  houfe  to-morrow  nioht ; 
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And,  in  the  wood,  a  league  without  tiie  town, 
Where  I  did  meet  thee  once  with  Helena, 
•  To  do  obfervance  to  a  morn  of  May, 
Ih.cre  will  I  flay  for  tliee. 

her.  My  good  Lyfander! 
I  fwear  to  thee,  by  Cupid's  {Irongefi  bow  ; 
By  his  befl:  arrow  with  the  golden  head ; 
By  the  fimplicity  of  Venus*  doves; 
By  that  which  knitteth  fouls,  and  profpers  loves; 
And  by  that  fire  which  burn'd  the  Carthage  queen, 
When  the  falfe  Trojan  under  fail  was  feenj 
By  all  tlie  vows  that  ever  men  have  broke, 
In  number  more  than  ever  women  fpokc  ;— 
In  that  fame  place  thou  haft  appointed  me,  . 
To-mcrrow  truly  I  v/iil  meet  with  thee, 

Lyf^   Keep  prornife,  love:    Look,  lie|^^|priC5 

EntiT  Helena, 

Iltr,  God  fpecd,  fair  Helena!  Whilhcr  away  ? 

HeL  Call  you  me  fair  ?  that  fair  again  unfay. 
Demetrius  loves  you  fair  :  O  happy  fair  ! 
Your  eyes  are  lode-ftars  ;  and  your  tongue's  fweet  air 
More  tuneable  than  lark  to  fhepherd's  ear. 
When  wheat  is  green,  when  haw-thorn  buds  appear. 
Sicknefs  is. catching;  O,  were  favour  fo  ! 
Yours  w^ould  I  catch,  fair  Hermia,  ere  I  go  ; 
My  ear  fliould  catch  your  voice,  my  eye  your  eye,* 
My  tongue  fhould  catch  your  tongue's  fweet  melody. 
Were  the  world  mine,  Dem.etrius  being  bated, 
The  reft  Til  give  to  be  to  you  tranflated. 
O,  teacii  m.e  how  you  look ;  and  with  what  art 
You  fway  the  m.otion  of  Demetrius'  heart. 

her,  I  frown  upon  him,  yet  he  loves  me  ftill, 

EeL  Oh,  that  your  frowns  would  teach  my  ffniles 
fuch  &1II  I 

Her.  I  give  liim  curfes,  yet  he  gives  me  love. 
HeL  Oh,  that  my  prayers  could  fuch  affgftion 
move ! 
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Her.  The  more  I  hate,  the  more  he  follows  mc, 
HeL  The  more  I  love,  the  more  he  hateth  me. 
Htr,  His  folly,  Helena,  is  no  fault  of  mine. 
HcL  None,  but  your  beauty  ; 'Would  that  fault 
were  mine ! 

Hdr,  Take  comfort ;  he  no  more  fhall  fee  my  face  > 
Lyfander  and  myfelf  will  fly  this  place. — 
Before  the  time  I  did  Lyfander  fee, 
Seem'd  Athens  as  a  paradife  to  me  : 
O  then,  what  graces  in  my  love  do  dwell, 
That  he  hath  turn'd  a  heaven  unto  a  hell ! 

Lyf.  Helen,  to  you  our  minds  we  will  unfold ; 
To-morrow  night,  when  Phoebe  doth  behold 
Her  filver  vifage  in  the  watry  glafs. 
Decking  with  liquid  pearl  the  bladed  grafs, 
(A  tipp  that  lover's  flights  doth  fl:ill  conceal) 
Throil^li  Athens'  gates  have  we  devis'd  to  fleal. 

Her.  And  in  the  wood,  where  often  you  and  I 
Upon  faint  primrofe-beds  were  wont  to  lye, 
limptying  our  bofoms  of  their  counfels  fwell'd  ; 
There  my  Lyfander  and  myfelf  fhall  meet : 
And  thence,  from  Athens,  turn  away  our  eyes, 
To  feek  new  friends  and  ftrangc  companions. 
Farewell,  fweet  playfellow  :  pray  thou  for  us, 
And  good  luck  grant  thee  thy  Demetrius  ! — 
Keep  word,  Lyfander:  we  mufh  fharve  our  fight 
From  lovers'  food,  'till  morrow  deep  midnight. 

lExit  hJcrra, 

Lyf.  I  will,  my  Hermia.— Helena,  adieu  : 
As  you  on  him,  Demetrius  dote  on  you  ! 

{Exit  Lyf 

Hd.  How  happy  fomc,  o'er  other  fome,  can.be! 
Through  Athens  I  am  thought  as  fair  as  fhe. 
But  what  of  that  ?  Demetrius  thinks  not  fo  ; 
He  will  not  know  what  all  but  he  do  know. 
And  as  he  errs,  doting  on  Hermia 's  eyes, 
So  I,  admiring  of  his  qualities. 

Things  bafe  and  vile,  holding  no  quantity,  ^ 

O  2 
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Love  can  tranTpofe  to  form  and  dignity. 

Love  looks  not  with  the  eyes,  but  witli  the  mind  ; 

And  therefore  is  v/ing'd  Cupid  painted  blind  : 

Nor  hath  love's  mind  of  any  judgment  tafte  ; 

Wings,  and  no  eyes,  figure  unheedy  hafte  : 

And  therefore  is  Love  faid  to  be  a  child 

Eecaufe  in  choice  he  is  fo  oft  beguil'd. 

As  waggifh  boys  themfelves  in  game  forfwcar. 

So  the  boy  Love  is  perjur'd  every  where  : 

For  ere  Demetrius  look'd  on  Hermia's  eyne, 

He  haii'd  down  oaths,  that  he  v/as  only  mine  ; 

And  when  this  hail  fome  heat  from  Hermia  felt, 

So  he  dilfolv'd,  and  ftiowers  of  oaths  did  melt. 

I  will  go  tell  him  of  fair  Hermia's  flight  : 

Then  to  the  wood  will  he,  to  morrow  nigiit 

Purfue  her ;  and  for  this  intelligence 

If  1  have  thanks,  it  is  a  dear  expence ; 

J3ut  herein  mean  I  to  enrich  my  pain, 

To  have  his  fight  thither  and  back  again,  [_Exit, 

S  C  E  N  E  n. 

A  Cottage, 

Enter  Ojcince  the  carpenter,  Smig  the  joiner,  Bottom 
the  weaver,  1  lute  the  bellozvs -mender,  Snout  the 
tinker,  and  Starveling  the  taylor, 

Quin,  Is  all  our  company  here? 

Bet,  You  VvXre  be  ft  to  call  them  generally,  man  by 
man,  according  to  tlie  fcrip. 

Ouin,  Here  is  the  fcrowl  of  every  man's  name, 
which  is  thoug^ht  nt,  through  all  Athens,  to  play  in 
our  interlude  before  the  duke  and  dut chefs,  on  his 
wedding-day  at  night. 

Bot,  Firft,  good  Peter  Quince,  ny  wliat  the  play 
treats  on  ;  then  read  the  names  of  the  atlors  ;  and  lo 
prow  to  a  point. 

'  ..  Marry  our  play  is — Therooft)  •  -  -^-co^ 
:::d  moft  cruel  death  of  Pyram--      ...  Iby. 
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Eot,  A  very  good  piece  of  work,  I  afTure  you, 
and  a  merry. — Now,  good  Peter  Quince,  c^ll  forth 
your  attorsby  the  fcrowl ;  Maflers,  iprcad  yourleivcs. 

iluin,  Anfwer,  as  I  call  you: — Nick  Bottom  the 
weaver. 

BoL  Ready :  Name  what  part  I  am  for,  and  pro- 
ceed. 

Ouin,  You,  Nick  Bottom,  are  fet  down  for  Pyra- 
mus. 

Bot.  What  is  Pyramus  ?  a  lover,  or  a  tyrant  ? 
On  in,  A  lover,  that  kills  himfclf  mofh  gallantly  for 
lo\^. 

Bot,  That  will  afk  fome  tears  in  the  true  perform- 
ing of  it :  If  I  do  it,  let  the  audience  look  to  their 
eyes  ;  I  will  move  ftorms,  I  will  condole  in  fome 
mcafure.  To  the  reft  : — Yet  my  chief  humour  is  for 
a  tyrant :  I  could  play  Ercles  larcly,  or  a  part  to  tear 
a  cat  in,  to  make  all  fplit. 

The  raging  rocks, 
And  fhivering  fhocks 
*•  Shall  break  the  locks, 

Of  prifon-gates : 
*^  And  Phibbus'  car 
*^  Shall  fhine  from  far, 
And  make  and  mar 
The  fooliOi  fates." 

This  v/as  lofty  ! — Now  name  the  refh  of  the  players. 
—This  is  Ercles'  vein,  a  tyrant's  vein  \  a  lover  is  mor« 
condoling. 

Oi/nz.  Francis  Flute,  the  bellows-mender. 

Fliu  Here,  Peter  Quince. 

(luin.  You  mu\i  take  Thifby  on  you. 

Flu,  What  is  Thifby  ?  a  wandering  knight  ? 

(luin.  It  is  the  lady  that  Pyramus  mufl  love. 

Flu,  Nay,  faith,  let  me  not  play  a  woman  ;  I  have 
a  beard  coming, 

Oitin,  Thiat's  all  one  ;  yci  flia-ll  plav  it  in  amafl;, 
and  you  may  fpcak  as  lEnull  as  you  will, 
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Bet.  An  I  may  hide  my  face,  let  me  play  Thif- 
by  too:  I'll  (peak  in  a  monflrous  little  voic^  ; — 
"  Thifne,  Thifne, — Ah,  Pyramus,  my  lover  dear; 
"  thy  Thifi)y  dear!  and  lidy  dear!'' 

Q_uin.  No.  no,  you  muft  play  Pyramus,  and,  Flute, 
you  Thiroy. 

Bot,  Well,  proceed. 

Quin,  Robin  Starveling,  the  taylor. 

Star.  Here,  Peter  Quince. 

Qjiin.  Robin  Starveling,  you  muft  play  Thifby's 
mother. — Tom  Snout,  the  tinker. 
Snou.  Here,  Peter  Quince. 

Ouin.  You,   Pyramus's  father;  myfelf,  Thifby*s 

father; — Snug  the  joiner,  you,  the  lion's  part :  

and,  I  hope,  there  is  a  play  fitted. 

S7ii'g,  Have  you  the  lion's  part  written  ?  Pray 
you,  if  it  be,  give  it  me,  for  1  am  flow  of  ftudy. 

Qyin.  You  may  do  it  extempore,  for  it  is  nothing 
but  roaring. 

Bof.  Let  me  play  the  lion  too  :  I  will  roar,  that 
I  will  do  any  man's  heart  good  to  hear  me  ;  I  will 
roar,  that  I  will  make  the  duke  fay,  Let  him  roar 
cgain,  let  him  roar  again, 

Oiiin,  An  you  fliould  do  it  too  terribly,  you  would- 
fright  the  dutchefs  and  the  ladies,  that  they  would 
fliriek  ;  and  that  were  enough  to  hang  us  all. 

All.  That  vv'ould  hang  us  every  mother's  fon. 

Bot.  I  grant  you,  friends  if  that  you  fliould  fright 
the  ladies  out  of  their  wits,  they  would  have  no  mors 
difcretion  but  to  hang  us  :  but  I  will  aggravate  my 
voice  fo,  that  I  will  roar  you  as  gently  as  any  fucking- 
dove  ;  I  will  roar  you  an  'twere  any  nightingale,  - 

(luin.  You  can  play  no  part  but  Pyramus  :  for  Py- 
ramus is  a  fweet-fac'd  man  ;  a  proper  man,  as  one  fhali 
ice  in  a  fummer's  day  ;  a  m.oft  lovely  gentleman-like 
man  ;  therefore  you  mufh  needs  play  Pyramus, 

Bot.  Well,  I  will  undertake  it.  What  beard 
v/ere  I  bed  to  play  it  in  ? 

Qui?i.  WhVj  what  you  will. 
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Eot,  I  will  difcharge  it  in  cither  your  ftraw  co- 
loured beard,  your  orange-taw ney  beard,  your  pur-- 
ple-in-grain  beard,  or  your  Frcnch-crown-colour 
beard,  your  perfe6l  yellow. 

Owm.  Some  of  your  French  crowns  have  no  hair 
at  all,  and  then  you  will  play  bare-fac'd. — But,  maf- 
ters,  here  are  your  parts  :  and  I  am  to  entreat  you,  re- 
queft  you,  and  dcfire  you,  to  con  them  by  to-morrow 
night ;  and  meet  me  in  the  palace  wood,  a  mile  with- 
out the  town,  by  moon-light ;  there  will  we  rehearfe  ; 
for  if  we  meet  in  the  city, we  fhall  be  dog*d  with  com- 
pany, and  our  devices  known.  In  the  mean  time,  I 
will  draw  a  bill  of  properties,  fuch  as  our  play  wants. 
I  pray  you,  fail  me  not, 

Bot,  We  will  mec-t ;  and  there  we  may  rbhearfe 
more  obfcenely,  and  courageoully.  Take  pains  \  b© 
pcrfeft ;  adieu, 

Oiiin,  At  the  duke's  oak  we  meet. 

Bot,  Enough  \  Hold,  or  cut  bow-ftrings. 

[^Exeunt, 


A  C  T    II.       S  C  E  N  E  I. 

A  Wood. 

Enter  a  Fairy  at  one  door^  and  Puck  for  Robin-gocd- 
Jtllow J  at  another, 

Pwd.TTOW  now,  fpirit  !  whither  v/anderyou? 
Fai.  xX  Over  hill,  over  dale. 

Thorough  bufh,  thorough  briar, 
Over  park,  over  pale. 

Thorough  flood,  thorough  fire, 
I  do  wander  evcpy  where, 
Swifter  than  the  moones  fphcre  ; 
And  I  ferve  tlie  fairy  queen, 
To  dew  her  orbs  upon  the  green  ! 
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The  cow  flips  tall  her  penfioncrs  be  ; 
In  their  gold  coats  fpots  you  fee; 
Thofe  be  rubies,  fairy  favours  : 
In  thole  freckles  lives  their  favours  ; 
I  mufk  go  feek  fome  dew-drops  here, 
And  hang  a  pearl  in  every  cowllip's  ear. 
Farewel,  thou  lob  of  fpirits,  I'll  be  gone  ; 
Our  queen  and  all  her  elves  come  here  anon. 
Puck,  The  king  doth  keep  his  revels  here  to-night; 
Take  heed,  the  queen  come  not  w^ithin  his  fight. 
For  Oberon  is  palling  fell  and  wrath, 
Becaufe  that  flic,  as  her  attendant,  hath 
A  lovely  boy,  flol'n  from  an  Indian  king  ! 
She  never  had  fo  fvv^eet  a  chanfreling  : 
And  jealous  Oberon  would  have  the  child 
Knight  of  his  train,  to  trace  the  forefls  wild  : 
But  fhe,  per-force,  with-holds  the  loved  boy. 
Crowns  him  with  flowers,  and  makes  him  all  her 

And  now  they  never  meet  in  grove,  or  green. 
By  fountain  clear,  or  fpangled  ftar-light  Iheen, 
But  they  do  fquare  ;  that'  all  their  elves,  for  fear, 
Creep  into  acorn  cups,  and  hide  them  there. 

Fai,  Either  1  miilake  your  fliape  and  miking  quite^ 
O)*  elie  you  are  that  fhrevvd  and  knavifii  fpvite,  - 
Call'd  Rcbin  Good-fellow  ;  Are  you  not  he. 
That  frights  the  maidens  of  the  vili  ig'ry  ; 
Skim  milk  ;  and  fometimes  labour  in  the  quern, 
And  bootlefs  m  'k  ?  the  breathlefs  houfevv'ife  churn  ; 
And  fometime  make  the  drink  to  bear  no  barm; 
Miflead  night-wanderers,  laiighing  at  their  harm  ? 
Thole  that  Hobg<.)blin  call  you,  and  fweet  Puck, 
You  do  their  work,  and  they  fhall  have  good  luck : 
Are  not  you  he  ? 

Puck,  Thou  fpeak'ft  aright  ; 
I  am  that  meri  y  wanderer  of  the  night. 
1  jeil  to  Oberon,  and  make  him  fmile, 
When  I  a  fat  and  bean-fed  horfe  beguile^ 


Aci  II,       midsummer-night's  dream.  KJl 

Neigh  ill  g  in  llkcnefs  of  a  filly  foal  : 

And  fclmetirac  luik  I  in  a  goffip's  bowl, 

In  very  likcncfs  of  a  roafl.ed  crab  ; 

And,  when  fl:ie  drinks,  againfh  lier  lips  I  bob, 

And  on  her  wither'd  dcw-kip  pour  the  ale. 

The  wifcfl  aunt,  telling  the  (addeft  t?.lc, 

Sometime  for  three-Toot  ftool  miR.aketh  me  ! 

Then  flip  I  from  her  bum,  down  topples  flie, 

And  taylor  cr'cs,  and  faUs  into  a  cough  : 

And  then  the  whole  quire  hold  their  hips,  and  lofTc, 

And  waxen  in  their  mirth,  and  neezc,  and  fwear 

A  merrier  hour  was  never  w?i(],?d  there, — 

But  room,  Fairy,  here  comes  Oberon. 

Fai,  And  here  my  mifhrefs  : — 'Would  that  he 
were  gone  ! 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Oberon,  King  of  Fairies,  at  one  door  zvith  his 
train,  and  the  Q^ueen  at  another  zvith  hcr's. 

Oh,  111  m<;t  by  moon-bglit,  proud  Titania. 

iluccn.  Wliat,  jeedous  Oberon  ?  Fairy,  Ikip  licncc  ; 
I  have  forfworn  his  bed  and  comipany. 

Ob.  Tarry,  rafh  v/antcn  ;  Am  not  I  thy  lord? 

OjLCen,  Then  I  mud  be  thy  lady  :  But  I  know 
When  thou  hafl  flol'n  away  from  fairy  land, 
And  in  the  ihapc  of  Corin  fat  all  duy 
Playing  on  pipes  of^cor-n,  and  verfing  love 
To  amorous  Phiilida.    Why  art  thovi  here, 
Come  from  the  fartheft  fteep  of  IndiA  ? 
But  that,  forfooth^  the  bouncing  Amazon, 
Your  bufkin'd  m;fhofs,  and  your  w^arnor  love. 
To  Thefcus  muft  be  wedded  ;  and  you  come 
To  give  their  bed  joy  and  profpcrity. 

Ob,  How  can'lt  thou  thus,  for  fliamc,  Ticania, 
Glance  at  my  credit  with  Hippolita, 
Knowing  I  know  lliy  love  to  Thefcus  ? 
-  idll  ihou  uul  lead  him  though  the  glirmncring  night 
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From  Perigune,  whom  he  ravifh'ci ! 

And  m.ake  him  with  fair  ^Egle  break  his  faith, 

V/ith  Ariadne,  and  Antiopa  ? 

Ouecn.  Thcfe  are  the  forgeries  of  jealoufy  : 
And  never,  fince  the  middle  fummer's  fpring, 
Met  v/e  on  hill,  in  dale,  foreft,  or  mead. 
By  paved  fountain,  or  by  rufhy  brook, 
Or  on  the  beached  m  irgent  of  the  fea, 
To  dance  our  ringlets  to  the  whlftling  wind, 
P>ut  with  thy  brawls  thou  hafl  diflurb'd  our  fport. 
Therefore  the  winds,  "piping  to  us  in  vain, 
As  in  revenoc,  '  |r'd  up  from  the  fea 

Cont<'gious  fc  ^1  faihng  in  the  land. 

Have  every  pekhig  river  made  fo  proud, 
That  they  liave  over-borne  tlieir  continents. 
The  ox  hath  therefore  flretch'd  his  yoke  in  vain, 
The  ploughman  lofl  his  fweat ;  and  the  green  corn 
Hath  rotted,  ere  his  youth. attain'd  a  heard  : 
The  fold  ftands  empty  in  the  drowned  field, 
And  crows  are  fatted  with  the  murrain  flock  : 
The  nine  men's  morris  is  fiU'd  up  with  mud  ; 
And  the  quaint  mazes  in  the  wanton  green, 
Forlack  oftrc;  -,         -    " (^'Tr-uHiable. 
The  human  r  inter  here, 

No  niglit  is  w  . . :  1  l.yinvi  <  r  carol  bleft : 

Therefore  tlie  moon,  the  governels  of  floods, 
Pale  in  her  a!i  :  ' .  \    Hi-s  all  the  air, 
That  rheuma;  do  abound  : 

'  rrough  iWi.^.  ci.ilemperature,  we  fee 
ns  ah,er  :  hoary-head cd  frofts 
i  aii  iii  the  frefli  lap  of  the  crimion  role: 
And  on  old  Hyems'  chin,  and  icy  crown, 
An  odorous  ch;^plct  of  fwcct  "  buds 
Is.  as  in  mockerv.  {ct  :  The  i  :  fijmmer, 
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From  our  debate,  from  our  difTention  ; 
We  are  their  parents  and  original. 

Ob,  Do  you  amend  it  then  ;  it  lies  in  you  : 
Why.fhould  Titania  crofs  her  Oberon? 
I  do  but  beg  a  little  changeling  boy, 
To  be  my  henchman. 

Queen,  Set  your  heart  at^reft, 
The  fairy  land  buys  not  the  child  of  me. 
His  mother  was  a  votrefs  of  my  order  : 
And,  in  the  fpiced  Indian  air,  by  night, 
Full  often  hath  fhe  godip'd  by  my  fide; 
And  fat  with  me  on  Neptune's  yellow  fands, 
Marking  the'embark'd  traders  on  the  flood  ; 
When  we  have  laugh'd  to  fee  tlie  fails  conceive. 
And  grow  big-bellied  with  the  wanton  wind  : 
Which  fhe,  with  pretty  and  with  fvvimming  gait, 
(Following  her  womb,  then  rich  with  my  young 
Mquire) 

Would  imitate ;  and  fail  upon  the  land, 
To  fetch  me  trilles,  and  return  again, 
As  from  a  voyage,  rich  with  merchandize. 
But  llie,  being  mortal,  of  that  boy  did  die  ; 
And,  for  her  fake,  I  do  rear  up  her  boy  ; 
And,  for  her  fake,  I  will  not  part  with  him, 

Ob,  How  long  within  this  wood  intend  you  flay? 
Queen,  Perchance,  till  after  Thefeus'  wedding-day. 
If  you  will  patienly  dance  in  our  round, 
And  ice  our  moon-light  revels,  go  with  us ; 
If  not,  (liun  me,  and  I  will  fpare  your  haunts. 

Ob,  Give  me  that  boy,  and  I  will  go  with  thee. 
.  Queen,  Not  for  thy  fairy  kingdom — Fairies,  away : 
We  fliall  chide  down-right,  if  I  longer  ftay. 

\_Exeunt  Queen  and  her  train, 
Ob,  Well,  go  thy  way  ;  thou  (halt  not  from  this 
grove, 

'Till  I  torment  thee  for  this  injury. — 
My  gentle  I\ick,  come  hither  :  Thou  rcmcmbcr'fl: 
Since  once  1  fat  upon  a  promontory, 
,      Vol.  II.  R 
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And  heard  a  mermaid  on  a  dolphin's  back, 
Uttering  fuch  dulcet  and  harmonious  breath, 
That  the  rude  fea  grew  civil  at  her  fong  ; 
And  certain  ftars  fhot  madly  from  their  fpheres, 
7'o  hear  the  fea-maid's  mufic. 
Fuck,  I  remember. 

Oh,  That  very  time  I  faw,  (but  thou  could'ft  not) 
Flying  between  the  cold  m^oon  and  the  earth, 
Cupid  all  arm'd  :  a  certain  aim  he  took 
At  a  fair  vefhal,  throned  by  the  weft  ; 
And  loos'd  his  love-fhaft  fmartly  from  his  bow. 
As  it  fl\ould  pierce  a  hundred  thoufand  hearts  ; 
But  I  might  lec  young  Cupid's  fiery  fhaft 
Quenched  in  the  chafte  beams  oT  the  watry  moon  ; 
And  the  imperial  votrefs  paffed  on, 
In  maiden  meditation,  fancy-free. 
Yet  mark'd  I  where  the  bolt  of  Cupid  fell : 
It  fell  upon  a  little  weftern  flower  ; — 
Before,    miilk-white  ;    now    purple    w^ith  love's 

wound, — 
And  maidens  call  it  love-in-idlenefs. 
Fetch  me  that  flower  ;  the  herb  1  fhew'd  thee  once  ; 
The  juice  of  it,  on  fleeping  eye-lids  laid. 
Will  make  or  man  cr  woman  madly  doat 
Upon  the  next  live  creature  that  it  fees. 
Fetch  me  this  herb  ;  and  be  thou  here  again. 
Ere  the  levrilhan  can  fwim  a  league. 

Puck.  I'll  put  a  girdle  round  about  the  earth 
In  forty  minutes.  \_Fxit, 

Ob.  Having  once  this  juice, 
ril  watch  Titania  when  flie  is  afleep. 
And  drop  the  liquor  of  it  in  her  eyes : 
The  next  thing  when  (he  waking  looks  upon, 
(Be  it  on  lion,  bear,  or  v/olf,  or  bull, 
On  Hicddling  monkey,  or  on  bufy  ape), 
She  fhall  purfue  it  with  the  foul  of  love. 
And  ere  I  take  this  crarm  off  from  her  hghfj 
(As  I  can  take  it  v/ith  another  herb) 
I'll  make  her  render  up  her  page  to  me. 
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Bat  who  comes  here?  I  am  invifible  ; 
And  1  will  over-hear  their  conference. 

Enter  Demetrius,  Helena,  foltozving  him, 

Dem,  I  love  thee  not,  therefore  pcrfue  mc  not. 
Where  is  Lyfander,  and  fair  Hermia  ? 
The  one  I'll  flay,  the  other  flaycth  me. 
Thou  told'ft  me,  they  were  florn  unto  this  wood  ; 
And  here  am  I,  and  wood  within  this  wood, 
Becaufe  I  cannot  meet  my  Hermia. 
Hence,  get  thee  gone,  and  follow  me  no  more. 

HeL  You  draw  me,  you  hard-hearted  adam'int  : 
But  yet  you  draw  not  iron,  for  my  heart 
Is  true  as  fteel  :  Leave  you  your  power  to  draw, 
And  I  fhall  have  no  power  to  follow  you. 

Dem,  Do  I  entice  you  ?  do  I  fpeak  you  fair  ? 
Or,  rather,  do  I  not  in  plainefl:  truth 
Tell  you — I  do  not,  nor  I  cannot  love  you  ? 

HeL  And  even  for  that  do  I  love  you  the  more. 
I  am  your  fpaniel ;  and,  Demetrius, 
The  more  you  beat  me,  I  will  fawn  on  you  : 
Ufe  me  but  as  your  fpaniel,  fpurn  me,  flrikc  me, 
Negleft  me,  lofe  me  ;  only  give  me  leave, 
Unworthy  as  I  am,  to  follow  you. 
What  worfer  place  can  I  beg  in  your  love, 
(And  yet  a  place  of  high  refpcft  with  me), 
Than  to  be  ufed  as  you  ufe  your  dog  ? 

Dem.  Tempt  not  too  much  the  hatred  of  my  Ipiril ; 
For  I  am  Tick,  when  I  do  look  on  thee. 

Hct,  And  I  am  Tick,  when  I  look  not  on  you. 

Dem,  You  do  impeach  yourmodefly  too  much, 
To  leave  the  city,  and  commit  yourfelf 
Into  the  hands  of  one  that  loves  you  not ; 
To  trufl:  the  opportunity  of  night, 
And  the  ill  counfel  of  a  defert  place. 
With  the  rich  worth  of  your  virginity. 

Nel,  Your  virtue  is  my  privilege  for  that. 
It  is  not  night,  when  I  do  fee  your  face, 
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Therefore  I  think  I  am  not  in  the  night  : 
Nor  doth  this  wood  lack  worlds  of  company  ; 
For  you,  in  my  refpeft.  are  all  the  world  : 
Then  how  can  it  be  faid,  I  am  alone, 
When  all  the  world  is  here  to  look  on  me  ? 

Dem,  TU  run  from  thee,  and  hide  me  in  the  brakes, 
And  leave  thee  to  the  mercy  of  wild  beads. 

HcL  The  wildefl  hath  not  fuch  a  heart  as  you. 
Run  when  you  will,  the  ilory  fiiall  be  chang'd  ; 
Apollo  flies,  and  Daphne  holds  the  chafe; 
The  dove  purfues  the  grifhn  ;  the  mild  hind 
Makes  fpeed  to  catch  the  tyger  :  Bootlefs  fpced ! 
When  cowardice  purfues,  and  valour  Hies, 

Dem.  1  will  not  flay  thy  quefhions ;  let  me  go : 
Or,  if  thou  follow  me,  do  not  believe 
Ikit  I  fhall  do- thee  mifchief  in  the  wood. 

HeL  Ay,  in  the  temple,  in  the  town,  the  field, 
Yoii  do  me  mifchief.  Fie,  Demetrius! 
Your  wrougs  do  fet  a  fcandal  on  my  fex  : 
\\/'e  cmnot  fight  for  lov  2,  as  men  may  do  ; 
\¥e  fhou'd  be  woo'd,  and  were  not  m^ade  to  woo, 
I'll  follow  thee,  and  make  a  heaven  of  hell, 
To  die  upon  the  hand  I  love  fo  well.  \_ExelLnt» 

Ob,  Fare  thee  well,  nymph  :  ere  he  do  leave  this 
grove, 

Thou  flialt  fly  him,  and  he  fhall  feek  thy  love. — 
Hafh  thou  the  flower  there?  Welcome,  wanderer. 

Re-enter  Puck, 

Puck,  Ay,  there  it  is. 

Ob,  I  pray  thee,  give  it  me. 
I  know  a  bank  whereon  the  wild  thyme  blows, 
Where  ox-lips  and  the  nodding  violet  grows ; 
Quite  over-canopy'd  with  lufcious  woodbine. 
With  fweet  mufi^  rofes,  and  with  eglantine  ; 
There  fleeps  Titania,  fome  time  of  the  night, 
Luli'd  in  thefe  flowers  with  dances  and  delight  ; 
And  there  the  fnake  throws  her  enamell'd  fkin, 
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Weed  wide  enough  to  wrap  a  fairy  in  ; 
And  with  the  juice  of  this  I'll  (Ireak  her  eyes. 
And  make  her  full  of  hateful  fantafies. 
Take  thou  fome  of  it,  and  feek  through  this  grove: 
A  fwect  Athenian  lady  is  in  love 
With  a  difdainful  youth  :  anoint  his  eyes  ; 
But  do  it,  when  the  next  thing  he  efpies 
May  be  the  lady  :  Thou  fnalt  know  the  man 
By  the  Athenian  garm.ents  he  hath  on. 
Effe6l  it  with  fome  care ;  that  he  may  prove 
More  fond  on  her,  than  fhe  upon  her  love  ; 
And  look  thou  meet  me  ere  the  firfl  cock  crow. 
Puck,  Fear  not,  my  lord,  your  iervant  fliall  do  To. 

SCENE  III. 

not  her  part  cj  the  Wood, 

Enter  the  Queen  of  Fairies^  with  her  train, 
(hieen.  Come  now  a  roundel,  and  a  fairy  fong  ; 
Then,  for  the  third  part  of  a  minute,  hence  : 
Some,  to  kill  cankers  in  the  mufli-rofe  buds; 
Some,  war  with  rear-mice  for  their  leathern  wings, 
To  make  my  fmall  elves  coats :  and  fome  keep  back 
The  clamorous  owl,  that  nightly  lioots,  and  wonders 
At  our  quaint  fpirits  :  Sing  me  now  afleep  ; 
Then  to  your  offices,  and  let  me  refl. 

Firft  Fairy. 
You  [pitted  Jnakes^  with  double  tongue^ 

Thorny  hedge-hogs^  be  not  feen  ; 
Newts^  and  blind-worms^  do  no  wrong ; 
Come  not  near  our  fairy  O^ueen  : 

Chorus. 
Philomel^  with  melody, 
Sin^  in  your  fweet  lullaby  : 
Lulla,  lulla,  lullaby  J  lulla,  lulla,  lullaby  : 
Never  harm^  nor  [pell  nor  churm^ 
Come  our  kvtiy  lady  nigh; 
<>iK  good  nighty  with  lullaby, 

R  2 
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Second  Fairy. 

Weaving  fpiders,  come  not  here  ; 

Hence,  you  long-legg'd /pinners^  hence  : 
Beetles  black,  approach  not  near  j 
Woryn^  nor  fnail^  do  no  offence. 

Chorus. 
Philomel^  with  melody,  Sec, 
Firji  Fairy, 
Hence,  away  ;  now  all  is  well  : 
One,  aloof,  fland  fentinel. 

\_Exeunt  Fairies,    The  Queen  Jleeps. 

Enter  0  her  on. 
Ob,  What  thou  feeft,  when  thou  doft  wake, 

[Squeezes  the  Jlower  on  her  eye-lids. 
Do  it  for  thy  true  love  take  ; 
Love,  and  languifh  for  his  fake  : 
Be  it  ounce,  or  cat,  or  bear, 
Pard,  or  boar  with  briftled  hair. 
In  thy  eye  that  fhall  appear 
When  thou  wak'fl:,  it  is  thy  dear  ; 
Wake,  when  fome  vile  thing  is  near.   [Exit  Oberon, 

Enter  Lyjand.er  and  Hermia, 
Lyf,  Fair  love,  you  faint  with  wandering  in  the 
wood  ; 

And,  to  fpeak  troth,  I  have  forgot  our  way  : 
Vv' e'll  reft  us,  Kermia,  if  you  think  it  good, 

And  tarry  for  the  comfort  of  the  day. 

Her.  Be  it  fo,  Lyfandcr  :  find  you  out  a  bed, 
For  I  upon  this  bank  Vv'ill  rcfL  my  head. 

Lyf,  One  turf  fliall  ferve  as  pillow  for  us  both ; 
One  heart,  one  bed,  two  bofoms,  and  one  trotli. 

Her,  Nay,  good  Lyfander  :  for  my  fake,  my  dear, 
I;Ye  further  off  yet,  do  not  lye  fo  near. 

Lyf.        take  the  fenfe,  fweet  of  my  innocence; 
Love  takes  the  mca^ning,  in  love's  conference. 
I  m?.3n,  that  my  heart  unto  yours  is  knit ; 
So  that  but  one  heart  we  can  make  of  it  ; 
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Tv/o  bofoms  interchained  with  an  oath  ; 
So  then,  two  bofoms,  and  a  fingle  troth. 
Then,  by  your  fide  no  bed-room  me  deny ; 
For  lying  fo,  Hermia,  1  do  not  lie. 

Her,  Lyfander  riddles  very  prettily  :  

Now  much  befhrew  my  manners,  and  my  pride, 
If  Hermia  meant  to  fay,  Lyfander  ly'd. 
But,  gentle  friend,  for  love  and  courtefy 
Lye  further  ofF;  in  human  modefty 
Such  feperation,  as,  may  well  be  faid. 
Becomes  a  virtuous  batchelor,  and  a  maid  : 
So  far  be  diftant ;  and  good  night,  fweet  friend  : 
Thy  love  ne'er  alter,  till  thy  fweet  life  end ! 

Lyf,  Amen,  amen,  to  that  fair  prayer,  fay  I ; 
And  then  end  life,  when  I  end  loyalty  ! 
Here  is  my  bed  :  Sleep  give  thee  all  his  reft  ! 

Her.   With  half  that  wifh  the  wifher's  eyes  be 
prefs'd!  [They  Jleep. 

Enter  Puck. 
Puck,  Through  the  foreft  have  I  gone, 
But  Athenian  found  I  none. 
On  whofe  eyes  I  might  approve 
This  flower's  force  in  ftirring  love. 
Night  and  filence  !  Vv  ho  is  here  ? 
W eeds  of  Athens  he  doth  wear  : 
This  is  he,  my  mafter  faid, 
Difpifcd  the  Athenian  maid  ; 
And  here  the  maiden,  fleeping  found. 
On  the  dank  and  dirty  ground. 
Pretty  foul !  fhe  durft  not  lye 
Near  to  this  lack-love,  this  kill-courtefy. 
Churl,  upon  thy  eyes  1  throw 
All  the  power  this  charm  doth  owe  : 
When  thou  wak'ft,  let  love  forbid 
Sleep  his  feat  on  thy  eyc-lid. 
So  awake,  when  1  am  gone  ; 
For  I  muft  now  to  Oberon.  [iT.rtV. 
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Enter  'Demetrius^  and  Htkna  ru7ining» 

Hd,  Stay,  though  thou  kill  me,  fweet  Demetrius. 
Dtm,  I  charge  thee,  hence,  and  do  not  haunt  m€ 
thus. 

Hd.  O,  wilt  thou  darkling  leave  me  ?  do  not  fo. 

Dm.  Stay  on  thy  peril :  I  alone  will  go. 

^Exit  Demetrius. 

Hel.  O,  I  am  out  of  breath,  in  this  fond  chace ! 
The  more  my  prayer,  the  lefTer  is  my  grace. 
Happy  is  Hermia,  wherefoe'er  fhe  lies  ; 
For  flie  hath  blefled  and  attraftive  eyes. 
How  came  her  eyes  fo  bright  ?  Not  with  fait  tears  : 
If  fo,  my  eyes  are  oftner  wafh'd  than  hers. 
No,  no,  I  am  as  ugly  as  a  bear, 
For  beafls,  that  meet  me,  run  away  for  fear  : 
Therefore,  no  marvel,  though  Demetrius 
Do,  as  a  monfter,  fly  my  prefence  thus. 
"What  wicked  and  diffembling  glafs  of  mine 
Made  me  compare  with  Hermia's  fphery  eyne  ? — ■ 
But  who  is  here  ?  Ly  fander  ?  on  the  ground  ? 

Dead  ?  or  afleep  ?  I  fee  no  blood,  no  wound  :  

Lyfander,  if  you  live,  good  fir,  awake. 

Lyf,  And  run  through  fire  I  will,  for  thy  fweet 
fake.  [^Waking. 
Tranfparent  Helena  !  Nature  fliews  art, 
That  through  thy  bofom  makes  me  fee  thy  heart. 
Where  is  Demetrius  ?  Oh,  how  fit  a  word 
Is  that  vile  name,  to  perifh  on  my  fword  ! 

Bd.  Do  not  fay  fo,  Lyfander  ;  fay  not  fo  : 
What  though  he  love  your  Hermia  ?   Lord,  what 
though  ? 

Yet  Hermia  fbill  loves  you  :  then  be  content. 

Lyf,  Content  v/ith  Hermia  ?  No  :  I  do  repent 
The  tedious  minutes  I  with  her  have  fpent. 
Not  Hermia,  but  Helena  I  love  : 
Who  will  not  change  a  .aven  for  a  dove  ? 
The  will  of  man  is  by  his  reafon  fway'd  ; 
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And  reafon  fays,  you  are  the  worthier  maid. 
Things  growing  are  not  ripe  until  their  feafon  : 
vSo  I,  being  young,  till  now  ripe  not  to  reafon  ; 
And  touching  now  the  point  of  huimn  fkill, 
Reafon  becomes  the  marflial  to  m.y  will, 
And  leads  me  to  your  eyes  ;  where  1  o'erlook 
Loves  (lories,  written  in  Love's  richeR:  book. 

Nel.  Wherefore  was  I  to  this  keen  mockery  born  ? 
When,  at  your  hands,  did  I  deferve  this  fcorn  ? 
Is't  not  enough,  is't  not  enough,  young  man, 
That  I  diU  never,  no,  nor  never  can, 
Deferve  a  fweet  look  from  Demetrius'  eyf, 
But  you  mufh  flout  my  infufficiency  ? 
Good  troth,  you  do  me  wrong,  good  footh,  you  do, 
In  fuch  difdainful  manner  me  to  woo. 
But  fare  you  well :  perforce  I  muft  confefs, 
I  thought  you  lord  of  more  true  gentlenefs. 
Oh,  that  a  lady,  of  one  man  refus'd. 
Should  of  another,  therefore  be  abus'd  !  [Exit, 

Lyf,  She  fees  not  Hermia  : — Hermia,  fleep  thou 
there ; 

And  never  may'ft  thou  come  Lyfander  near ! 
For,  as  a  furfeit  of  the-  fweetefl  things. 
The  deepeft  loathing  to  the  ftomach  brings ; 
Or,  as  the  herefies,  that  men  do  leave. 
Are  hated  moft  of  thofe  they  did  deceive  ; 
So  thou,  my  furfeit,  and  my  herefy, 
Of  all  be  hated  ;  but  the  moft,  of  me  ! 
And  all  my  powers,  addrefs  your  love  and  might, 
To  honour  Helen,  and  to  be  her  knight !  [Exit, 
Her.  [Jiarting  from  Jleep,']  Llelp  me,  Lyfander, 
help  me !  do  thy  beft, 
To  pluck  this  crawling*  ferpent  from  my  brcaft ! ' 
Ay  me,  for  pity !  — what  a  dream  was  here? 
Lyfander,  look,  how  I  do  quake  with  fear! 
Methought,  a  fcjrpent  eat  my  heart  away, 
And  you  fat  fmiling  at  his  cruel  prey : — 
Lyfander!  what,  remov'd?  Lyfander!  lord! 
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What,  out  of  hearing  ?  gone  ?  no  found,  no  word  ? 
Alack  where  are  you  ?  fpeak,  an  if  you  hear; 
Speak,  of  all  loves ;  I  fwoon  almoft  witli  fear. 
No? — then  I  well  perceive  you  are  not  nigh: 
Or  death  or  you,  Til  find  immediately.  [Exit, 


ACT    III.    SCENE  I. 
The  Wood. 

Enter  Ovince,  Snug,  Bottom.,  Flute,  Snout,  and  Starve- 
ling. 

The  Queen  of  Fairies  lying  ajleep, 
Bot,      A  R  E  we  all  met  ? 

Quin,  jCIL  Pat,  pat;  and  here's  a  marvellous  con- 
venient place  for  our  rchearfsl :  This  green  plot  fhall 
be  our  ftage,  this  hawthorn  brake  our  tyring-houfe  ; 
and  we  will  do  it  in  aftion,  as  we  will  do  it  before 
the  duke. 

Bot,  Peter  Quince,  

Quin.  What  fay'ft  thou,  bully  Bottom  ? 

Bat,  There  are  things  in  this  comedy  of  Pyramus 
and  Thifby,  that  will  never  pleafe.  Fir/l,  Pyramus 
mufl  draw  a  fword  to  kill  himfelf ;  whicli  the  ladies 
cannot  abide.    How  anfwer  you  that  ? 

Snout,  By'r  lakin,  a  parlous  fear. 

Star,  I  believe  we  muft  leave  the  killing  out, 
when  all  is  done, 

Bot,  Not  a  whit ;  I  have  a  device  to  make  all 
well.  Write  me  a  prologue  :  and  let  the  prologue 
feem  to  fay,  we  will  do  no  harm  with  our  fwords  ; 
and  that  Pyramus  is  not  kill'd,  indeed  :  and,  for  the 
more  better  affurance,  tell  them,  that  I  Pyramus  am 
not  Pyramus,  but  Bottom  the  weaver ;  This  will 
put  them  out  of  fear. 
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(luin.  Well,  we  will  have  fuch  a  prologue  ;  and 
it  fhall  be  written  in  eight  and  fix. 

Bot,  No,  make  it  two  more  ;  let  it  be  written  in 
eight  and  eight. 

Snout,  Will  not  the  ladies  be  afcard  of  the  lion  ? 

Star,  I  fear  it,  I  promife  you. 

Bot.  Mafbers,  you  ought  to  confider  with  your- 
fclves  :  to  bring  in,  God  fhield  us  !  a  lion  among 
ladies,  is  a  moft  dreadful  thing  :  for  there  is  not  a 
more  fearful  wild-fowl,  than  your  lion,  living  ;  and 
we  ought  to  look  to  it. 

Snout.  Therefore,  another  prologue  muft  tell,  he 
is  not  a  lion. 

Bot,  Nay,  you  muft  name  his  name,  and  half  his 
face  muft  be  feen  through  the  lions's  neck  ;  and  he 
himfelf  muft  fpeak  through,  faying  thus,  or  to  the 

fame  defeft,-^  Ladies,  or  fair  ladies,  I  would  wifh 

you,  or,  I  v/ould  requeft  you,  or,  I  would  entreat 
you,  not  to  fear,  not  to  tremble  :  my  life  for  yours. 
If  you  think  I  come  hither  as  a  lion,  it  were  pity 
of  my  life  :  No,  I  am  no  fuch  thing  ;  I  am  a  man  as 
other  men  are  : — and  there,  indeed,  let  him  name 
his  name ;  and  tell  them  plainly,  he  is  Snug  the 
joiner. 

Ouin,  Well,  it  fhall  be  fo.  But  there  is  two  hard 
things  ;  that  is,  to  bring  the  moon-light  into  a  cliam- 
ber  :  for  you  know,  Pyramus  and  Thifby  meet  by 
moon-light. 

Snug,  Doth  the  moon  fhine  that  night  we  play 
our  play  ? 

Bot,  A  calendar,  a  calendar  !  look  in  the  alma- 
nack ;  find  ©ut  moon-ftiine,  find  out  moon-fhinc. 

(luin.  Yes,  it  doth  (liine  that  night. 

Bot,  Why,  then  you  may  leave  a  cafement  of  the 
great  chamber  window,  where  we  phiy,  open  ;  and 
the  moon  may  fliuie  in  at  the  cafement. 

(luin.  Ay  ;  or  elle  one  muft  come  in  with  a  bufh 
of  thorns  and  a  lanthorn,  and  fay,  he  comes  to  dis- 
figure, or  to  prefent,  the  perfon  of  moon-fhine. 
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Then,  there  is  another  thing  :  we  mufl  have  a  wall 
in  the  great  chamber;  for  Pyranius  and  Thifby,  fays 
the  ftory,  did  talk  through  the  chink  of  a  wall. 

Snug.  You  never  can  bring  in  a  wall :  -What 

fay  you.  Bottom  ? 

Bot,  Some  man  or  other  muft  prefcnt  wall :  and 
let  hhn  have  fome  plafter  or  fome  lome,  or  fome 
rough-caft,  about  him,  to  fignify  wall :  or  let  him 
hold  his  fingers  thus,  and  through  that  cranny  fhall 
Pyramus  and  Thifby  whifper, 

Quin,  If  that  may  be,  then  all  is  well.  Come, 
fit  down,  every  mother's  fon,  and  rehearfe  your  parts, 
Pyramus,  you  begin  :  when  you  have  fpoken  your 
fpeech,  enter  into  that  brake ;  and  fo  every  one 
according  to  his  cue. 

Enter  Puck  behind. 
Puck,  What  hempen  hcme-fpuns  have  we  fwag- 
gcring  here, 
So  near  the  cradle  of  the  fairy  queen  ?  t 
What,  a  play  toward  ?  I'll  be  an  auditor  ; 
An  a6lor  too,  peihaps,  if  I  fee  caufe. 

Qiiin,  Speak,  Pyramus  : — Thifby,  fhand  forth, 
Pyr.  "  Thifby,   the  flower  of  odious  favours 

fweet.'^ 
Quin,  Odours,  odours. 
Pyr,  " — — odours  favours  fweet. 
So  doth  thy  breath,  m,y  deareft  Thifby  dear, — 
"  But,  hark,  a  voice  !  ftay  thou  but  here  a  whit 
And  by  and  by  I  wdl  to  thee  appear. "|» 

[^Exit  Pyramus, 

Puck,  A  ftranger  Pyramus  than  e'er  play'd  here! 

\_AJide,  \_Exit. 

Thif,  Mufl  I  fpeak  now  ? 

Quin,  Ay,  marry,  muft  you:  for  you  mufl  under- 
ftand,  he  goes  but  to  fee  a  noife  that  he  heard,  and 
is  to  come  ajrain. 

ThiJ,  *^  Mod  radiant  Pyramus,  mod  lilly-white 
of  hue, 
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Of  colour  like  the  red-rofc  on  triumphant  brier, 
Mofl  brifl^y  juvenal,  and  eke  mofl  lovely  Jew, 
"  As  true  as  trueft  horfe,  that  yet  would  never 
tire, 

ril  meet  thee,  Pyramus.  at  Ninny's  tomb." 

Quin.  Ninus'  tomb,  man  :  Why  you  mufl  not 
fpeak  that  yet  ;  that  you  anfwer  to  Pyramus  :  you 
Ipeak  all  your  part  at  once,  cues  and  all, —  Pyramus 
enter  ;  your  cue  is  pad;  it  is,  never  tire. 

Re-enter  Puck,  and  Bottow^  with  an  afs's  head, 

Thif,  "  O — As   true   as  trueft  horfe,  that  yet 

would  never  tire."  ^ 
Pyr,  "  If  I  were  fair,  Thifby,  I  were  only  thine 
Q^uin,  O  monftrous  !  O  ftrange!  we  are  haunted! 
Pray,  maflers  !  fly,  mafters  !  help  1 

[  Exeunt  Clowns, 

Puck,  I'll  follow  you,  ril  lead  you  about  a  round, 
Through  bog,  through  bufh,  through  brake,  through 
brier : 

Sometime  a  horfe  I'll  be,  fom.etime  a  hound, 

A  hog,  a  headlefs  bear,  fometime  a  fire  ; 
And  neigh,  and  bark,  and  grunt,  and  roar  and  burn, 
Like  horfe,  hound,  hog,  bear,  fire,  at  every  turn, 

[_£x{t, 

Bot,  Why  do  they  run  away  ?  this  is  a  knavery 
of  them,  to  make  me  afeard. 

Re-enter  Snout, 

Snout,  O  Bottom,  thou  art  chang'd  !  what  do  I 
fee  on  thee  ? 

Bot.  What  do  you  fee  ?  you  fee  an  ais'  head  of 
your  own  :  Do  you  ? 

Re-enter  O^uince, 
Ouin,  Blefs  thee,  Bottom !  blcfs  thee  !  thou  art 
■r^^ilatcd.  [_Exit. 
Bot,  I  fee  their  knavery  ;  this  is  to  make  an  al's 
of  me  ;  to  fria^ht  me,  if  thcv  could.    But  I  will  not 
Vol.11.  'S 


006        MIDSUMMER-NIGHl's  DReS^,  A^.  Ill, 

ftir  from  this  place,  do  what  they  can  :  I  will  walk 
up  and  down  here,  and  I  will  fmg;  that  they  fhail 
hear  I  am  not  afraid.  [^Sings, 

The  oii/el-cockjfo  black  of  hue, 

IVith  or ange-t atony  bill, 
The  throjtle  with  his  note fo  true, 
The  wren  with  little  quill : 
O^ueen.  What  angel  wakes  me  from  my  flowery 
bed?  [_Waking. 

Bottom  fings. 

The  finch,  the  fparrow,  and  the  lark, 

Tfl^ plain-Jong  cuckozv  gray, 
IVhofe  notejull  many  a  man  doth  mark, 
And  dares  not  anfwer,  nay 
for,  indeed,  who  would  fet  his  wit  to  fo  foolifh  a 
bird?  Who  would  give  a  bird  the  lie,  though  he 
cry  cuckoo,  never  fo. 

Oiieen,  I  pray  thee,  gentle  mortal,  fing  again  : 
Mine  ear  is  much  enamour'd  of  thy  note. 
So  is  mine  eye  enthralled  to  thy  fhape ; 
And  thy  fair  virtue's  force,  perforce  doth  move  me, 
On  the  hrfh  view,  to  fay.  to  fwear,  I  love  thee. 

Bot,  Methinks,  mifhrefis,  you  fhould  have  little 
realon  for  that  :  And  yet,  to  fay  the  truth,  reafon 
and  love  keep  little  company  together  now-a-days  : 
the  more  the  pity,  that  lome  honefl:  neighbours  wi)' 
not  make  them  friends.  Nay,  I  can  gleek,  upcr 
occafion. 

Queen,  Thou  art  as  wife,  as  thou  art  beautiful. 

Bot,  Not  fo,  neither  :  but  if  I  had  wit  enough 
to  get  out  of  this  wood,  I  have  enough  to  ferve 
irlinc  own  turn. 

Qjiceh,  Out  of  this  wood  do  not  defirc  to  go  \ 
Th-ou  fiialt  remain  here,  whether  thou  wilt  or  no, 
I  am  z  fpirit,  of  no  common  rate  ; 
The  iurnmcr  fcill  doth  tend  upon  my  ftatej 
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And  I  do  love  thee :  therefore,  go  with  me  ; 

I'll  give  thee  fairies  to  attend  on  thee; 

And  they  fh:ul  fetch  thee  jewels  from  the  deep, 

And  ling,  while  thou  on  prefled  flowers  doll  ileep  : 

And  I  will  purge  thy  mortal  groffnefs  fo, 

That  thou  fhalt  like  an  airy  fpirit  go* — 

Pcafe-blolTom  !  Cobweb!  Moth!  and  Murtard-fecd  ! 

Enter  four  Fairies, 

1  Fair,  Ready* 

2  Fair,  And  I. 

3  Fair,  And  I. 

4  Fair,  And  I  :  Where  (hall  we  gor 

Q^ueen,  Be  kind  and  courteous  to  this  gcntlcnuu  ; 
Hop  in  his  walks,  and  gambol  in  his  eyes  ; 
Feed  him  with  apricocks,  and  dewberries, 
With  purple  grapes,  green  figs,  and  mulberries  ; 
The  honey-bags  fteal  from  the  humble  bees^ 
And,  for  night  tapers,  crop  their  waxen  thighs, 
And  light  them  at  the  fiery  glow-worn's  eyes, 
To  have  my  love  to  bed,  and  to  arife  ; 
And  pluck  the  wings  from  painted  butterflies. 
To  fan  the  moon-beams  from  his  fleeping  eyes  : 
Nod  to  him,  elves,  and  do  him  courtcfies. 

1  Fair,  Hail,  mortal,  hail ! 

2  Fair,  Hail  ! 

3  Fair,  Hail ! 

Bot,  I  cry  your  worfliip's  mercy  heartil)\  1 

befeech,  your  worfliip's  name  ? 
Cob,  Cobweb. 

Bot,  I  fhall  defire  you  of  more  acquaintance,  good 
mafter  Cobweb  :  If  I  cut  my  finger,  1  fliall  make 
bold  with  you. — Your  name,  honefk  gentleman  ? 

Peafe.  Pcafe-blofibm. 

Bot,  I  pray  you,  commend  me  to  miftrefs  SquaOi 
your  mother,  and  to  mafter  Pcafcod,  your  father. 
Good  mafter  Peafe-bloITom,  I  fhall  defire  you  of 
more  acquaintance  too. — Your  name,  Ibefeecli  you, 
fir  ? 
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Muf.  Muflard-feed. 

Bot,  Good  maftcr  Muftard-feed,  I  know  your 
patience  well  :  that  fame  cowardly,  giant-like,  ox- 
beef  hath  devoured  many  a  gentleman  of  your  houfe  ; 
I  promife  you  your  kindred  hath  made  my  eyes  wa- 
ter ere  now.  I  defire  you,  more  acquaintance,  good 
mafler  Muftard-feed. 

Queen,  Come,  wait  upon  him  ;  lead  him  to  my 
,  bov/er. 

The  moon,  methinks,  looks  with  a  watry  eye  : 
And  when  fhe  weeps,  weeps  every  little  flower, 

Lamenting  fome  enforced  chaftity. 
Tie  up  my  love's  tongue,  bring  him  filently. 

Exeunt, 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Oberon, 

Oh.  I  wonder,  if  Titania  be  awak'd  ; 
Then,  what  it  was  that  next  cam.e  in  her  eye, 
Which  flie  muft  doat  on  in  extremity. 

Enter  Puck, 

Here  comes  my  mefienger. — How  now,  mad  fpirit  ? 
What  night-rule  now  about  this  haunted  grove? 

Puck.  My  miftrefs  with  a  monfter  is  in  love. 
Near  to  her  clofe  and  confecratcd  bower, 
While  file  was  in  her  dull  and  lleeping  hour, 
A  crew  of  patches,  rude  mechanicals, 
That  work  for  bread  upon  Athenian  ftalls. 
Were  ir.st  togctlier  to  rehearfe  a  play, 
Intended  for  great  Thefeus'  nuptial  day. 
The  rnalloweft  thick  fi^in  of  that  barren  fort, 
Who  Fyramus  prefented,  in  their  fport 
Forlook  his  fcene,  and  enter 'd  in  a  brake  : 
When  I  did  him  at  this  advantage  take, 
An  afs's  novA  I  fixed  on  his  head  ; 
Anon,  his  Thifby  muft  be  anfwered, 
And  forth  my  minnock  comes  :  When  they  him  fpy, 
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As  wild  geefe,  that  the  creeping  fowler  eye, 
Or  rufTet-pated  choughs,  many  in  fort, 
Rifing  and  cawing  at  the  gun's  report 
Sever  themfelves,  and  madly  fweep  the  flcy  ; 
So,  at  his  fight,  away  his  fellows  fly : 
And  at  our  ftamp,  here  o'er  and  o'er  one  falls ; 
lie  murder  cries,  and  help  from  Athens  calls. 
Their  fenfe,  thus  weak,  lofl  with  their  fears,  thus 
ftrong. 

Made  fcnfelefs  things  begin  to  do  them  wrong  : 
For  briers  and  thorns  at  their  apparel  fnatch ; 
Some,  fleeves ;  fome,  hats  ;  from  yielders  all  things 
catch. 

I  led  them  on  in  this  diftrafted  fear, 
And,  left  fweet  Pyramus  tranflated  there  : 
When  in  that  moment  (fo  it  came  to  pafs) 
Titania  wak'd,  and  flraightway  lov'd  an  afs. 

Ob.  This  falls  out  better  than  1  could  devifc. 
But  haft  thou  yet  latch'd  the  Athenian's  eyes 
With  the  love-juice,  as  I  did  bid  thee  do  ? 

Puck,  I  took  him  fleeping — that  is  finifh'd  too, 
And  the  Athenian  woman  by  liis  fide  ; 
That,  when  he  wak'd,  of  force  fhemuflbe  cy'd. 

Enter  Demetrius  and  Hermia, 

Ob,  Stand  clofe  ;  this  is  the  fame  Athenian. 

Puck.  This  is  the  woman,  but  no*t  this  the  man, 

Jjem.  O,  why  rebuke  you  him  that  loves  you  fo  ? 
Lay  breath  fo  bitter  on  your  bitter  foe. 

H^r,  Now  I  but  chide, but  I  Ihould  ufe  thee  worie ; 
For,  thou,  I  fear,  hall  given  me  caufe  to  curfc. 
If  thou  haft  flain  Lyfander  in  his  fleep, 
Being  o'er  fhoes  in  blood,  plunge  in  the  deep, 
And  kill  me  too. 

The  fun  was  not  fo  true  unto  the  day. 
As  he  to  me  :  Would  he  have  Rorn  av/ay 
From  fleeping  Plermia     I'll  believe  as  foon, 
This  whole  earth  mav  be  bor'd  ;  and  that  the  moon 
Sa- 
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Pvlay  through  the  centre  creep,  and  fo  difpleafe 
Her  brother's  noon-tide  with  the  Antipodes. 
It  cannot  be,  but  thou  hafl  murder'd  him  ; 
So  flioukl  a  murderer  look,  fo  dead,  fo  grim.. 

Dem,    So  fhould  the  murder'd  look  :  and  fo 
fhould  I, 

Picrc'd  through  the  heart  with  your  ftern  cruelty  : 
Yet  yoii.  the  murderer,  look  as  bright,  as  clear, 
As  yonder  Venus  in  her  glimmering  fphere. 

Ner,  What's  this  to  my  Lyfander?  where  is  he? 
Ah.  good  Demetrius,  wilt  thou  give  him  me  ? 

Dcrn,  I  had  rather  give  his  carcale  to  m.y  hounds. 

Her,  Out,  dog  !  out,  cur  !  tliou  driv'fl  me  pail 
the  bounds 

Of  maiden's  patience.    Hafl  thou  flain  him  then  ? 
Henceforth  be  never  numbcr'd  among  men  ! 

0  !  once  tell  true,  tell  true,  even  for  my  fake  ; 
Durfh  thou  have  looked  upon  him,  being  awake. 
And  hafl:  thou  kill'd  him  fleeping  ?  O  brave  touch  ! 
Could  not  a  worm,  an  adder,  do  fo  much  ? 

An  adder  did  it  ;  for  with  doubler  tongue 
I'han  thine,  thou  ferpent,  never  adder  fhung. 

Dem,   You  fpend  your  paflion  on  a  mifpris'd 
m.ood  : 

1  am  not  guilty  of  Lyfandcr's  blood  ; 
Kor  is  he  deed,  for  aught  that  I  can  tell. 

Her,  I  pray  thee,  tell  me  then  that  he  is  well, 

De?n,  An  if  I  could,  what  fhould  I  get  therefore  ? 

L'er.  A  privilege,  never  to  fee  me  more. — 
A: id  hated  prefence  part  I  fo  : 

See  TT.e       :  ;  :..  e,  whether  he  be  dead,  or  no.  \^Exito 

Dc7n,  1  here  is  no  following  her  in  this  fierce  vein ; 
Here,  therefore,  for  a  while  I  will  rem^ain. 
So  forrow's  heavinefs  dcth  heavier  grow, 
For  debt  that  bankrupt  fleep  doth  forrow  owe  ; 
Y-  hjch  now  in  feme  flight  meafure  it  Vv^U  pay. 
If  for  hi:>  tender  here  I  maVc  fome  ftay. 

[^Lies  down. 
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Ob,  What  haft  thou  done  ?  thou  haft  miftaken 
quite, 

And  laid  the  love-juice  on  fome  true-love's  fight  : 
Of  thy  mifprifon  muft  perforce  enfue 
Some  true  love  turn'd,  and  not  a  falfe  turn'd  true. 
Puck,  Then  fate  o*er-rules  ;  that,  one  man  hold- 
ing troth, 

A  million  fail,  confounding  oath  on  oath. 

Ob,  About  the  wood  go  fwifter  than  the  wind, 
And  Helena  of  Athens  look  thou  find  : 
All  fancy-fick  fhe  is,  and  pale  of  cheer 
With  fighs  of  love,  that  coft  the  frefh  blood  dear  : 
By  fome  illufion  fee  thou  bring  her  here; 
I'll  charm  his  eyes,  againft  fhe  do  appear. 

Puck,  I  go,  I  go;  look,  how  I  go  ; 
Swifter  than  arrow  from  the  Tartar's  bow.  \_Exii, 
Ob.  Flower  of  this  purple  dye. 

Hit  with  Cupid's  archery, 

Sink  in  apple  of  his  eye  ! 

When  his  love  he  doth  efpy, 

Let  her  fhine  as  glorioufly 

As  the  Venus  of  the  fky. — 

When  thou  wak'ft,  if  fhe  be  by, 

Beg  of  her  for  remedy. 

Re-enter  Puck, 

Puck,  Captain  of  our  fairy  band, 
Helena  is  here  at  hand  ; 
And  the  youth,  miftook  by  me. 
Pleading  for  a  lover's  fee  ; 
Shall  we  their  fond  pageant  fee  ? 
Lord,  what  fools  thefe  mortals  be  ! 

Ob,  Stand  afide  :  the  noife  they  make, 
Will  caufe  Demetrius  to  awake. 

Puck,  Then  will  two,  at  once,  woo  one; 
That  muft  needs  be  fport  alone: 
And  thoCe  things  do  bcft  plcafc  me. 
That  bcfal  prepoft'roully. 
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Enter  Lyfandcr  and  Helena. 

Lyf,  Why  fhould  you  think,  that  I  fhould  woo 
in  fcorn  ? 

Scorn  and  derifion  never  come  in  tears  : 
Look,  when  I  vow,  I  weep ;  and  vows  fo  born, 

In  their  nativity  all  truth  appears. 
How  can  thefe  things  in  me  Teem  fcorn  to  you, 
Bearing  the  badge  of  faith  to  prove  them  true  ? 

HeL  You  do  advance  your  cunning  more  and 
more. 

When  truth  kills  truth,  O  devilifh  holy  fray  ! 
Thefe  vows  arc  Hermia's  !  Will  you  give  her  o'er  ? 
Weigh  oath  with  oath,  and  you  will  nothing, 
weigh : 

Your  vows,  to  her  and  me,  put  in  two  fcales, 
Will  even  weigh  ;  and  both  as  light  as  tales. 

Lyf,  I  had  no  judgment,  when  to  her  I  fwore. 

Hel.  Nor  none,  in  my  mind,  now  you  give  her  o'er. 

Lyf.  Demetrius  loves  her;  and  he  loves  not  you, 

Bern,  [^azvaking,']    O   Helen,   goddefs,  nymph., 
perfeft,  divine ! 
To  what,  my  love,  fhall  I  compare  thine  evne? 
Cryftal  is  muddy.    O,  how  ripe  in  fhow 
Thy  lips,  thofe  kifling  cheries,  tempting  grow  ! 
That  pure  congealed  white,  high  laurus'  fnow,. 
Fann'd  with  the  eaftren  wind,  turns  to  a  crow. 
When  thou  hold' ft  up  thy  hand  :  O,  let  me  kifs 
This  princefs  of  pure  white,  this  feal  of  blifs  ! 

HeL  O  fpight !  O  hell !  1  fee  you  all  are  bent 
To  fet  againft  me,  for  your  merriment. 
If  you  were  civil,  and  knew  courtefy, 
You  would  not  do  m.e  thus  much  injury. 
Can  you  not  hate  me,  as  I  know  you  do, 
But  you  m.uft  join,  in  fouls,  to  mock  me  too  ? 
If  you  were  men,  as  men  you  are  in  fhov/, . 
You  would  not  ufe  a  gentle  lady  fo ; 
To  V0W5  and  fwear,  and  iuperpraife  my  partSj 
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Whcrij  I  am  fure,  you  hate  me  with  your  hearts. 

You  both  are  rivals,  and  love  Hermia; 

And  now  both  rivals  to  mock  Helena  : 

A  trim  exploit,  a  manly  enlerprize, 

To  conjure  tears  up  in  a  poor  maid's  eyes, 

With  your  derifion  !  None,  of  nobler  fgrt, 

Would  fo  offend  a  virgin  ;  and  extort 

A  poor  foul's  patience,  all  to  make  you  fport. 

Lyf,  You  are  unkind,  Demetrius  ;  be  not  fo  ; 
For  you  love  Hermia;  this,  you  know,  I  know  ; 
And  here,  with  all  good-will,  with  all  my  heart. 
In  Hermia's  love  I  yield  you  up  my  part  ; 
And  yours  of  Helena  to  me  bequeath. 
Whom  I  do  love,  and  will  do  to  my  death. 

Hel,  Never  did  mockers  wafle  more  idle  breath. 

Dem»  Lyfander,  keep  thy  Hermia  ;  I  will  none : 
If  e'er  I  lov'd  her,  all  that  love  is  gone. 
My  heart  with  her  but  as  gueft-wife  fojourn'd  ; 
And  now  to  Helen  it  is  home  returned, 
There  to  remain. 

Lyf,  Helen,  it  is  not  fo. 

Dem,  Difparage  not  the  faith  thou  doft  not  know, 

Left,  to  thy  peril,  thou  aby  it  dear.  . 

Look,  where  thy  love  comes  ;  yonder  is  thy  dear. 

Enter  Hermia, 
Htr,  Dark  night,  that  from  the  eye  his  funftioR 
takes, 

The  ear  more  quick  of  apprehenfion  makes  : 
Wherein  it  doth  impair  the  feeing  fenfe, 

It  pays  the  hearing  double  recompence  :  

Thou  art  not  by  mine  eye,  Lyfander,  found  ; 
Mine  ear,  I  thank  it,  brought  me  to  thy  found. 
But  why  unkindly  didft  thou  leave  me  fo  ? 

Lyf,  Why  fhould  he  ftay,  whom  love  doth  prefs 
to  go  ? 

Her,  What  love  could  prcfs  Lvfander  from  my 
fide  ? 
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LyJ,  Lyfander's  love,  that  would  not  let  kirn  bide, 
P'air  Plelcna  ;  who  more  engilds  the  night 
Than  all  yon  fiery  o's,  and  eyes  of  light. 
Why  feek'ft  thou  me  ?  could  not  this  make  thee 
know. 

The  hate  I  bear  thee  made  me  leave  thee  fo  ? 

Htr,  You  fpeak  not  as  you  think  :  it  cannot  be, 

HeL  Lo,  fhe  is  one  of  this  confederacy  ! 
Now     perceive  they  have  conjoin'd,  all  three, 
To  fafhionthis  faife  fport  in  fpight  of  me. 
Injurious  Hermia  !  mod  ungrateful  maid  ! 
Have  you  confpir'd,  have  you  with  thefe  contrived 
To  bait  me  with  this  foul  derifion  ? 
Is  all  the  counfel  that  we  two  have  fhar'd, 
The  filler's  vows,  the  hours  that  we  have  fpent, 
When  we  have  chid  the  hafty-footed  time 
For  parting  us — O,  and  is  all  forgot? 
All  fchool-day  friendfliip,  childhood  innocence  ? 
We  Ilermiaj  like  two  artificial  gods. 
Have  with  our  needles  created  both  one  fiowerj 
Both  on  one  famplcr,  fitting  on  one  cufliion, 
Beth  warbling  of  one  fong,  both  in  one  key  ; 
As  if  our  hands,  our  fides,  voices,  and  m.inds, 
Had  been  incorporate.  So  we  grew  together, 
Tike  to  a  double  cherry,  feeming  parted ; 
But  yet  a  union  in  partition, 
Two  lovely  berries  moulded  on  one  (lem  : 
So,  with  two  feeming  bodies,  but  one  heart ; 
Two  of  the  firft,  like  coats  in  heraldry, 
Due  but  to  one,  and  crowned  with  one  creft. 
And  will  you  rent  our  ancient  love  afunder, 
To  join  with  men  in  fcorning  your  poor  friend? 
It  is  not  friendly,  'tis  not  maidenly  : 
Our  fex,  as  well  as  I,  may  chide  you  for  it ; 
Though  I  alone  do  feel  the  injury. 

Etr,  I  am  amazed  at  your  paflionate  words: 
I  fcorn  you  not ;  it  feems  that  you  fcorn  me. 

Hd,  Have  you  not  fet  Lyfander,  as  in  fcorn, 
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To  follow  me,  and  praife  my  eyes  and  face  ? 

And  made  your  other  love,  Demetrius, 

(Who  even  but  now  did  fpurn  me  with  his  foot) 

To  call  me  goddefs,  nymph,  divine,  and  rare, 

Precious,  ccleftial  ?  Wherefore  fpeaks  lie  this 

To  her  he  hates  ?  and  wherefore  doth  Lyfandcr 

Deny  your  love,  fo  rich  within  his  foul, 

And  tender  me,  forfooth,  afFeftion  ; 

But  by  your  fetting  on,  by  your  confent  ? 

What  though  I  be  not  fo  in  grace  as  you. 

So  hung  up  v/ith  love,  fo  fortunate  ; 

But  miferable  mcft,  to  love  unlov'd? 

This  you  fhould  pity,  rather  than  defpife. 

Her.  I  underftand  not  what  you  mean  by  this. 

HeL  Ay,  do,  perfcver,  counterfeit  fad  looks, 
Make  mouths  upon  me  when  I  turn  my  back  ; 
Wink  at  each  other ;  hold  the  fwect  jefb  up  : 
This  fport  well  carry 'd,  fhall  be  chronicled. 
If  you  have  any  pity,  grace,  or  manners, 
You  would  not  make  me  luch  an  argument. 
But,  fare  ye  well ;  tis  partly  mine  ow^n  fault ; 
Which  death,  or  abfence,  foon  fhall  remedy. 

Lyf,  Stay,  gentle  Helena ;  hear  my  excufe ; 
My  love,  my  life,  my  foul,  fair  Helena ! 

NeL  O  excellent ! 

Bcr.  Sweet,  do  not  fcorn  her  fo. 

Dem,  If  fhe  cannot  entreat,  I  can  compel. 
.   Lyf.  Thou  canfh  compel  no  more  than  Hie  entreat ; 
Thy  threats  have  no  more  ilrength,  than  her  weak 
prayers. 

Helen,  I  love  thee  ;  by  my  life,  I  do  ; 
I  Iwcar  by  that  which  I  will  lofe  for  thee, 
To  prove  him  faife,  that  lays  I  love  thee  not. 

Dcm,  I  fay,  1  love  thee  more  than  he  can  do. 

ZjV     If  thou  fay  fo,  withdraw,  and  prove  it  too, 

Dcm.  Quick,  come, — 

Her,  Lyiander,  whereto  tends  all  this  ? 

Lyf,  Away,  you  Ethiop  ! 
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Z)m.  No,  no,  fir,  he'll 
Seem  to  break  loofe  ;  take  on,  as  you  would  follow  ; 
But  yet  come  not :  You  are  a  tame  man,  go  ! 

Lyf.  Hang  off,  thou  cat,  thou  burr  :  vile  thing,  let 
loofe ; 

Or  I  will  fliake  thee  from  me,  like  a  ferpent. 

Her,  Why  are  you  grown  fo  rude  ?  what  change 
is  this, 
Sweet  love  ? 

Lyf,  Thy  love?  out,  tawney  Tartar,  cut! 
Out,  loathed  medicine !  hated  potion,  hence ! 

Her,  Do  you  not  jeft? 

Hel.  Yes,  Tooth  ;  and  fo  do  you. 

Lyf,  Demetrius,  I  will  keep  my  word  with  thee. 

Dem,  I  would,  I  had  your  bond  :  for,  I  perceive, 
A  weak  bond  holds  you  ;  I'll  not  truft  your  word. 

Lyf.  What,  Tnould  1  hurt  her,  fhrike  her,  kill  her 
dead  ? 

Although  I  hate  her,  I'll  not  harm  her  fo. 

Her,  What,  can  you  do  me  greater  harm,  than  hate? 
Hate  me  !  wherefore  ?  O  me  !  what  news,  my  love? 
Am  not  I  Hermia  ?  Are  not  you  Lyfander  ? 
I  am  as  fair  now,  as  I  was  erewhile. 
Since  night,  you  lov'dme:  yet,  fmce  night,  you  left 
me  : 

Why,  then  you  left  me. — O  the  gods  forbid  ! — 
In  earneft,  fhall  I  fay  ? 

Lyf,  Ay,  by  my  life  ; 
And  never  did  defire  to  fee  thee  more. 
Therefore,  be  out  of  hope,  ofqueftion,  doubt. 
Be  certain,  nothing  truer;  'tis  no  jeft. 
That  I  do  hate  thee,  and  love  Helena. 

Her,  O  me  i  you  juggler  !  oh,  you  canker-blofTom  ! 
You  thief  of  iov^e  !  Vv^hat,  have  you  come  by  niglit, 
And  ftol'n  my  love's  hc?at  from  Ij.m  ? 

HcL  Fine,  i'  faith  ! 
Have  you  no  modeft\%  no  maiden  Tname, 
No  touch  of  bafhfulnefs  ?  What,  v-iH  you  tear 
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Impatient  anfwers  from  my  gentle  tongue? 
Fie,  fie  !  you  counterfeit,  you  puppet,  you  ! 

Her.  Puppet !  why  fo  ?  Ay,  that  way  goes  the  game. 
Now  I  perceive  that  fhe  hath  made  compare 
Between  our  ftatures ;  fhe  hath  urg'd  her  height ; 
And  with  her  perfonage,  her  tall  perfonage, 
Her  height,  forfooth,  flie  hath  prevailed  with  him. — 
And  are  you  grown  fo  high  in  his  efleem, 
Becaufe  I  am  fo  dwarfifh  and  fo  low  ? 
How  low  am  I,  thou  painted  maypole?  fpcak  ; 
How  low  am  1  ?  I  am  not  yet  fo  low, 
But  that  my  nails  can  reach  unto  thine  eyes. 

Hel,  I  pray  you,  though  you  mock  mc,  gentlemen, 
Let  her  not  hurt  me  :  I  was  never  curft  ; 
I  have  no  gift  at  all  in  fhrewiflmefs ; 
I  am  a  right  maid  for  my  cowardice  ; 
Let  her  not  (hike  me:  You,  perhaps,  may  think, 
Becaufe  fhe's  fomething  lower  than  myfclf. 
That  I  can  match  her. 

Her,  Lower!  hark,  again, 

HeL  Good  Hermia,  do  not  be  fo  bitter  with  mc. 
I  evermore  did  love  you,  Hermia ; 
Did  ever  keep  your  counfels,  never  vv^rong'd  you  ; 
Save  that,  in  love  unto  Demetrius, 
I  told  him  of  your  ftealth  unto  this  wood  : 
He  foUow'd  you  ;  for  love,  I  followed  him. 
But  he  hath  chid  me  hence  ;  and  threaten'd  me 
To  ftrike  me,  fpurn  me,  nay,  to  kill  me  too: 
And  now,  fo  you  will  let  me  quiet  go. 
To  Athens  will  I  bear  my  folly  back, 
And  follow  you  no  further :  let  me  go  : 
You  fee  how  fimple  and  how  fond  I  am. 

/iCr.  Why,  get  you  gone:  Who  is't  that  hinders 
you  ? 

Hd,  A  fv^oliCli  heart,  tliat  I  leave  here  behind, 
her.  W^hat,  with  Lylandcr? 
He'.  With  Demetrius. 

Lyf.  'Be  not  afraid,  fhe  {\rAl  not  harm  thee,  Helena. 
Vol,  H.  T 
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Dem.  No,  fir ;  fhe  fhall  not,  though  you  take  her 
part, 

HtL  O,  when  (he's  angry,  fhe  is  keen  and  fhrewd; 
She  was  a  vixen,  when  fhe  went  to  fchool ; 
And,  though  fhe  be  but  little,  fhe  is  fierce. 

Her.  Little  again?  nothing  but  low  and  little?— 
-Why  will  you  fuffer  her  to  flout  me  thus  ? 
Let  me  come  to  her, 

Ly/,  Get  you  gone,  you  dwarf; 
You  minimus,  of  hind'ring  knot-grafs  made  ; 
—You  bead,  you  acorn. 

Dem.  You  are  too  ofhcious, 
Jn  her  behalf  that  fcorns  your  ferviccs. 
Let  her  alone  :  fpeak  not  of  Helena  ; 
Take  not  her  part :  for  if  thou  dofl  intend 
Never  fo  little  fhew  of  love  to  her. 
Thou  {halt  aby  it. 

Lyf,  Now  fhe  holds  me  not  ; 
Now  follow,  if  thou  dar'ft,  to  try  whofe  right, 
•  Or  thine  or  mine,  is  mofl  in  Helena. 

Dcm,  Follow  ?  nay,  I'll  go  with  thee,  cheek  by 
jowl.  \^Fx,  Lyfander  and  Demetrius » 

Her,  You,  miftrefs,  all  this  coyl  is  'long  of  you  : 
Nay,  go  not  back. 

cL  I  will  not  trufl  you,  I  ; 
Nor  longer  ftay  in  your  curfl  com.pany. 
Your  hands,  than  mine,  are  quicker  for  a  fray  ; 
My  legs  are  longer  though,  to  run  away. 

Her.  I  am  amaz*d,  and  know  not  what  to  fay. 

\^Exeunt ;  Hermia  purfuing  Helena. 

Oh.  This  is  thy  negligence  :  ftill  thou  miflak'ft, 
iOr  elfe  committ'ft  thy  knaveries  willingly. 

Fvck.  Believe  me,  king  of  fhadows,  I  mifhook. 
Did  not  you  tell  me,  I  fhould  know  the  man 
By  the  Athenian  garments  he  had  on  ? 
And  fo  far  blamelefs  proves  my  enterprizc, 
That  I  have  'nointcd  an  Athenian's  eyes  ; 
Ard  fo  far  am  I  glad  it  did  fo  fort. 
As  this  their  jangling  I  efleem  a  fport^ 
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Ob.  Thou  feeft,  thefe  lovers  feck  a  place  to  fight: 
Hie  therefore,  Robin,  ovcrcaft  the  night; 
The  rtarry  welkin  cover  thou  anon 
With  drooping. fog,  as  black  as  Acheron  ; 
And  lead  thefe  tefty  rivals  fo  aftray, 
As  one  corae  not  within  another's  way. 
Like  to  Lyfander  fometime  frame  thy  tongue, 
Then  ftir  Demetrius  up  w*ith  bitter  wrong ; 
And  fometimcs  rail  thou  like  Demetrius; 
And  from  each  other  look  thou  lead  them  thus, 
Till  o'er  their  brows  death-counterfeiting  flccp 
With  leaden  legs  and  batty  wings  doth  creep ; 
Then  crufh  this  herb  into  Lyfanicr's  eye ; 
Whofe  liquor  hath  this  virtuous  property, 
To  take  from  thence  all  error,  with  his  migl^t, 
And  make  his  eye-balls  roll  with  wonted  hght. 
When  they  next  wake,  all  this  derifion 
Shall  Teem  a  dream,  and  fruitlefs  vifion  ; 
And  back  to  Athens  fhall  the  lovers  wend, 
With  league,  whofe  date  'till  death  fhall  never  end. 
Whiles  I  in  this  affair  do  thee  employ, 
I'll  to  my  queen,  and  beg  her  Indian  boy  ; 
And  then  1  will  her  charmed  eye  releafe 
From  monfter's  view,  and  all  things  fhall  be  peace. 

Puck,  My  fairy  lord,  this  mufl:  be  done  with  hafhe  ; 
For  night's  fwift  dragons  cut  the  clouds  full  fall:, 
And  yonder  fhincs  Aurora's  harbinger ; 
At  whofe  approach,  gholls,  wandering  here  and  there,  ■ 
Troop  home  to  church-yards:  damned  fpirits  all, 
That  in  crofs-ways  and  Hoods  have  burial, 
Already  to  their  wormy  beds  are  gone  : 
For  fear  lefl  day  Ihould  look  their  fhames  upon, 
They  wilfully  themfclves  exile  from  light, 
And  mud  for  aye  confort  with  black-brow'd  night.  - 

Ob,  But  we  are  fpirits  of  another  fort : 
I  with  the  morning's  love  have  oft  made  fport ; 
And,  like  a  forefler,  the  groves  may  tread, 
Eyen  till  the  eaflern-gatc,  all  fiery  red, 
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opening  on  Neptune  with  fair  blefled  beams. 
Turns  into  yellow  gold  his  falt-green  ftreams. 
But,  notwithflanding,  hafte  ;  make  no  delay  : 
We  may  effeft  this  bufmefs  yet  ere  day.    \_Exit  Ob, 

Puck,  Up  and  down,  up  and  down  ; 

I  will  lead  them  up  and  down  : 

I  am  fear'd  in  field  and  town  ; 

Goblin,  lead  them  up  and  down. 

Here  comes  one.  . 

Enter  Lyjandtr, 

Lyf,  Where  art  thou,  proud  Demetrius  ?  fpeak 
thou  now. 

Puck,  Here  villain,  drawn  and  ready.  Where 
art  thou  ? 
/    Lyf,  I  will  be  with  thee  ftraight. 
Fuck.  Follow  me  then 
To  plainer  ground. 

U^yf'  S^^^  ^^^^     following  Dcm. 
Enter  Demetrius^ 

Dem,  I.yfander!  fpeak  again. 
Thou  runaw^ay,  thou  coward,  art  thou  fled  ? 
Speak.     In  fomx  bufli  ?  where  dofl  thou  hide  thy 
head  ? 

Puck,  Thou  coward,  art  thou  bragging  to  the  flars, 
Telling  the  buflies  that  thou  look 'ft  for  wars, 
And  wilt  not  come  ?  Come,  recreant ;  come,  thou 
child ; 

rii  whip  thee  with  a  rod:  He  is  defil'd, 
That  drawls  a  fword  on  thee. 
Dem.  Yea;  art  thou  there? 

Puck.  Follow  my  voice;  we'll  try  no  manhood 
here.  [_Exeunt. 

Re-enter  Lyfander. 

Lyf.  He  goes  before  mc,  and  flill  dares  me  on  ; 
When  I  come  where  he  calls,  then  he  is  gone. 
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The  villain  is  much  lighter  heel'd  than  I  : 

I  follow'd  faft,  but  fader  he  did  fly, 

That  fallen  am  1  in  dark  uneven  way, 

And  here  will  reft  me.    Come,  thou  gentle  day  ! 

[Lies  down. 
For  if  but  once  thou. fhew  me  thy  grey  light, 
I'll  find  Demetrius,  and  revenge  this  fpight,  » 

Re-enter  Puck  and  Deinetrius, 

Puck,  Ho,  ho,  ho  !  Coward,  why  comeft  thou  not  ? 

Devi,  Abide  me,  if  thou  dar'ft  :  for  well  I  wot, 
Thou  runn'ft  before  me,  fhifting  every  place  ; 
And  dar'ft  not  ftand,  nor  look  me  in  the  face. 
Where  art  thou  ? 

Puck,  Come  hither  ;  I  3m  here, 

Z?m.  Nay,  then  thou  mock'ft  me.    Thou  fhalt 
buy  this  dear. 
If  ever  I  thy  face  by  day-light  fee  ;  • 
Now,  go  thy  way,    Faintnefs  conftraineth  me  . 
To  meafure  out  my  length  on  this  cold  bed. — 
By  day's  approach  look  to  be  vifited,    [Lies  down. 

Enter  Helena, 
HeL  O  weary  night,  O  long  and  tedious  night, 
Abate  thy  hours ;  fliine,  comforts,  from  the  . 
eaft; 

That  1  may  back  to  Athens  by  day-light. 

From  thefe  that  my  poor  company  deteft : — 
And,  fleep,  tliat  fometimes  fhuts  up  forrow's  eye, 
Steal  me  a  while  from  mine  own  company. 

[Sleeps,  ^ 

Puck,  Yet  but  three?  come  one  more; 
Two  of  both  kinds  make  up  four. 
Here  fhe  comes,  curft,  and  fad : 
Cupid  is  a  knavifh  lad, 
Thus  to  make  poor  females  mad. 

Enter  Hermia, 
}Itr,  Never  fo  weary,  never  fo  in  woe, 

Bedabbled  with  the  dew.  and  torn  with  briers ; 
T  2  ' 
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Ad  ir. 


I  can  no  further  crawl,  no  further  go  ; 

My  legs  can  keep  no  pace  with  my  defires. 
Here  will  I  reft  me,  till  the  break  of  day. 
Heavens  fhield  Lyfander,  if  they  mean  a  fray  ! 

\^Lies  Down, 

Puck.  On  the  ground 
Sleep  found  : 
I'll  apply 
To  your  eye. 
Gentle  lover,  remedy, 

[Squeezing  the  juice  on  Lyf under' s  eye. 
When  thou  wak'fl:. 
Thou  tak'fl 
True  delight 
In  the  fight 
Of  thy  former  lady's  eye  : 
And  the  couRtiy  proverb  known, 
That  every  man  fhould  take  his  own. 
In  your  waking  fhall  be  fhown  : 
Jack  fhall  have  Jill ; 
Nought  fiiall  go  ill  ; 
The  man  fhall  have  his  mare  again,  and  all  fhall  be 
well.  [_Exit  Puck,    [They pep. 


ACT    IV.    SCENE  I. 
A  Wood, 

Enter  (lueen  of  the  Fairies^  Bottom^  Fairies  attending^ 

and  the  King  behind  them. 
Queen,  /^OME,  fit  thee  down  upon  this  flowery 
bed. 

While  I  thy  amiable  cheeks  do  coy, 
And  ftick  rriufk-rofes  in  thy  fleek  fmooth  head. 
And  kifs  thy  fair  large  ears,  my  gentle  joy. 
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Bot.  Where's  Peafe-bloffom  ? 
Peafc.  Ready. 

Bot.  Scratch  my  head,  Peafe-blolTom. — Where's 
monfieur  Cobweb  ? 
Gob.  Ready. 

Bot.  Monfieur  Cobweb  ;  good  monfieur,  get  your 
weapons  in  your  hand,  and  kill  me  a  red-hip'd 
humble-bee  on  the  top  of  a  thiftle  ;  and,  ,good  mon- 
fieur, bring  me  the  honey-bag.  Do  not  fret  your- 
felf  too  much  in  the  aftion,  monfieur  ;  and,  good 
monfieur,  have  a  care  the  honey-bag  break  not;  would 
be  loth  to  have  you  over-flown  with  a  honey -bag, 
fignior. — Where's  monfieur  Muftard-feed  ? 

Alufl.  Ready. 

Bot.  Give  me  your  neif,  monfieur  Muftard-feed. 
Pray  you,  leave  your  courtefy,  good  monfieur, 
Mujl.  What's  your  will  ? 

Bot.  Nothing,  good  monfieur,  but  to  help  cava- 
lero  Cobweb  to  fcratch.  I  muft  to  the  barber's, 
monfieur ;  for,  methinks,  I  am  marvellous  hairy 
about  the  face  :  and  I  am  fuch  a  tender  afs,  if  my 
hair  do  but  tickle  me,  I  muft  fcratch. 

Queen.  What,  wilt  thou  hear  fome  mufic,  my 
fweet  love  ? 

Bot.  1  have  a  rcafonable  good  ear  in  muiic  : 
let  us  have  the  tongs  and  the  bones. 

Queen.  Or,  fay,  fweet  love,  what  thou  defir'ft  to 
eat. 

Bot.  Truly,  a  peck  of  provender;  I  could  munch 
your  good  drj  oits.  Methinks  1  have  a  great  de- 
firc  to  a  bottle  of  hay  :  good  hay,  Iweet  hay,  hath  no 
fellow. 

Queen.  I  have  a  venturous  fairy  that  fliall  feek 
The  fquirrcl's  hoard,  and  fetch  thee  new  nuts. 

Bot.  1  had  rather  have  a  handful,  or  tWo,  of 
dried  peafe.  But,  I  pray  you,  let  none  of  your 
people  ftir  mc ;  I  have  an  expofition  of  deep  come 
upon  me. 
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Q^ueen,  Sleep  thou,  and  I  will  wind  thee  in  my  arms. 
Fairies,  be  gone,  and  be  all  ways  away. 
So  doth  the  woodbine,  the  fweet  honey-fuckle, 
Gently  entwift, — the  female  ivy  fo 
Enrings  the  barky  fingers  of  the  elm, 
O,  how  I  love  thee !  how  I  dote  on  thee ! 

Oberon  advances.    Enter  Puck. 
Ob,  Welcome,    good   Robin.    Seeft  thou  this 
fweet  fight  ? 
Her  dotage  now  I  do  begin  to  pity. 
For  meeting  her  of  late,  behind  the  wood, 
Seeking  fweet  favours  for  this  hateful  fool, 
I  did  upbraid  her,  and  fall  out  with  her : 
For  fhe  his  hairy  temples  then  had  rounded 
With  coronet  of  frefh  and  fragrant  flowers  ; 
And  that  fame  dew,  which  fometime  on  the  buds 
Was  wont  to  fwell,  like  round  and  orient  pearls. 
Stood  now  within  the  pretty  flowret's  eyes, 
Like  tears,  that  did  their  ov/n  difgrace  bewail. 
When  1  had,  at  my  pleafure,  taunted  her, 
And  fhe,  in  mild  terms,  begg'd  my  patience, 
I  then  did  afk  of  her  her  changeling  child  ; 
Which  ftrait  fhe  gave  me,  and  her  fairy  fent 
To  bear  him  to  my  bower  in  fairy  land. 
And,  now  I  have  the  boy,  I  will  undo 
This  hateful  imperfection  of  her  eyes. 
And,  gentle  Puck,  take  this  transformed  fcalp 
From  off  the  head  of  the  Athenian  fwain  j 
That  he  awaking  when  the  others  do, 
May  all  to  Athens  back  again  repair; 
And  think  no  more  of  this  night^s  accidents^ 
But  as  the  fierce  vexation  of  a  dream. 
But  iirft  I  will  releafe  the  fairy  queen  ; 
Be,  as  thou  waft  v/ont  to  be  ; 

^Touching  her  eyes  with  an  herb. 
See,  as  thou  Vv^aft  wont  to  fee  : 
Dian's  bud  o'er  Cupid's  flower 
Hath  fuch  force  and  bleffed  power. 
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Now,  my  Titania  ;  wake  you,  my  fwect  queen. 

Ojucen,  My  Oberon  \  what  vifions  have  I  feen  ! 
Methought  1  was  enamour'd  of  an  afs. 

Ob,  There  lies  your  love. 

(hieen.  How  came  thefe  things  to  pafs  ? 
Oh,  how  mine  eye  doth  loath  his  vifage  now  ? 

Ob,  Silence,  a  while.-  Robin,  take  off  this 

head.  

Titania,  mufic  call  ;  and  ftrike  more  dead 
Than  common  flecp,  of  all  thefe  five  the  fenfe, 
Queen.  Mufic,    ho  !   mufic  ;   fuch  as  charmeth 
fleep. 

Puck,  When  thou  awak'fl  with  thine  own  fool's 
eyes  peep. 

Ob,  Sound,  mufic.    IStill  mufic,']    Come,  my 
queen,  take  hands  with  me, 
And  rock  the  ground  whereon  thefe  fleepers  be. 
Now  thou  and  1  are  new  in  amity  ; 
And  will  to-morrow  midnight,  folemnly, 
Dance  in  duke  Thefeus'  houfe  triumphantly, 
And  blefs  it  to  all  fair  pofterity  : 
There  fhall  thefe  pairs  of  faithful  lovers  be 
Wedded,  with  Thefeus,  all  in  jollity. 

Puck,  Fairy  king,  attend,  and  mark  ; 
I  do  hear  the  m.orning  lark. 

Ob,  Then,  my  queen,  in  filerice  fad, 
Trip  we  after  the  night's  fhade : 
We  the  globe  can  compafs  foon, 
Swifter  than  the  wand'ring  moon. 

(lueen.  Come,  my  lord  ;  and  in  our  flight. 
Tell  me  how  it  came  this  night, 
That  I  fle^ping  here  was  found. 
With  thefe  mortals,  on  the  ground.  [Exeunt. 

[IVind  horns  within. 

Enter  Thefeus,  Egeus,  Hippolita,  and  traiyi. 
The,  Go,  one  of  you,  find  out  the  forefter  •, — 
For  now  our  obfcrvation  is  performed : 
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And  fmce  we  have  the  vaward  of  the  day, 
My  love  fliall  hear  the  mufic  of  my  hounds. — 
Uncouple  in  the  weflern  valley  ;  go  : — 

Difpatch,  I  fay,  and  find  the  forefler.  

We  will,  fair  queen,  up  to  the  mountain's  top, 
And  mark  the  mufical  confufion 
Of  hounds  and  echo  in  conjunftion. 

Hip,  I  was  with  Hercules,  and  Cadmus,  once. 
When  in  a  wood  of  Crete  they  bay'd  the  bear 
With  hounds  of  Sparta  :  never  did  I  hear 
Such  gallant  chiding  ;  for,  befides  the  groves, 
The  fkies,  the  fountains,  every  region  near 
Seem'd  all  one  mutual  cry  ;  1  never  heard 
So  muhcal  a  sdifcord,  fuch  fweet  thunder. 

Thd,  My  hounds  are  bred  out  of  the  Spartan 
kind, 

vSo  flcwd,  fo  fanded,  and  their  heads  are  hung 
With  ears  that  fweep  away  the  morning  dew  ; 
Crook-knee'd,  and  dew-lap'd  like  ThelTalian  balls  ; 
Slow  in  purfuit,  but  match'd  in  mouth  like  bells, 
Each  under  each.    A  cry  more  tuneable 
Was  never  halloo'd  to,  nor  cheer*d  with  horn, 
In  Crete,  in  Sparta,  nor  in  ThefTaly : 
Judge,  when  you  hear.— But,  foft ;  what  nymphs 
are  thefe  ? 

Ege.  My  lord,  this  is  my  daughter  here  afleep ; 
And  this,  Lyfander  ;  this  Demetrius  is  ; 
This  Helena,  old  Nedar's  Helena : 
I  wonder  at  their  being  here  together. 

The,  No  doubt,  they  rofe  up  early,  to  obferve 
^he  rite  of  May  ;  and  hearing  our  intent, 
Came  here  in  grace  of  our  folemnity. — 
But,  fpeak,  Egeus ;  is  not  this  the  day 
That  Hermia  fhould  give  anfwer  of  her  choice  ? 

Ege,  It  is,  my  lord. 

The,  Go,  bid  the  huntfmen  wake  them  with  their 
horns, 
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Horns,  and  pL out  within:  Demetrius,  Lyfander,  Her- 
juia,  and  Helena,  wake  and  Jlart  up. 

The,  Good-morrow,  friends.    Saint  Valentine  is 
pa  ft  ; 

Begin  thefe  wood-birds  but  to  couple  now  ? 

Lyf,  Pardon,  my  lord.   [_They  all  kneel  to  Thefeus, 

The,  I  pray  you  all,  ftand  up. 
I  know,  you  two  are  rival  enemies  ; 
How  comes  this  gentle  concord  in  the  world, 
That  hatred  is  fo  far  from  jealoufy, 
To  flecp  by  hate,  and  fear  no  enmity? 

Lyf.  My  lord,  I  fhall  reply  amazedly, 
Half  fleep,  half  waking :  But  as  yet,  I  fwear, 
I  cannot  truly  fay  how  I  came  here  : 
But,  as  I  think,  (for  truly  would  I  fpeak, — 
And  now  I  do  bethink  me,  fo  it  is  ;) 
1  came  with  Hermia  hither  :  our  intent 
Was,  to  be  gone  from  Athens,  where  we  might  be 
Without  the  peril  of  the  Athenian  law. 

Ege,  Enough,  enough,  my  lord  ;  you  have  enough ; 
I  beg  the  law,  the  law,  upon  his  head. — 
They  would  have  ftol'n  away,  they  would,  Deme- 
trius, 

Thereby  to  have  defeated  you  and  me  : 
You,  of  your  wife,  and  me,  of  my  confent  ; 
Of  my  confent  that  fhe  fhould  be  your  wife. 

Dem,  My  lord,  fair  Helen  told  me  of  their  ftealth, 
Of  this  their  purpofe hither,  to  this  wood; 
And  I  in  fury  hither  followed  them  ; 
Fair  Helena  in  fancy  following  me. 
But,  my  good  lord,  I  wot  not  by  what  power, 
(But  by  fome  power  it  is)  my  love  to  Hermia, 
Melted  as  is  the  fnow,  feems  to  me  now 
As  the  remembrance  of  an  idle  gawd. 
Which  in  my  childhood  I  did  doat  upon 
And  all  the  faith,  the  virtue  of  my  heart, 
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The  obje8:  and  the  pleafure  of  mine  eye. 
Is  only  Helena.    To  her,  my  lord. 
Was  I  betroth'd  ere  I  Taw  Hermia  ; 
But,  like  a  ficknefs,  did  I  loath  this  food  : 
But,  as  in  health,  come  to  my  natural  tafte, 
Now  do  I  wifh  it,  love  it,  long  for  it. 
And  will  for  evermore  be  true  to  it. 

The,  Fair  lovers,  you  are  fortimately  met  : 
Of  this  difcourfe  we  fhall  hear  more  anon.— 
Egeus,  I  will  over-bear  your  will  ; 
For  in  the  temple,  by  and  by  with  us, 
Thefe  couples  fhall  eternally  be  knit. 
And,  for  the  morning  now  is  fomething  worn. 
Our  purposed  hunting  ftiall  be  fct  afide. — 
Away,  with  us,  to  Athens  :  Three  and  three. 
We'll  hold  a  feaft  in  great  folemnity. — 
Come,  Hippolita,  [^Exe. Thefe  us,  Hippclita,  and  train. 

Dcm,  Thefe  things  feem  fmall,  and  undiftingui fin- 
able, 

Like  far-off  mountains  turned  into  clouds. 

Her,  Methinks  I  fee  tliefe  things  with  parted  eye, 
When  every  thing  Teems  double. 

hel.  So  m.e thinks  : 
And  I  have  found  Demetrius  like  a  jewel, 
Mine  own,  and  not  mine  own. 

Dern,  Are  you  fure 
That  wx  are  awake? — It  feems  to  me, 
That  yet  v/e  fleep,  v/e  dream. — Do  not  you  think. 
The  duke  was  here,  and  bid  us  follow  him? 

Her,  Yea  ;  and  my  father. 

Hel,  And  Hippolita. 

Lyf,  And  he  did  bid  us  follow  to  the  tem.ple. 
Devi,  Why  then,  we  are  awake  :  let's  follow  himi  ; 
And,  by  the  way,  let  us  recount  our  dreams. 

[jE  xcujit. 

As  they  go  Old,  Bottom  azvakes, 
Bot,  When  my  cue  ccnTCs,  call  me,  and  I  will 
anfvv'er  : — my  next  is,  Mojl  fair  Fyranius  Hey, 
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ho! — Peter  Quince!  Flute  the  hcUows-mcnder ! 
Snout  the  tinker!  Starveling!  God's  my  life  !  {lorn 
hence,  and  left  me  aflcep  !  I  have  had  a  mofl  rare 
vifion.  I  have  had  a  dream, — paft  the  wit  of  man 
to  fay  what  dream  it  was  :  Man  is  but  an  afs,  if  he 
go  about  to  expound  this  dream.  Methought  I 
was — there  is  no  man  can  tell  what.    Methought  I 

was,  and  methought  I   had.  Cut  man  is  but  a 

patch'd  fool,  if  he  will  ofFcr  to  fay  what  m.ethought 
I  had.  The  eye  of  man  hath  not  heard,  the  ear  of 
nf  man  hath  not  feen  ;  man's  hand  is  not  able  totafte, 
liis  tongue  to  conceive,  nor  his  heart  to  report, 
what  my  dream  was.  I  will  get  Peter  Quince  to 
write  a  ballad  of  this  dream  :  it  fliall  be  called  Bot- 
tom's Dream,  bccaufe  it  hath  no  bottom  ;  and  i  wiH 
i\x\g  it  in  the  latter  end  of  a  play,  bcfcyr?  tlie  duke  : 
Peradventarc,  to  make  it  the  more  gracious,  I  fhall 
ling  it  at  her  death.  ^  [Exit. 

SCENE  11. 
Athens,     Q^uincc's  Iljiif:', 
Enter  O^uince^  Flute.  Snout,  and  Starveli'^  T., 

O^Liin.  Plave  you  fent  to  Bottom's  houfe  P  is  lie 
come  home  yet  ? 

Star,  He  cannot  be  heard  of.  Out  of  doubt,  he 
is  tranfported. 

Fiu.  If  he  come  not,  then  the  play  is  marr'd  ; 
It  goes  not  forward,  doth  it  ? 

Q^uin.  It  is  not  pofliblc  :  you  have  not  a  mva  in 
all  Athens,  able  to  difcharge  Pyramus,  but  he. 

Flu,  No  ;  he  hath  fimply  the  berh  wit  of  any 
handy-craft  man  in  Athens. 

Qidn,  Yea,  and  the  bell  perfon  too  :  and  he  is 
a  very  paramour,  far  a  fweet  voice. 

Flu,  You  mud  fay,  paragv^n  :  a  paramour  is,  God 
blcfs  us  !  a  thing  of  nougiit. 

Enter  Snug, 

Snu-j,   Makers,    the  Du!;e   is   coming  from  the 
Vo\  II.  U 
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temple,  and  there  is  two  or  three  lords  and  ladies 
more  married :  if  our  fport  had  gone  forward,  wc 
had  all  been  made  miCn. 

Flu.  O  fweet  bully  Bottom  !  Thus  hath  he  loft 
fix-pence  a-day  during  his  life  ;  he  could  not  have 
'fcaped  fix-pence  a-day  :  an  the  duke  had  not  given 
him  fix-pence  a-day  for  playing  Py ramus,  Til  be 
hang'd  ;  he  would  have  deferv'd  it  :  fix-pence  a- 
day,  in  Pyramus,  or  nothing. 
Enter  Bottom. 
7?  0^  Where  are  thefe  lads?  where  are  thefe  hearts? 
Ouin.  Bottom  ! — O  moft  courageous  day  I  O  moft 
happy  hour ! 

Bot.  -Mafters,  I  am  to  difcourfc  wonders  :  but  afl?: 
me  not  what  ;  for,  if  I  tell  you,  I  am  no  true  Athe- 
nian. I  v/ill  tell  you  every  thing,  right  as  it  fell  out. 
Let  us  hear,  fweet  Bottom. 
Bot.  Not  a  word  of  me.  All  that  I  will  tell  you, 
is,  that  the  Duke  hath  dined  :  Get  your  apparel 
together  ;  good  ftrings  to  your  beards,  new  ribons 
to  your  pumps;  meet  prefently  at  the  palace  ;  every 
man  look  o'er  his  part  ;  for  the  fhort  and  the  long 
is,  our  play  is  preferr'd.  In  any  cafe,  let  Thifby 
have  clean  linen  ;  and  let  not  him,  that  plays  the 
lion,  pare  his  nails,  for  they  fhall  hang  out  for  the 
lion's  claws.  And,  moft  dear  aftors,  eat  no  onions 
nor  garlick,  for  we  are  to  utter  fweet  breath  ;  and 
I  do  not  doubt  but  to  hear  them  fay,  it  is  a  iweet 
comedy.    No  more  words  ;  away  ;  go,  away. 

{^Exeunt. 


ACT    V.       S  C  E  N  E  -  I. 

The  Palace. 

E-nter  Thefeus,  Hippolita,  Egeus^  Philojlrate,  Lords,  &c. 
/-J  if.  5*^^  I  S  ft  range,   my  Thefeus,    that  thefc 
A      lovers  fpeak  of. 
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The,  More  ftrange  than  true.    I  never  may  be- 
lieve 

Thefe  antique  fables,  nor  thefe  fairy  toys. 
Lovers  and  madmen  have  fuch  feething  brains, 
Such  fiiaping  fdntafies,  that  apprehend 
More  than  cool  reafon  ever  comprehends. 
The  lunatic,  the  lover,  and  the  poet. 
Are  of  imagination  all  compscl  : 
One  fees  more  devils  than  vafb  hell  can  hold  ; 
That  is,  the  madman  :  the  lover,  all  as  frantick, 
Sees  Helen's  beauty  in  a  brow  of  Egypt : 
The  poet's  eye,  in  a  fine  frenzy  rolling. 
Doth  glance  from  heaven  to  earth,  from  earth  to  hea- 
ven ; 

And,  as  imagination  bodies  forth 

The  forms  of  things  unknown,  the  poet's  pen 

Turns  them  to  fliapes,  and  gives  to  airy  nothing 

A  local  habitation  and  a  name. 

Such  tricks  hath  ftrong  imagination  ; 

That,  if  it  would  but  apprehend  fome  joy, 

It  comprehends  fome  bringer  of  that  joy  ; 

Or,  in  the  night,  imagining  fome  fear, 

How  eafy  is  a  bufh  fuppos'd  a  bear  ? 

Hip.  But  all  the  (lory  of  the  night  told  over. 
And  all  their  minds  transfigur'd  fo  together, 
More  witncfleth  than  fancy's  images. 
And  grows  to  fomething  of  great  confhancy : 
But,  howfoever,  ftrange,  and  admirable. 

Enter  Lyfander^  Demetrius,  Hcrrdia,  and  Helena, 
The.  Here  come  the  lovers,  full  of  joy  and 
mirth. — 

Joy,  gentle  friends!  joy,  and  frcfn  days  of  love. 
Accompany  your  hearts! 

Lyf.  More  than  to  us 
Wait  on  your  royal  walks,  your  board,  your  bed ! 

The,  Come  now  ;  what  malks,  what  dances  fliall 
we  have, 
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To  wear  away  this  long  age  of  three  hours, 
Between  our  after-fupper,  and  bed  time  ? 
Where  is  our  ufual  manager  of  mirth  ? 
What  revels  are  in  hand  ?  Is  there  no  play, 
To  eafe  the  anguifh  of  a  torturing  hour? 
Call  Philoftrare. 

Phihjl^_  Here  mJghty  Thefeus. 

The,  Say,  what  abridgment  have  you  for  this  even- 
ing ? 

What  rnaOi  ?  what  mufic  ?  How  (hall  we  beguile 
71ie  lazy  time,  if  not  with  fome  delight? 

PhiLoJl,  There  is  a  brief,  how  many  fports  are  ripe  ; 
Make  choice  of  which  ycur  highnefs  will  fee  firft. 

[^Giving  a  paper. 
The,  reads.']  ^- The  battle  of  the  Centaurs,  to  b« 
fung 

By  an  Athenian  eunuch  to  the  harp." 

We'll  none  of  that :  that  I  have  told  my  love, 

In  glory  of  my  kinfman  Hercules. 
"  The  riot  of  the  tipfy  Bacchanals, 
"  Tearing  the  Thracian  finger  in  their  rage." 

That  is  an  old  device  ;  and  it  was  play'd 

When  I  from  Thebes  came  laft  a  conqueror. 

"  The  thrice  three  Mufes  mourning  for  the  deatk 
"  Of  learning,  late  deceased  in  beggary.'' 

That  is  feme  fatire,  keen,  and  critical, 

Not  forting  with  a  nuptial  ceremony. 

"  A  tedious  brief  fcene  of  young  Pyramus 
And  his  love  Thifbe;  very  tragical  m.irth." 

Merry  and  tragical?  Tedious  and  brief? 

That  is,  hot  ice,  and  wonderous  ftrange  fnow. 

How  fhall  we  hnd  the  concord  of  this  difcord? 
PhiLoJi,  A  play  there  is,  my  lord,  fome  ten  wordi 

Which  is  as  brief  as  I  have  known  a  play  ; 
But  by  ten  Vv  ords,  my  lord,  it  is  too  long  ; 
Which  makes  it  tedious  :  for  in  all  the  play 
There  is  not  one  word  apt,  one  player  fitted. 
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And  tragical,  my  noble  lord  it  is  ; 
For  Pyramus  therein  doth  kill  himfclf. 
Which,  when  I  faw  rehears'd,  I  muft  confefs, 
Made  mine  eyes  water  ;  but  more  merry  tears 
The  pafiion  of  loud  laughter  never  fhed. 

The,  What  are  they,  that  do  play  it  ? 

Philojl.  Hard-handed  men,  that  work  in  Athens 
here, 

Which  never  labour'd  in  their  minds  'till  now  ; 
And  now  have  toil'd  their  unbreath'd  memoiiics 
With  this  fame  play,  againft  your  nuptial. 

The,  And  v/e  will  hear  it. 

Pkilofi.  No,  my  noble  lord, 
It  is  not  for  you  :  I  have  heard  it  over, 
And  it  is  nothing,  nothing  in  the  world; 
Unlefs  you  can  find  fport  in  th^ir  intents, 
ExtrcQiely  ftretch'd,  and  conn'd  with  cruel  p.iin, 
To  do  you  fcrvice.  » 

The,  1  will  hear  that  play  : 
For  never  any  thing  can  be  amifs. 
When  fimplenefs  and  duty  tender  it. 
Go,  bring  them  in  ; — and  take  your  places,  ladies. 

lExit  Phibfi, 

Hip,  I  love  not  to  fee  wretchedncfs  o'ercharg'd. 
And  duty  in  his  fervice  pcrifliing. 

The,  Why,  gentle  fwcet,  you  fh.ill  fee  no  fuch 
thing, 

Hil>,  lie  fays,  tlicy  can  do  nothing  in  this  kind. 
The,  The  kiadcr  vve,  to  give  them  thanks  for 
nothing. 

Our  fport  fliall  be^  to  take  what  they  midake: 
And  what  poor  duty  cannot  do. 
Noble  refpeft  takes  it  in  might,  not  merit. 
Where  I  have  come,  great  clerks  have  purpofed 
To  greet  me  with  premeditated  welcomes  ; 
Where  I  have  feea  them  flaiver,  and  look  pale, 
Make  periods  in  the  midil  of  fentences, 
Throttle  their  praftls'd  accent  in  their  fcirs, 
U  2 
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And,  in  conclufion,  dumbly  have  broke  off, 

Not  paying  me  a  welcome  :  Truft  me,  fweet, 

Out  of  this  filence,  yet  I  pick'd  a  welcom.e  ; 

And  in  the  m.odefliy  of  fearful  duty 

I  read  as  much,  as  from  the  rattling  tongue 

Of  faucy  and  audacious  eloquence. 

Love,  tlierefore,  and  tongue-ty'd  fimplicity, ' 

In  leaft,  fpeak  mofh,  to  my  capacity. 

Enter  Philojirate, 
Philoji,  So  pleafe  your  grace,  the  prologue  is  ad 
dreft. 

Tfie,  Let  him  approach.  [_Flour,  Trum 

Enter  the  Prologue, 
ProL  "  If  wc  offend,  it  is  with  our  good  will. 
*^  That  you  fhould  think,  we  come  not  to  offend 
But  v/ith  good-will.    To  fhew  our  fimple  fkill, 

That  is  the  true  beginning  of  our  end, 
Confider  then,  we  come  but  in  defpite. 
"  We  do  not  come,  as  minding  to  content  you. 
Our  true  intent  is.    All  for  your  delight. 

We  are  not  here.    That  you  fhould  here  re- 
pent  you, 

"  The  aftors  are  at  hand ;  and  by  their  fhow. 

You  fhall  know  all,  that  you  are  like  to  know." 

The,  This  fellow  doth  not  ftand  upon  points. 

LyJ~,  He  hath  rid  his  prologue  like  a  rough  colt ; 
lie  knows  not  the  fhop.  A  good  moral,  my  lord  : 
It  is  not  enough  to  fpeak,  but  to  fpeak  true. 

Hip,  Indeed  he  hath  play'd  on  this  prologue, 
like  a  child  on  a  recorder:  a  found,  but  not  in  go- 
vernment. 

The,  His  fpeech  was  like  a  tangled  chain  :  no- 
thing impair'd,  but  all  difordered.    Who  is  next? 

Filter  Pyravivs  and  Thijhe,  IValL  Moonjldne^  and 
Lion,  as  in  dumb  fiow, 
ProL  '*  GentleSj  percl-ance,  you  wonder  at  this 
fl:iow  ; 
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But  wonder  on,  till  truth  imke      things  pla'n. 
•*  This  mm  is  Pyranriiis,  if  y^^ 'J  would  know  ; 
"  This  beauteous  lady  Thifby  is,  certain. 
This  man,  with  li.nz  and  rour/h-cafh,  doth  prclent 
"  Wall,  thit  vllo  wall  whicli  did  thcfe  lovers 
"  funder  : 

And  through  wall's  chink,  poor  fouls,  they  are 
"  content 

"  To  whifper  ;  at  the  which  let  no  man  wonder. 
This  man  with  lanthorn,  dog,  and  bufh  of  thorn, 
Prefentcth  moon-Hiine  :  for,  if  you  will  knov/, 
By  moon-fhinc  did  thefe  lovers  think  no  fcorn 
"  To  meet  at  Ninus'  tomb,  there,  there  to  woo. 
This  grifly  bcaft,  which  by  name  lion  hight, 
"  The  trufty  Thifby,  coming  hrft  by  night, 
"  Did  fcare  away,  or  rather  did  affright  : 
"  And,  as  fhe  fled,  her  mantle  flie  did  fall  ; 
^        Which  lion  vile  willi  bloody  mouth  did  flaia  : 
Anon  comes  Pyramus,  fweet  youth,  and  tall, 
"  And  finds  his  trufly  Thifby's  mantle  flain  : 
Whereat,  with  blade,  with  bloody  blameful  blade, 
"  He  bravely  broach'd  his  boiling  bloody  breafl ; 
And  Thifby,  tarrying  in  mulberry  fhade, 
"  His  dagger  drew,  and  died.     For  all  the  reft, 
Let  lion,  moon-fhine,  wall,  and  lovers  twain. 
At  large  difcourfe,  while  here  they  do  remain. 

\_Exeuiit  all  but  WalL 
The.  I  wonder,  if  the  lion  be  to  fpeak. 
Dem,  No  wonder,  my  lord  :  one  lion  may,  when 
many  affes  do.  ^ 

WalL  "  In  this  fame  interlude,  it  doth  befall, 
"  That  I,  one  Snout  by  name,  prefent  a  wall  : 
"  And  fuch  a  wall,  as  I  would  have  you  think, 
*'  That  had  in  it  a  cranny'd  hole,  or  chink, 

Through  which  the  lovers,  Pyramus  and  Thifby, 
"  Did  whifper  often  very  fccretly. 
"  This  lome,  this  rough-caft,  and  this  flone,  dothfhew 
That  I  am  that  fame  wall ;  the  truth  is  fo  : 
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And  this  the  cranny  is,  right  and  finifler, 
^'  Through  which  the  fearful  lovers  are  to  whifper.*' 
The,  Would  you  defire  lime  and  liair  to  fpeak 
better  ? 

Dem,  It  is  the  wittieft  partition  that  ever  I  heard 
difcourfe,  my  lord. 

The,  Pyramus  draws  near  the  wall :  filence  ! 

Enter  Py ramus, 

Pyr.      O  grim-look'd  night !  O  ni^ht  v/ith  hue 
fo  black  ! 

0  night,  which  ever  art,  when  day  is  not ! 
^'  O  night,  O  night,  alack,  alack,  alack, 

1  fear  my  Thifby's  promife  is  forgot !  — 

"  And  thou,' O  wall,  O  fweet,  O  lovely  v.'all, 

That  fland'ft  between  her  father's  ground  and 
mxine  ; 

Thou  wall,  O  v/all,  O  fweet  and  lovely  wall, 
Shev/  me  thy  chink  to  blink  through  w^ith  mine 
"  eync. 

Thanks,  courteous  wall  :  Jove  fhicld  thee  well 

"  for  this  ! 
"  But  what  fee  I  ?  No  Thifby  do  I  fee. 
O  wicked  wj'ik  through  whom  I  fee  no  blifs  ; 

Curft  be  thy  flones  for  thus  deceiving  me  i" 
The,  Tlic  Vv'ail,  mctl'iinks,  being  fenhble,  Hiculd 
curie  again. 

Pyr,  No,  in  truth,  fir,  he  fhould  not.  Deceiving 
m%  is  Thifby 's  cue  ;  fhe  is  to  enter  now,  and  I  am 
to  fpy  her  through  the  wall.  .  ^You  fhall  fee,  it  will 
fall  pat  as  I  told  you.    Yonder  fhc  comes. 

Enter  Thifhy, 

Thif,  "  O  wall,  full  often  had  thou  heard  my 
moans, 

For  parting  my  fair  Pyramus  and  me  : 
^'  My  cherry  lips  have  oflen  kifs'dithy  ftones  ; 

Thy  ftones  with  lime  and  hahlknif.  up  iathec,*' 
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Pyr,      I  fee  a  voice  :  Now  v/ill  I  to  the  chink, 
To  fpy  an  I  can  hear  my  Thifby's  face. 
"  Thifl)y  ! 

-  Thif.  "  My  love  !  thou  art  my  love,  I  think." 
Pyr,     Think  what  thou  wilt,  I  am  thy  lover's 

crracc  ; 

And  like  Limandcr  am  I  trufty  fhill." 
Thif.  "  And  I  like  Helen,  till  the  fates  me  kill." 
Pyr,      Not  Sh-ifdus  to  Procrus  was  io  true," 
Thif,  "  As  Shafalus  to  Procrus,  I  to  you." 
Pyr,  "  O,  kifs  me  through  the  hole  of  this  vile 
wall." 

Thif,  "  I  kifs  the  wall's  hole,  not  your  lips  at  all.'^ 
Pyr,       Wilt  thou  at  Ninny's  tomb  meet  me 

ftraightway  ?" 
Thif,      Tide  life,  tide  death,  I  come  without 
'  delay." 

Wall,  Thus  hive  I,  wall,  my  part  difcharged  To  ; 
*^  And,  being  done,  thus  wall  away  doth  go." 

[_Exeiint  Wall^  Py ramus,  and  Tkifoe, 

The,  Now  is  the  mural  down  between  the  two 
neighbours. 

Dem,  No  remedy,  my  lord,  when  walls  are  fo 
wilful  to  hear  without  warning. 

Hip.  This  is  the  fillieft  fhuff  that  ever  I  heard. 

'The,  The  befb  in  this  kind  arc  but  fhadows  : 
and  the  word  are  no  worfe,  if  imagination  amend 
them. 

Hip.  It  muftbeyour  imagination  then,  and  not 
theirs. 

The.  If  we  imagine  no  worfc  of  them,  than  they 
©f  themfelves,  they  may  pafs  for  excellent  men. 
Here  comes  two  noble  beads  in,  a  moon  and  a  lion. 

Enter  Lion  and  MoonJJiine, 

Lion,      You,  ladies,  you.  whofe  gentle  hearts  d^ 
"  fear 

The  fmallefl:  monilrous  moufc  that  creeps  oi\ 
"  Roor, 
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"  May  now  perchance,  both  quake  and  tremble 
here. 

When  Hon  rough  in  wlldeft  rage  doth  roar. 
Then  knov/,that  I,  as  Snug  thejoiner,  am  . 
Alien  fell,  nor  elfe  no  lion's  dam  : 
For  if  I  fhould  as  lion  come  in  ftrife 
Into  this  place,  'tv/ere  pity  on  my  life." 
7 7/;g.  A  very  gentle  bcafl.  and  of  a  good  confcience, 
Dem,  The  very  bed  atabeafl;,  my  lord,  that  e'^r 
I  faw. 

Lyf.  This  lion  is  a  very  fox  for  his  valour. 

The.  True;  and  a  goofe  for  his  difcrction. 

Dem,  Not  fo,  my  lord :  for  his  valour  cannot 
carry  his  difcretion ;  and  the  fox  carries  the  goofe. 

The,  His  difcretion,  I  am  fure,  cannot  carry  his 
valour  :  for  the  goofe  carries  not  the  fox.  It  is  well  : 
leave  it  to  liis  difcretion,  and  let  us  liften  to  th« 
moon. 

Mccn,  "  This  lanthorn  doth  the  horned  moon 
"  prefent 

DcTfi.  Ke  fhould  have  worn  the  horns  on  his 
head. 

The,  He  is  no  crefcent,  and  his  horns  are  invi- 
fible  within  ^'^  ^  ^ 'rcumference. 

/llcon,  ithorn  doth  the  horned  moca 

Myr:lx  t  '  the  moon  do  feem  to  be." 

The.  1  l  i..  s  ti.e  greatefl;  error  of  all  the  reft :  the 
man  fliould  be  put  into  the  lanthorn  ;  How  is  it 
elfe  the  man  i'  the  moon  ? 

Dem,  He  dares  not  come  there  for  the  candle  : 
for.  you  fee,  it  is  already  in  fnufF. 

Hip.  I  am  a-weary  of  this  moon.  Would,  he 
would  change  ! 

The-.  It  appears,  by  his  fmall  light  of  difcretion, 
that  he  is  in  the  wane:  but  yet,  in  courtefy,  in  all 
realon,  we  muft  ilay  the  time. 

lyf.  Proceed,  m.oan. 
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Moon.  All  that  I  have  to  fay  is,  to  tell  you,  that 
the  lanthorn  is  the  moon  ;  I,  the  man  in  the  moon  ; 
this  thorn-bufn,  my  thorn-bufh  ;  and  this  dog,  my 
dog. 

Dcm.  Why  all  thefe  fliould  be  in  the  lanthorn  ; 
for  they  arc  in  the  moon.  But,  filence  ;  here  comes 
Thifbc. 

Enter  Thifhe. 
Thif,  "  This  is  old  Ninny's  tomb  :  Were  is  my 
love 

Lion,  "  Oh — The  Lion  roars,   Thifoc  runs  ojf  \ 
Dem,  Well  roar'd,  lion. 
The.  Well  run,  Thilbe. 

Hip.  Well  fhone,  moon.  Truly,  the  mooa 

fhines  with  a  good  grace. 
The.  Well  mous'd,  lion. 
Dan.  And  then  came  Pyramus. 
Lyf.  And  fo  the  lion  vanifh'd. 

Enter  Pyramus. 

Pyr,      Sweet  moon,  I  thank  thee  for  thy  funny 
beams  : 

"  I  thank  thee,  moon,  for  fhiningnow  fo  bright  ; 
For,  by  thy  gracious,  golden,  glittering  dreams, 
I  trufl:  to  tafte  of  trued  Thifby's  fighr. 
But  day  ;— O  fpight  ! 
But  mark  ; — Poor  knight, 
What  dreadful  dole  is  here  ? 
"  Eyes,  do  you  fee  ? 

How  can  it  be  ? 
O  dainty  duck  !  O  dear! 
"  Thy  mantle  good, 

What,  dain'd  with  blood? 
"  Approach,  ye  furies  fell ! 
O  fates !  come,  come  ; 
"  Cut  thread  and  thrum  ; 
Quail,  crudi,  conclude  and  quell  !" 
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The.  This  pafTion,  and  the  death  of  a  dear  fiiend, 
would  go  near  to  make  a  rrjan  look  fad. 

Hip.  Befhrew  my  heart,  but  I  pity  the  man. 
Pyr,      O,  wherefore,  nature,  didft  thou  lions 
frame  ? 

Since  lion  vile  hath  here  dcflour'd  my  dear  : 
Which  is — no,  no — Vv'hich  was  the  fairefl  dame, 
That  liv'd,  that  lov'd,  that  lik'd,  that  look'4 
"  with  cheer. 
Come  tears,  confound  ; 
Out  fword,  and  wound 
^*  The  pap  of  Pyramus  : 
Ay,  that  left  pap, 
"  Where  heart  dotli  hop  : — 
Thus  die  I,  thus,  thus,  thub. 
Now  am  I  dead, 
Now  ami  I  fled  ; 
My  foul  is  in  the  fl<.y  : 

Tongue,  lofe  thy  light  ! 
"  Moon,  take  thy  flight  ! 
*'  Now  die,  die,  die,  die,  die." 

[Dies,  b^^it  Moo7ifiint, 
Dcm,  No  die,  but  an  ace  for  him  ;  for  lie  is  but  one. 
L^lf,  Lefs  than  an  ace,  man  ;  for  he  is  dead  ;  he  is 
nothing. 

The,  Vv'ith  the  help  of  a  fjrgcon  he  might  yet  re- 
cover, and  prove  an  afs. 

Hip.  Hovv^  chance  the  moonfliine  is  gone,  before 
Thifbe  comes  back  and  finds  her  lover  ? 

The.  She  will  find  him  by  flar-light.  ■ 

Enter  Thijhe. 
Here  flie  com.es,  and  her  pafTion  ends  the  play. 

lap.  Methinks,  fhe  fhould  not  ufe  a  long  one  for 
fuch  a  Fy ramus  :  I  hope,  fhc  .will  be  brief. 

Devi.  A  moth  will  turn  the  balance,  which  Pyra- 
mus, which  Thifbe,  is  the  better. 

Lyf.  She  hath  fpied  him  already,  with  thofe  fweet 
eyes. 
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Derd,  And  thus  Tnc  moaner  vidduet,  

Thif.  "  Ailccp,  my  love  ? 
What,  dead,  my  dove  ? 
O  Pyramus,  arifc. 

Speak,  fpcak.  Quite  dumb  ? 
"  Dead,  dead  ?  A  tomb 
"  Muft  cover  thy  fweet  eyci;. 
Thefe  lilly  bn.w.s 
"  This  clieiiy  uofc. 
Thefe  yeUow  cow;'. 
"  Are  gone,  arc  goi--;  . 
"  Lovers,  ma Ivf  moan  ! 
His  eyes  were  green  as  leeks. 
O  fifters  three, 
Come,  come,  to  me, 
^'  With  hands  as  pale  as  milk  ; 
"  Lay  them  in  gore, 
Since  you  have  fhorc 
^'  With  fliears  his  thread  of  filk. 
Tongue,  not  a  word: — 
"  Come,  truRy  fword  ; 
<•  Come,  blade,  my  breafl  iiyibrue : 
And  farewcllj  friends; 
"  llius  Thilby  ends: 

Adieu,  adieu,  adieu.'*  [Dies, 
The,  MoonTnine  and  lion  are  left  to  bury  ihc  dead. 
Dem.  Ay,  and  wall  too. 

Bot,  No,  I  allure  you  ;  the  wall  is  down  th  it  pirted 
their  fathers.  Will  it  pleafe  you  to  fee  the  epilogue, 
or  to  hear  a  Bergomaflc  dance,  between  two  of  our 
company  ? 

The,  No  epilogue,  I  pray  you  ;  for  your  play  needs 
no  excufe.  Never  excufe ;  for  when  the  players  are 
all  dead,  there  needs  none  to  be  blamed.  Marry,  if  he 
that  Writit,  had  plav'd  Pyramus,  and  hang'd  hiinlelf  in 
Thifbe's  garter,  it  would  have  been  a  Hne  tragedy  : 
and  fo  it  is,  truly  ;  and  very  notably  difcharg'd.  But 
'  come,  your  Bergomafls. :  let  your  epilogue  alone. 

[Here  a  Dance  of  Clju^nst- 
Vol  II.  W 
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The  ircn  tongue  of  rnidnight  hath  told  twelve; — 

LoverSj  to  bed  ;  'tis  alrr.ofl  fairy  time. 

I  fear,  we  fhall  out-fleep  the  coming  morn, 

As  much  2S  we  this  night  have  overwatch'd. 

This  palpable-grofs  pla^/  hath  well  beguil'd 

The  heavy  gait  of  night. — Sweet  friends,  to  bed. — 

A  fortnight  hold  we  this  folemnity. 

In  nightly  revels,  and  new  jollity.  [^Exeunt, 

SCENE  II. 
Enter  Puck, 

Puck,  Now  the  hungry  lion  roars. 

And  the  wolf  beholds  the  moon  ; 
Whilfl  the  heavy  plougliman  fnores. 

All  with  weary  tafk  fordone. 
Now  the  Vv'^afled  brands  do  glow, 

Whilfl  the  fcritch-owl,  fcritching  loud, 
Puts  the  wretch,  that  lies  in  woe, 

In  remem^brance  of  a  fliroud. 
Now  it  is  the  tim.e  of  ni^ht, 
•    That  the  graves,  all  gaping  wide, 
Every  one  lets  forth  his  Iprite, 

In  the  church- way  paths  to  glide  : 
And  we  fairies,  that  do  run 

Ey  the  triple  Hecate's  team, 
From  the  prefence  of  the  fun, 

Following  ciaiknefs  like  a  dream, 
Now  are  frolick  :  net  a  mxufe 
Shall  difiuib  this  hallow'd  houfe  : 
I  cm.  fent,  with  broom,  before, 
To  (weep  the  duft  behind  the  dcor. 

Eruer  E^tng  and  Qiiccn  of  Fairies^  with  their  train, 

Ob,  Through  this  hcufe  give  glimm.ering  light, 

By  the  deed  and  drowfy  Hre  : 
.  Lvcry  elf,  and  faiiy  fpite, 

Ik  p  as  light  as  bird  frcrr  brier  \ 
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And  this  ditty,  after  me. 
Sing  and  dance  it  trippingly. 
Tit,  Firft,  rehearfe  this  fong  by  rote  : 
To  each  word  a  warbling  note. 
Hand  in  hand,  with  fairy  grace, 
Will  we  fing,  and  biefs  this  place. 

Song  and  Dance, 

Ob,  Now,  until  the  break  of  day, 
Through  this  houfe  each  fairy  ffcray. 
To  the  befh  bride-bed  will  we, 
Which  by  us  fhall  bleffed  be ; 
And  the  ilTue,  there  create. 
Ever  fhall  be  fortunate. 
So  fliall  all  the  couples  three 
Ever  true  in  loving  be: 
And  the  blots  of  nature's  hand 
Shall  not  in  their  iffae  fhand ; 
Never  mole,  hair-lip,  nor  fear, 
Nor  mark  prodigious,  fuch  as  are 
Defpifed  in  nativity, 

Shall  upon  their  children  be.—  ^ ' 

With  this  field-dew  confccrate, 

Every  fairy  take  his  gate ; 

And  each  fcveral  chamber  blefs. 

Through  this  palace,  with  fweet  peace : 

Ever  fhall  it  fafely  reft, 

And  the  owner  of  it  bleft. 

Trip  away ; 

Make  no  ftay  ; 
Meet  me  all  by  break  of  day. 

[_Exeunt  Kin^,  Quccn^  and  train. 

Puck,  If  we  piadows  have  offended^ 
Think  but  this,  ( and  all  is  mended J 
That  you  have  but  Jlumber^d  here, 
While  thefe  vifions  did  appear. 
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And  this  zceak  and  idle  therne^ 

No  more  yielding  but  a  dream^ 

Gentles^  do  not  reprehend ; 

If  you  pardon^  toe  Zuill  jnend. 

And,  as  Pr/L  an  honeft  Puck, 

If  we  have  unearned  lurk 

Now  to  '/cape  the  ferpent's  tongue, 

H  e  will  7nake  amends,  ere  long  : 

Life  the  Puck  a  liar  calL 

So,  good  night  unto  you  alL 

Give  me  your  hands,  if  we  be  friends, 

And  Robin  fnall  refcore  araends,  ^Exit, 


NOTE. 


NVild  and  fantaftical  as  this  play  all  the  parts  in  their 
various  modes  are  well  written,  and  give  the  kind  of  plea- 
lure  which  the  author  defigned.  Fairies  in  his  time  were 
Tnuch  in  faftiion  ;  common  tradition  had  made  them  fami- 
liar, and  Spenfer'z  poem  had  made  them  great. 

'Johnfon, 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Duke  of  Venice, 

I^rince  of  Morocco, 

rririce  of  Arragon. 

Anthoriio^  the  Merchant  of  Venice. 

Baffanio,  his  Friend, 

Salaiiio,^  "] 

Salanno,  I  Friends  to  Anthonio  and  BalfaniQ, 
Gratiano,  J 

Lorenzo,  In  love  with  Jefiica. 
Shy  lock,  a  Jew. 
Tubal,  a  Jew. 

Launcdot,  a  Clown,  Servant  to  the  Jew. 
Gohbo,  Father  to  Launcelot. 
Sdlerio.  a  Meflen^er  from  Venice, 

o 

Leonardo,  Servant  to  Baflanio. 

Balthazar.   1  <^         ^  ^    -d  ^• 

w        'V  Servants  to  rortia, 
Ctiepfiano,  j 

Portia,  an  Heirefs. 

Nerifja,  Waiting-maid  to  Portia. 

Jtjjica,  Daughter  to  Shylock. 

Senators  of  Venice,  Officers,  Jailer,  Servant 
and  other  Attendants. 


Sc  E  N  Fj  partly  at  Venice,  and  partly  at  Belmont, 
the  Seat  of  Portia. 
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ACT    I.       SCENE  I. 

A  Street  in  Venice. 

Enter  Anihonio^  Salarino^  and  Salanio, 
Anth.  T  N  footh,  I  know  not  why  I  am  fo  fad; 

X  It  wearies  me  ;  you  fay  it  wearies  you  ; 
Rut  how  I  caught  it,  found  it,  or  came  by  it. 
What  ffcufF  'tis  made  of,  whereof  it  is  born, 
I  am  to  learn  : 

And  fuch  a  want-wit  fadnefs  makes  of  me, 
That  I  have  much  ado  to  know  myfelf. 

Sal,  Your  mind  is  to  fling  on  the  ocean  : 
There,  where  your  argofies  with  portly  fail, — 
Like  figniors  and  rich  burghers  on  the  flood, 
Or  as  it  were  the  pageants  of  the  fea, — 
Do  over-peer  the  petty  traffickers. 
That  curtfy  to  them,  do  them  reverence, 
As  they  fly  by  them  with  their  woven  wings. 

Sala,  Believe  me,  fir,  had  I  fuch  ventures  forth, 
The  better  part  of  my  afFeftions  would 
Be  with  my  hopes  abroad.    I  fliould  be  ftill 
Plucking  the  grafs,  to  know  where  fits  the  wind  ; 
T^rying  in  maps,  for  poris,  and  piers,  and  roads  : 
And  every  objeft,  that  might  make  me  fear 
Misfortune  to  my  ventures,  out  of  doubt, 
Would  make  mc  fad. 

SaL  My  wind,  cooling  my  broth, 
Would  blow  me  to  an  ag\Jl|  when  I  thought 
What  harm  a  wind  too  great  might  do  at  fea. 
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I  fhould  not  fee  the  fandy  liour-glafs  run, 

But  I  fhould  think  of  fliallows,  and  of  flats ; 

And  fee  my  wealthy  Andrew  dock'd  in  fand. 

Vailing  her  high  top  lower  than  her  ribs. 

To  kifs        burial.     Should  I  go  to  church, 

And  fee  the  holy  edifice  of  flone, 

And  not  hetlunk  me  ftralght  of  dangerous  rocks  ? 

Which  touching  but  my  gentle  veiTel's  fide, 

Would  fcatter  ail  her  fpices  on  the  ftream  ; 

Enrobe  the  roaring  wat(^rs  with  my  filks ; 

And,  in  a  word,  but  even  now  worth  this. 

And  now  worth  nothing  ?  Shall  I  have  the  thought 

To  think  on  this;  and  ihall  I  lack  the  thought, 

That  luch  a  thing,  bechanc' d,  would  make  mc  fad  ? 

But,  tell  not  me ;  I  know,  Anthonio 

Is  fad  to  tliink  upon  his  merchandize. 

Anth,  Believe  me,  no :  I  thank  my  fortune  for  it. 
My  ventures  are  not  in  one  bottom  trufled, 
Nor  to  one  place  ;  nor  is  my  whole  eflate 
Upon  the  fortune  of  this  prefent  year: 
t  herefore  my  merchandize  makes  me  not  fad. 

Sala,  \\  hy  then  you  are  in  love  ? 

Anth,  Fie,  fie  ! 

Sala,  Not  in  love  neither?  Then  let's  fay,  you 
are  fad, 

Becaufe  you  are  not  merry :  and  'tv/ere  as  eafy 
For  you,  to  laugh,  and  leap,  and  fay,  you  are  merry, 
Becaufe  you  are  not  fad.    Now,  by  two-headed 
Janus, 

Nature  hath  fram'd  ftrange  fellows  in  her  time  : 

Some  that  will  evermore  peep  through  their  eyes, 

And  laugh,  like  parrots,  at  a  bag-piper; 

And  other  of  fuch  vinegar  alpeft, 

That  they'll  not  fhew  their  teeth  in  way  of  fmile, 

Though  Ntftor  fwear  the  jefh  be  laughable. 

Enter  Bajf'anio^  I^cnzo^  and  Gratiano. 

SdL  Here  comes  Bafianioj  your  moft  ncble  kini- 
man. 
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Grati^o,  and  Lorenzo:  fare  you  well  ; 
We  leave  you  now  with  better  company. 

Sala,  I  would  have  (laid  till  I  had  made  you 
merry, 

If  worthier  friends  had  not  prevented  me. 

Anth,  Your  worth  is  very  dear  in  my  regard. 
I  take  it,  your  own  bufmefs  calls  on  you, 
And  you  embrace  t^e  occafion  to  depart. 

SaL  Good  morrow,  my  good  lords. 

Bajf,  Good  figniors  both,  when  raall  we  laugh? 
fay,  when  ? 

You  grow  exceeding  ftrange;  Mufl  it  be  fo  ? 

SaL  We'll  make  our  leifures  to  attend  on  yours. 

\ Exeunt  SaL  and  Sala, 
Lor.  My  lord  BafTanio,  fmce  you  have  found 
Anthonio, 

We  two  will  leave  you  ;  but,  at  dinner-time, 
I  pray  you,  have  in  mind  where  we  mufb  meet. 
Baff,  I  will  not  fail  you. 

Gra,  You  look  not  well,  fignior  Anthonio  ; 
You  have  too  much  refpeft  upon  the  world  : 
They  lofe  it,  that  do  buy  it  with  much  care. 
Believe  me,  you  are  marvelloufly  chang'd. 

Ant,  I  hold  the  world  but  as  the  world,  Gratiano  ; 
A  ftage,  where  every  m^an  muft  play  a  part, 
And  mine  a  fad  one. 

Gra.  Let  me  play  the  fool : 
With  mirth  and  laughter  let  old  wrinkles  come; 
And  let  my  liver  rather  heat  with  wine. 
Than  my  heart  cool  with  mortifying  groans. 
Why  fhould  a  man,  whofe  blood  is  warm  within, 
Sit  like  his  grandfire  cut  in  alabafter  ? 
Sleep  when  he  wakes  ?  and  creep  into  the  jaundice 
By  being  peevifh  ?  I  tell  thee  what,  Anthonio, — 
I  love  thee,  and  it  is  my  love  that  fpeaks  ; 
There  are  a  fort  of  men  'Vfjuofc  vifagcs 
Do  cream  and  mantle,  like  a  ftanding  pond; 
And  do  a  wilful  flillnefs  entertain, 
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With  purpofe  to  bcdrefl  in  an  opinion 
Of  wiidom,  gravity,  profound  conceit ; 
As  who  fliould  fay,      I  am  Sir  Oracle, 

And  when  I  ope  my  lips,  let  no  dog  bark  !'* 
O,  my  Anthonio,  I  do  know  of  thefe, 
That  therefore  only  are  reputed  wife, 
For  faying  nothing  ;  who,  I  am  very  fure, 
If  they  fhould  fpcak,  would  almoO:  damn  thofeears, 
Which,  hearing  them,  would  call  their  brothers  fools. 
I'll  tell  thee  more  of  this  another  time  : 
But  fifh  not  with  this  melancholy  bait, 
For  this  fool's  gudgeon,  this  opinion. — 
Come,  good  Lorenzo  : — Fare  ye  well,  a  while  ; 
I'll  end  my  exhortation  after  dinner. 

Lor,  Well,  we  will  leave  you  then  till  dinner-time. 
1  muft  be  one  of  thefe  fame  dumb  wife  men, 
For  GratianO  never  lets  me  fpeak. 

Gr^.  Well,  keep  me  company  but  two  years  more, 
Thou  fhalt  not  know  the  found  of  thine  own  tongue. 

Anih,  Farewell;  I'll  grov/  a  talker  for  this  gear. 

Gra,  Thanks,  i'faith  ;  for  filence  is  only  com- 
.  mendable 

In  a  neat's  tongue  dry'd  and  a  maid  not  vendible. 

lExeiuit  Gra.  and  Lor^ 

Anth.  Is  that  any  thing  now  ? 

Ba^,  Gratiano  fpeaks  an  infinite  deal  of  nothing, 
more  than  any  man  in  all  Venice :  His  rcafons  arc 
as  two  grains  of  Vv^heat  hid  in  two  bufliels  of  chaff: 
you  fnall  feek  all  day  ere  you  find  them  ;  and  when 
you  have  them,  they  are  not  worth  the  fearch. 

Anth,  Well ;  tell  me  now,  what  lady  is  the  fame, 
To  whom  you  fwore  a  fecret  pilgrimage, 
That  you  to-day  promis'd  to  tell  me  of? 

Bajf,  'Tis  not  unknown  to  you,  Anthonio, 
How  much  I  have  dilabied  mine  eflate, 
By  fomething  fliewing  a  pore  fwelling  port 
Than  my  faint  means  would  grant  continuance; 
Nor  do  I  now  make  moan  to  be  abridg'd 
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FroTH  fuch  a  noble  rate:  but  my  cliief  care 
Is,  to  come  fairly  off  from  the  great  debts, 
Wherein  my  time,  fometliing  too  prodigal, 
Hath  left  me  gagg'd  :  To  you,  Anthonio, 
I  owe  the  mofl,  in  money,  and  in  love; 
And  from  your  love  I  have  a  warranty 
To  unburthen  all  my  plots,  and  purpofes, 
How  to  get  clear  of  all  the  debts  I  owe. 

ylnth,  1  pray  you,  good  Baffanio,  let  me  know  it  ; 
And,  if  it  ftand,  as  you  yourfelf  flill  do, 
Within  the  eye  of  honour,  be  affur'd, 
My  purfe,  my  perfon,  my  extremcfl  means, 
Lye  all  unlock 'd  to  your  occafions. 

Baff,  In  my  fchool-days,  when  I  had  lofl:  one 
fhaft, 

I  fhot  his  fellow  of  the  felf-famc  flight 

The  felf-fame  way,  with  more  advifcd  w^atch. 

To  find  the  other  forth  ;  and  bv  advent'ring  both, 

I  oft  found  both  :  I  urge  this  childhood  proof, 

Becaufe  what  follows  ,is  pure  innocence. 

I  ewe  you  much  ;  and,  like  a  wilful  youtli. 

That  which  I  owe  is  lofl :  but  if  you  pleafe 

To  fhoot  another  arrow  that  felf  way 

Which  you  did  Oioot  the  firfl:,  I  do  not  doubt, 

As  I  will  watch  the  aim,  or  to  find  both, 

Or  bring  your  latter  hazard  back  again. 

And  thankfully  reft  debtor  for  the  firft. 

Anth,  You  know  me  well ;  and  herein  fpcnd  but 
time, 

To  wind  about  my  love  with  circumflance  ; 
And,  out  of  doubt,  you  do  me  now  more  wrong, 
In  making^  queftion  of  my  uttermofl:,  # 
Than  if  you  had  made  w^^fle  of  all  I  have  : 
Then  do  but  fay  to  me  what  I  fhould  do. 
That  in  your  knowledge  may  by  me  be  done, 
And  am  I  prcfl:  unto  it ;  *thercfore,  fpcak. 

^Ba(J\  In  Belmont  is  a  lady  richly  left, 
And  flie  is  fair,  and,  fairer  than  that  word, 
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Acl  L 


Of  wond'rous  virtues  :  fonictimcs  from  her  ei||cs 

I  did  receive  fair  fpeechlcfs  meffnges  : 

Her  name  is  Portia  ;  nothing  undervalu'd 

To  Cato's  daughter,  .Bruins'  Portia. 

Nor  is  the  wide  world  ignorant  of  her  worth  ; 

For  the  four  winds  blow  in  from  every  coqfh 

Renowned  fuitors  :  and  her  funny  locks 

Hang  on  her  temples  like  a  golden  fleece; 

Which  makes  her  feat  of  Bchnont,  Colcho's  flrand, 

And  many  Jafons  come  in  quell  of  her, 

O,  my  Anthonio,  had  I  but  the  means 

To  hold  a  rival  place  with  one  of  tl^em, 

I  have  a  mind  prefages  m.e  fuch  thrift, 

That  I  fhould  queftionlefs  be  fortunate. 

Anth,  Thou  knowefl  that  all  my  forturiCS  arc  at  fea  ; 
Nor  have  1  money,  nor  commodity 
To  raife  a  prefent  fum  :  Therefore  go  forth, 
Try  what  my  credit  can  in  Venice  do  ; 
That  fhall  be  rack'd,  even  to  the  uttern^iofl, 
To  furnifli  thee  to  Belmont,  to  fair  Portia, 
Go,  prefently  enquire,  3r.1l  io  will  I, 
Where  money  is  ;  and  I  no  queftion  make, 
To  have  it  of  my  truft,  or  for  my  fake,  xeunt^ 

SCENE  II. 

A  Room  in  Portia'^  houjc  at  Bdmont» 
Enter  Portia  and  Nerijfa, 

For,  By  my  troth,  NerilTa,  my  little  body  is  a- 
weary  of  this  great  world. 

Ner.  You  would  be,  fweet  madam,  if  your  miferies 
were  in  the  fame  abundance  as  your  good  fortunes  are  : 
And  yet,  for  aught  I  fee,  they  are  as  fick,  that  furfeit 
:  ...lich.  as  they  that  ftarve  with  nothing  :  It 
is  no  mean  happinefs  therefore,  to  be  feated  in  the 
mican  ;  fuperfluity  comes  iooner  by  white  hairs,  but 
competency  lives  longer. 

For,  Good  fentenccs.  and  well  pronounced. 
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Ner,  They  would  be  better,  if  well  follow 'd, 

F(0.  If  to  do,  were  as  eafy  as  to  know  v/hat  were 
.good  to  do,  chapels  had  been  churches, and  poor  men's 
cottages,  princes'  palaces.  It  is  a  good  divine,  that 
follows  his  own  inftru6lions.  1  can  eafier  teach  twen- 
ty what  were  good  to  be  done,  than  be  one  of  the 
twenty  to  follow  mine  own  teaching.  The  brain  may 
devife  laws  for  the  blood  ;  but  a  hot  temper  leaps  o'er 
a  cold  decree  :  fuch  a  hare  is  madnefs  the  youth,  to 
fkip  o'er  the  rj^iefhes  of  good  counfel  the  cripple. 
But  this  reafoniuCT  is  not  in  the  fafhion  to  chufe  me 
a  hufband : — O  me,  the  word  chufe  !  I  may  neither 
chufe  whom  I  would,  nor  rcfufe  whom  1  diflike  ; 
fo  is  the  will  of  a  living  daughter  curb'd  by  the  v/ill 
of  a  dead  father  : — Is  it  not  hard,  NerilTa,  that  I  can- 
not chule  one,  nor  refafe  none  ? 

Ner.  Your  father  was  ever  virtuous  ;  and  holy  men, 
at  their  death,  have  good  infpirations ;  therefore,  the 
lottery,  that  he  hath  devifed  in  thefe  three  chefhs,  of 
gold,  fiiver,  and  lead,  (whereof  who  chufes  his  mqp.n- 
ing,  chufes  youj  will,  no  doubt,  never  be  chofen  bv 
any  rightly,  but  one  who  you  fhall  rightly  love. 
But  what  warmth  is  there  in  your  aficftion  towards 
any  of  thefe  princely  luitors  that  arc  already  come  ? 

For.  I  pray  thee,  over-name  them;  and,  as  thou 
nam'ft  tliem,  1  will  defcribe  them  ;  and,  according 
to  my  deiCriptiijL>n,ievel  at  ray  afteftion. 

Ner»  Fird,  there  is  the  Neapolitan  prince. 

For,  Ay,  that's  a  colt,  indeed,  for  he  doth  nothing 
but  talk  of  his  liorfe;  and  he  makes  it  a  great  appro- 
priation to  his  own  good  parts,  that  he  can  Ihoe  him 
;himfclf :  I  am  much  at  raid  my  lady  his  mother  play'd^ 
falie  with  a  fmith. 

Net,  Then,  there  is  the  County  Palatine. 

For.  He  doth  nothing  but  frown  ;  as,  who  fliould 
fay,  An  if  you  will  nvt  have  wir,  r/iw/} ;  he  hears  mcrr  / 
tales,.and  imilesnot :  I  fear,  ]ie,v/ill  proVc  the  weeping 
^>ni#)fophGr  when  he  grows  old,  being  fo  full  of  un- 
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mannerly  fadnefs  in  his  youth,  I  had  rather  be  mar- 
ried to  a  death's-head  with  a  bone  in  his  mout^,  than 
to  either  of  thefe,   God  defend  me  from  thefe  two  ! 

Ner.  How  fay  you  by  the  French  lord,  Monfieur 
Le  Bon  ? 

Por.  God  made  him,  and  therefore  let  him  pafs  for 
a  man.  In  truth,  I  know  it  is  a  fm  to  be  a  mocker; 
l^ut,  he  !  why,  he  hath  a  horfe  better  than  the  Nea- 
politan's ;  a  better  bad  liabit  of  frowning  than  the 
Count  Palatine  ;  he  is  every  man  in  no  man:  if  a  throf- 
le  fing,  he  falls  ftraight  a-capering  ;  he  will  fence 
xvith  his  own  fhadow  :  if  I  fhould  marry  him,  I 
fhould  marry  twenty  hufbands  :  If  he  would  delpifc 
me,  I  would  forgive  him  ;  for  if  he  love  me  to  mad- 
nefs,  1  fliall  never  requite  him, 

Ner,  What  fay  you  then  to  Faulconbridge,  the 
young  baron  of  England  ? 

Pot,  You  know,  I  fay  nothing  to  him  ;  for  he  un- 
.derftands  not  me,  nor  I  him  :  he  hath  neither  Latin, 
French,  nor  Italian  ;  and  you  will  come  into  the  court 
and  fwear,  that  I  have  a  poor  penny-worth  in  the 
Englifh.  He  is  a  proper  man's  pi6lure  ;  But  alas!  who 
can  converle  with  a  dumb  fhow  ?  How  oddly  he  is 
fuited  !  I  think,  he  bought  his  doublet  in  Italy,  his 
round  hole  in  France,  his  bonnet  in  Germany,  and 
his  behaviour  every-where. 

Ner,  What  think  you  of  the  Scottifh  lord,  his 
,neighbour  ? 

Pot,  That  he  hath  a  neighbourly  charity  in  him  ; 
for  he  borrow'd  a  box  of  the  ear  of  the  Englifhman, 
and  fwore  he  would  pay  him.  again,  when  he  was  able  ; 
I  think,  the  Frenchman  becam.e  his  furety,  and  feal'd 
under  for  another. 

Ner.  How  like  you  the  young  Genrian,  the  duke 
of  Saxony's  nephew  ?  \ 

Por,  Very  vilely  in  the  morning,  when  he  is  fo- 
ber  ;  and  mod  vilely  in  the  afternoor,  when  he  is 
drunk  :  when  he  is  befl,  lie  is  a  little  worie'  U^an  a 
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man  ;  and  when  he  is  word,  he  is  little  better  than 
a  bead  •  an  the  word  fall  that  ever  fell,.  I  hope,  I  fhall 
make  fhift  to       without  him. 

Ner,  If  he  Ihould  offer  to  chufe,  and  chufe  the 
right  caflcet,  you  fliould  refufc  to  perform  your  fa- 
ther's will,  if  you  fhould  refufe  to  accept  him. 

For,  Therefore,  for  fear  of  the  worfh,  I  pray 
thee,  fet  a  deep  glafs  of  Rhenifh  wine  on  the  con- 
trary cafket  ;  for,  if  the  devil  be  within,  and  that 
temptation  without,  I  know  he  will  chufe  it.  I  will 
do  any  thing,  Neriff:^,  ere  I  will  be  marry'd  to  a 
fpunge. 

Ner,  You  need  not  fear,  lady,  the  having  any  of 
thele  lords  ;  they  have  acquainted  me  with  their  de- 
terminations :  which  is,  indeed,  to  return  to  their 
home,  and  to  trouble  you  with  r  .^  more  fuit ;  un- 
lefs  you  may  be  won  by  fome  other  fort  than  your 
father's  impofition,  depending  on  the  caflcets. 

Por,  If  I  live  to  be  as  old  as  Sibylla,  I  will  die  as 
chafte  as  Diana,  unlefs  I  be  obtained  by  the  manner 
of  my  ftither's  will  :  I  am  glad  this  parcel  of  wooers 
are  fo  very  reafonable  ;  for  there  is  not  oneamon;^ 
them  but  i  dote  on  his  very  abl'ence,  and  I  pray  God 
grant  them  a  fair  departing, 

Ner,  Do  you  not  remember,  lady,  in  your  father's 
time,  a  Venetian,  a  fcholar,  and  a  foldier,  that  came 
hither  in  company  of  the  marquis  of  Montferrat  ? 

For,  Yes,  yes,  it  was  Ballanio  ;  as  I  think,  fo  he 
was  caird. 

Ntr,  True,  madam  ;  he,  of  all  the  men  that  ever 
my  foolifh  eyes  look'd  upon,  was  the  beft  dclerving 
a  fair  lady. 

Pot,  I  remember  him  well;  and  I  remember  him, 
Vv  orthy  of  thy  praife. — How  now  !  what  news  ? 
Enter  a  Servant, 

Ser,  The  four  fhrangers  feek  for  you,  madam,  to 
take  their  leave  :  and  there  is  a  fore-runner  come  from 
a  fiftff,  the  prince  of  Morocco  ;  who  brings  word.  th«  < 
prince,  his  mailer,  will  be  here  to-night. 
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Por,  If  I  could  bid  the  fifth  welcome  with  fa  good 
heart  as  I  can  bid  the  other  four  farewell,  I  fhould 
be  glad  of  his  approach  :  if  he  have|||b  condition  of 
a  faint,  and  the  complexion  of  a  devil,  I  had  rather 
he  fliould  fhrive  me  than  wive  me.  Come,  NerifTa, 
Sirrah,  go  before. — Whiles  we  fhut  the  gate  upon  one 
wooer,  another  knocks  at  the  door.  \^Exeunt. 

SCENE  III, 

A  public  Place  in  Venice, 

Enter  Bajfanio  and  Shylock, 
Shy^  Three  thoufand  ducats, — well. 
Bajf,  Ay,  fir,  for  three  months. 
Shy,  For  three  months, — well. 
BaJ\  For  the  which,  as  I  told  you,  Anthonio  fhall 
be  bound. 

Shy.  Anthonio  fhall  become  bound, — ^well. 

Bqjf,  May  you  ftead  me  ?  Will  you  pleafure  me? 
Shall  I  know  your  anfwer? 

Shy,  Three  thoufand  ducats,  for  three  months,  and 
Anthonio  bound. 

Baff,  Your  anfwer  to  that. 

Shy,  Anthonio  is  a  good  man. 

BeJ/[  Have  you  heard  any  imputation  to  the  con- 
trary ? 

Shy,  Ho.  no,  no,  n6,  no  ; — my  meaning,  in  faying 
he  is  a  good  man,  is,  to  have  you  under fbnd  me,  that 
he  is  fufficient :  yet  his  me?^ns  are  in  fuppofition :  he 
hath  an  argofy  bound  to  Tripolis,  another  to  the  In- 
dies ;  I  underftand  moreover  upon  the  Rialtc,  he 
hath  a  third  at  Mexico,  a  fourth  for  England,  and 
other  ventures  he  hath,  fquander'd  abroad  :  But 
fh:ps  are  but  boards,  failorsbut  men  :  there  be  land- 
rats,  and  water-rats,  water-thieves,  and  land-thieves; 
I  mean,  pirates  ;  and  then,  there  is  the  peril  of  waters, 
winds,  and  rocks;  The  man  is,  not  with  ftanding,^fR- 
cient : — three  thoufand  ducats  ; — I  think,  I  may  take 
l  is  bond. 
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Baff,  Be  afrur'd,,you  may. 

Shy.  I  will  be  affur'd,  I  may  ;  and,  that  I  may  be 
affur'd, 

I  will  bethink  me  :  May  I  fpeak  with  Anthonio  ? 

Bajf,  If  it  pieafe  vou  to  dine  with  us. 

Shy,  Yes,  to  fmell  pork  ;  to  eat  of  the  habitation 
which  your  prophet  the  Nazarite  conjured  the  devil 
into  :  I  will  buy  with  you,  fell  with  you,  talk  with 
you,  walk  with  you,  and  fo  following  ;  but  I  will 
not  eat  with  you,  drink  with  you,  nor  pray  with 
you.  What  news  on  the  Rialto  ? — Who  is  he  : 
comes  here  ? 

Enter  Anthonio.' 

Bajf,  This  is  fignior  Anthonio, 

Shy,\  AJide.~]  How  like  a  fa  v/ning  publican  he  looks! 
I  hate  him  for  he  is  a  Chriftian  : 
But. more,  for  that,  in  low  fimplicity. 
He  lends  out  money  gratis,  and  brings  down 
The  rate  of  ufance  here  with  us  in  Venice. 
If  I  can  catch  him  once  upon  the  hip, 
I  will  feed  fat  the  ancient  grudge  I  bear  him,  ^ 
He  hates  our  facred  nation  ;  and  he  rails, 
Even  there  where  merchants  moft  do  congregate, 
On  me,  ' my  bargains,  and  my  well-won  thrift, 
Which  he  calls  interefl  :  Curfed  be  my  tribe, 
If  I  forgive  him ! 

BaJf,  Shy  lock,  do  you  hear  ? 
f  Shy,  I  am  debating  of  my^prefent  ftdre  ; 
And  by  the  near  gucfs  of  my  memory, 
I  cannot  inflantly  raife  up  the  grofs 
Of  full  three  thoufand  ducats  :  What  of  that  ? 
Tubal,  a  wealthy  Hebrew  of  my  tribe, 
Will  furnifh  me:  But  foft  ;  How  many  months 
Do  you  dehre  ? — Reft  you  fair,  good  fignior  ; 

[  i^o  Anthonk\ 
Your  worfliip  was  the  laft  man  in  our  mouths. 

A  nth.  Shylock,  albeit  1  neither  lead  noi  bovrt-w^ 
By  taking,  nor  by  giving  of  c.xcefs, 
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\  et,  to  Tupply  the  ripe  wants  of  my  friend, 
I'll  break  a  cuftom — Is  he  yet  poffefs'd, 
Plow  much  you  v/ould  ? 

Shy,  Ay,  ay,  three  thoufand  ducats, 

Anth,  And  for  three  mouths. 

Shy,  I  had  forgot— three  months,  you  told  mc  fo. 

Well  then,    your  bond;  and  let  me  fee,  -.But 

hear  you ; 

Methoughts,  you  faid,  you  neither  lend,  nor  bor- 
row, 
Upon  advantage, 

Ardh,  I  do  never  ufe  it. 

Shy.  When  Jacob  graz'd  his  uncle  Laban's  fheep. 
This  Jacob  from  our  holy  Abraham  was 
(As  his  wife  mother  wrought  in  his  behalf) 
The  third  poffeflbr  ;  ay,  he  was  the  third. 

Anih,  And  what  of  him  ?  did  he  take  interefl:  ? 

Shy,  No,  not  take  interefl:  ;  not,  as  you  would 

Direflly  interefl  :  mark  what  Jacob  did. 

When  Laban  ard  himfelf  were  compromis'd, 

That  all  the  eanlings,  which  were  ftreak'd  and  py'd, 

Should  fall  as  Jacob's  hire,  the  ewes,  being  rank. 

In  ihe  end  of  autumn  turned  to  the  rams  : 

And  when  the  work  of  generation  was 

Between  thefe  woolly  breeders  in  the  aft, 

1  he  flcilful  fliepherd  peel'd  me  certain  wands,. 

And,  in  the  doing  of  the  deed  of  kind, 

He  lluck  them  up  before  the  fulfome  ewes  ; 

Who,  then  conceiving,  did  in  eaning  time 

Fall  party-Golour'd  lambs,  and  thofe  were  Jacob's. 

This  was  a  way  to  thrive,  and  he  was  blefl; 

And  thrift  is  blefiing,  if  men  fteal  it  not. 

/in^A.This  was  a  venture,  fir,  that  Jacob  ferv'd  for; 
A  tiling  not  in  his  power  to  bring  to  pafs, 
J:  it  fway'd,  and  faftiion'd,  by  the  hand  of  heaven. 
Was  this  inferted  to  make  interefl:  good  ? 
Or  is  your  gold  and  filver,  ewes  and  rams  ? 
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Shy,  I  cannot  tell ;  I  make  it  breed  as  fafl: : — 
But  note  me,  fignior. 

Antk.  Mark  you  this,  Badanio. 
The  devil  can  cite  fcripture  for  his  purpofe. 
An  evil  foul,  producing  holy  witneis, 
Is  like  a-villain  with  a  fmiling  cheek  ; 
A  goodly  apple  rotten  at  the  heart : 
O,  what  a  goodly  outfide  falfhood  hath  ! 

Shy,  Three  thoufand  ducats, — 'tis  a  good  round 
fum. 

Three  months  from  twelve,  then  let  me  fee  the  rate. 

Anth,  Well,  Shylock,  fhall  we  be  beholden  to  you? 

Shy.  Signior  Anthonio,  many  a  time  and  oft 
In  the  Rialto  you  have  rated  me 
About  my  monies,  and  my  ufances :  X 
Still  have  I  borne  it  with  a  patient  fhrug  ; 
For  fufferance  is  the  badge  of  all  our  tribe  : 
You  call  me — miibeliever,  cut-throat  dog, 
And  fpit  upon  my  Jewifh  gaberdine, 
And  all  for  ufe  of  that  which  is  mine  own. 
Well  then,  it  now  appears,  you  need  my  help  : 
Goto  then  :  you  come  to  me,  and  you  fay, 

Shylock,  we  would  have  monies     You  fay  fo  : 
You,  that  did  void  your  rheum  upon  my  beard, 
And  foot  me,  as  you  fpurn  a  ftranger  cur 
Over  your  threlhold  ;  monies  is  your  fuit. 
What  fliould  I  fay  to  you  ?  Should  I  not  fay, 
"-Hath  a  dog  money  ?  Is  it  pofiible 

A  cur  can  lend  three  thoufand  ducats  or 
Shall  I  bend  low,  and  in  a  bondman's  key  , 
With  'bated  breath,  and  whifpering  humblenefs  , 
Say  this, — Fair  fir,  you  fpit  on  me  on  Wednefday 
laft; 

You  fpurn'd  me  fuch  a  day  ;  another  time 
You  call'd  me — dog  ;  and  for  thefe  courtcfics 
TU  lend  you  thusmuch  monies." 
Anth^  1  am  as  like  to  call  thee  lo  again, 
To  fpit  onthcc  ag^in,  to  fpurn  thee  too. 
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If  thou  wilt  lend  this  money,  lend  it  not 

As  to  thy  friends  ;  (for  when  did  friendfhlp  take 

A  breed  of  barren  metal  of  his  friend  ?) 

But  lend  it  rather  to  thine  enemy  ; 

Who  if  he  bi*eak,  thou  may'fh  with  better  face 

Exa6l  the  penalty. 

Shy,  Why,  look  you,  how  you  florm  ! 
I  would  be  friends  with  you,  and  have  your  love, 
Forget  the  fhames  that  you  have  ftain'd  me  with, 
Supply  your  prefent  wants,  and  take  no  doit 
Of  ufance  foi'  my  monies,  and  you'll  not  hear  me  ; 
This  is  kind  I  offer. 

j^nth.  This  were  kindnefs. 

Shy,  This  kindnefs  will  I  fliow  : 
Go  with  me  to  a  notary,  feal  me  there 
Your  fmgle  bond  ;  and,  in  a  merry  fport, 
If  you  repay  me  not  on  fuch  a  day. 
In  fuch  a  place,  fuch  fum,  or  fums,  as  are 
Exprefs'd  in  the  condition,  let  the  forfeit 
Be  nominated  for  an  equal  pound 
Of  your  fair  flcfh,  to  be  cut  off  and  taken 
In  what  part  of  your  body  pleafeth  me. 

Anth,  Content,  in  faith  ;  I'll  feal  to  fuch  a  bond, 
And  fay,  there  is  much  kindnefs  in  the  Jew, 

Bojf,  You  fhall  not  feal  to  fuch  a  bond  for  mc, 
I'll  rather  dwell  in  my  neceffity. 

Anth,  Why,  fear  not,  man  ;  I  will  not  forfeit  it : 
Within  thefe  two  months,  that's  a  month  before 
This  bond  expires,  I  do  expect  return 
Of  thrice  three  times  the  value  of  the  bond. 

Shy.  O  father  Abraham,  what  thefe  Chriftians 
are  ; 

Whofe  own  hard  dealings  teaches  them  fufpeft 

The;  thoughts  of  others !  Pray  you,  tell  me  this  ; 

If  he  fhould  break  this  day,  what  fhould  I  gain 

By  the  exaftion  of  the  forfeiture  ? 

A  pound  of  man's  flefh,  taken  from  a  man. 

Is  not  fo  cflimable,  profitable  neither, 

As  flefli  of  muttonsj  beefs,  or  goats.    I  fay, 
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To  buy  his  favour,  I  extend  this  friendfhip  ; 

If  he  will  take  it,  fo;  if  not,  adieu  ; 

And,  for  my  love,  I  pray  you,  wrong  me  not, 

Anth,  Yes,  Shy  lock,  I  wdl  feal  unto  this  bond, 

Shy,  Then  meet  me  forthwith  at  the  notary's  ; 
Give  him  dire6lion  for  this  merry  bond, 
And  1  will  go  and  purfe  the  ducats  fhrait ; 
See  to  my  houfe,  left  in  the  fearful  guard 
Of  an  unthrifty  knave  ;  and  prefently 
I  will  be  with  you.  [_Exit\ 

Anth,  Hie  thee,  gentle  Jew. 
This  Hebrew  will  turn  Chriftian ;  he  grows  kind, 

Ba/f,  I  like  not  fair  terms,  and  a, villain's  mind. 

Anth,  Come  on  ;  in  this  there  can  be  no  difmay. 
My  fliips  come  home  a  month  before  the  day. 

\_Exeunt, 


A  C  T    II.       SCENE  I. 
B dm  out. 

Enter  the  Prince  of  Morocco^  and  three  or  Jour  f ol- 
lowers  accordingly  ;  with  Portia^  Ntriffa^  and  her 
train,    Elourijlt  Cornets, 

Mor.  A  yTlSLIKE  me  not  for  my  complexion, 
IVi  The  fnadow'd  livery  of  the  burnifh'd 
fun, 

To  whom  I  am  a  neighbour,  and  near  bred. 

Bring  me  the  fiireft  creature  northward  born, 

Where  Phoebus'  fire  fcarce  thaws  the  icicles, 

And  let  us  make  incifion  for  your  love. 

To  prove  whofe  blood  is  reddeft,  his,  or  mine. 

I  tell  thee,  lady,  this  ai'peft  of  mine 

Hath  fear'd  the  valiant ;  by  my  love,  I  fwear^ 

The  bcft  regarded  virgins  of  our  clime 
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Have  lov'd  it  too :  I  would  not  change  this  hue, 
Except  to  flea  1  your  thoughts,  my  gentle  queen. 

Por,  In  terms  of  choice  I  am  not  (blely  led 
By  nice  direftion  of  a  maiden's  eyes: 
Befidcs,  the  lottery  of  my  defliny 
Bars  me  the  right  of  voluntary  chufing  : 
But,  if  my  father  had  not  fcanted  me. 
And  hedg'd  me  by  his  will,  to  yield  myfelf 
His  wife,  who  wins  me  by  that  means  I  told  you, 
Yourfelf,  renowned  prince,  then  flood  as  fair, 
As  any  comer  I  have  Icok'd  on  yet, 
P'or  my  afFcftion. 

Alor,  Even  fg^  that  I  thank  you  ; 
Therefore,  I  pray  you,  lead  me  to  the  cafkej^, 
To  try  my  fortune.    By  this  fcimitar, — 
That  flew  the  Sophy,  and  a  Perfian  prince, 
That  v/on  three  fields  of  Sultan  Solyman, — 
I\vould  but-flare  the  flerneft  eyes  that  look, 
Out-brave  the  heart  moil  daring  on  the  earth, 
Pluck  the  young  fucking  cubs  from  the  fhe-bear, 
Yea,  m.cck  the  lion  when  he  roars  for  prey, 
To  win  thee,  lady  ;  But,  alas  the  while! 
If  Hercules,  and  Lichas,  play  at  dice 
Which  is  the  better  man,  the  greater  throw 
May  turn  by  fortune  from  the  weakv:r  hand  : 
So  is  Alcides  beaten  by  his  page ; 
Anrl  fo  may  I,  blind  Fortune  leading  me, 
Mifs  that  which  one  unworthier  may  attain, 
Anel  die  with  grieving. 

Por.  You  mull:  take  your  chance  : 
And  either  not  attempt  to  chufe  at  all. 
Or  fwcar,  before  you  chufc, — if  you  chufe  wrong, 
Never  to  fpeak  to  lady  afterward 
In  way  oF  marriage;  therefore  be  advifed. 

Afor.Nor  will  not;  come,  bring  me  unto  my  chance, 

Por,  Firft,  forward  to  the  temple  ;  after,  dinner 
Your  hazard  fhall  be  ma(fe. 


Mor,  Good  fortune  then  !  [ 
To  make  inc  bleft,  or  curfed'ft  among  men. 
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A  S'rcet  in  Venice^ 
Enter  Launcelot  Golbo* 


J.aun.  Certainly,  my  confcience  will  fervc  me  to 
run  from  this  Jew  my  mafher :  The  fiend  is  at  mine 
elbow,  and  tempts  me,  faying  to  me,  ''Gobbo,  Laur- 
celot  Gohbo,  good  Launcelot,  or  good  Gobbo,  or 
good  Launcelot  Gobbo,  ufe  your  legs,  take  the 

"  ftart,  run  away."  My  con fcilUce  fays, —    No  ; 

take  heed,  honeft  Launcelot  ;  take  heed,  honefl 
Gobbo  ;  or,*' asaforefaid,  "  honefl;  Launcelot  Gob- 
bo  ;  do  not  run  ;  fcorn  running  with  thy  heels." 
Well,  the  mofh  courageous  fiend  bids  me  pack: 
"  Via  !"  fays  the  fiend;  "  away!"  fays  the  fiend,  "  for 
the  heavens;"     roufe  up  a  brave  mind,"  fays  the 
fiend,  "  and  run."   Weil,  my  confcience  hanging 
about  the  neck  of  my  heart,  fays  very  wifely  to  me — 
My  honefl  friend  Launcelot,  being  an  honeft  man's 
fon,"  —  or  rather  an  honeft  woman's  fon  ; — for,  in- 
deed, my  father  did  fomcthing  fmack,  fomething 
grow  to,  he  had  a  kind  of  tafte ; — well,  my  confci- 
ence fays, — "  Launcelot,  budge  not."  Budge," 
fays  the  fiend.   "  Budge  not,"  fays  my  confcience.— 
Confcience,  fay  I,  you  counfel  well.    Fiend,  fay  I, 
you  counlel  well.     To  be  rul'd  by  my  confcience, 
I  fhould  ftay  with  the  Jew  my  mafter,  who,  God 
bids  the  mark,  is  a  kind  of  devil ;  and,  to  run  away 
from  the  Jew,  I  fliould  be  rul'd  by  the  fiend,  who, 
faving  your  reverence,  is  the  devil  himlelf.  Cer- 
tainly, the  Jew  is  the  very  devil  incarnation ;  and, 
in  my  confcience,  my  confcience  is  but  a  kind  of  hard 
confcience,  to  otfer  to  counlel  me  to  ftay  with  the 
Jew  :  The  fiend  gives  the  more  friendly  counlel.  I 
will  run,  fiend  ;  my  heels  arc  at  your  commandment, 
I  will  run. 
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Enter  old  Gobbo,  'his  father ,  with  a  hajket. 

Gob,  Maffcer.  young  man,  you.  1  pray  you  ;  which 
is  the  way  to  mafher  Jew's? 

Laun,  [afide,^  .O  heavens,  this  is  my  true-begot- 
ten father  !  who,  being  more  than  fand-blind,  high- 
gravel  blind,  knows  me  not : — I  will  tiy  conclu- 
iions  with  him. 

Gob.  Mailer  young  gentleman,  I  pray  you,  which 
is  the  way  to  mafter  Jew's? 

Laun»  Turn  up  on  your  right  hand,  at  the  next 
turning,  but,  at  the  next  turning  of  all,  cn  y-our 
left ;  marry,  at  the  next  very  turning,  turn  of  no 
hand,  but  turi^g^wn  direftiy  to  the  Jew's  houfe. 

Gob,  By  God's  fonties,  'twill  be  a  hard  way  to 
})it.  Can  you  tell  me  whether  one  l.auncelot,  that 
dwells  with  him,  dwell  with  him,  or  no  ? 

Laun,  Talk  you  of  young  mafter  Launcclot  ? — 
Mark  me  now,  \^afide,  j  now  will  1  raife  -the  waters  : 
— Talk  you  of  young  mafter  Launcclot? 

Gob.  No  ma  Tier,  fir,  but  a  poor  man's  fon  ;  his 
father,  though  I  fay  it,  is  an  honcfh  exceeding  poor 
man,  and,  God  be  thanked,  well  to  live. 

Laun,  Well,  let  his  father  be  what  he  v/ill,  wc 
talk  of  young  mafter  Launcclot, 

Gob,  Your  worfhip's  friend,  and  Launcclot,  fir, 

Laun,  But  Lpray  you  €r^^?,  old  man,  ergo.  l  bq- 
feech  you;  Talk  you  of  young  mafter  Launcclot  ? 

Gob,  Of  Launcclot,  an't  plcale  your  mafherfhip. 

Laun,  £?  go,  mafter  Launcclot,  talk  not  of  mafter 
Launcclot,  father  :  for  the  young  gen tleitian  (ac- 
cording to^f'dtcs  and  dcftmies,  and  fuch  odd  layings, 
the  fifter's  three,  and  fuch  branches  of  learning)  Is, 
indeed,  deceafcd  ;  or,  as  you  would  fay,  in  plain 
terms,  gone  to  heaven. 

Gob.  Marry,  God  forbid!  the  boy  was  the  vcv; 
ftaff  of  my  -age,  -my  ^very  prop. 

Laun,  Do -I  look  like  a  cudgel,  or  a  hovel-poft, 
a  ftaff  J  or  a  prop?— 13  o  you  know  me,  father? 
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Gob,  Alack  the  day,   I   know  you  not,  youn^ 
gentleman :  but,  I  pray  you,  tell  me,  is  my  boy 
(God  reft:  his  foul !)  alive,  or  dead  ? 
Laun,  Do  you  not  know  me,  father  ^ 
Gob.  Alack,  fir,  1  am  fand-blind,  I  know  you 
not. 

Laun.  Nay,  indeed,  if  you  ha  1  your  eyes,  you 
might  fail  of  the  knowing  me  :  it  is  a  wife  father 
that  knows  his  own  child.  Well,  old  man,  I  will 
tell  you  news  of  your  fon  :  Give  me  your  blefTing; 
truth  will  come  to  light ;  murder  cannot  be  hid 
long,  a  man's  fon  may  ;  but,  in  the  end,  truth  will 
out.  ^ 

Gob,  Pray  you,  fir,  ft:and  up;  I  am  furc,  you  arc 
not  Launcelot,  my  boy. 

Laun,  Pray  you,  let's  have  no  more  fooling 
about  it,  but  give  mc  your  blefTing  ;  I  am  Launcelot, 
your  boy  that  was,  your  fon  that  is,  your  child  that 
fhall  be. 

Gob,  I  cannot  think,  you  are  my  fon. 

Laun,  I  know  not  what  1  fliall  think  of  that ; 
but  1  am  Launcelot,  the  Jew's  man  ;  and,  1  am  furc, 
Margery,  your  wife,  is  my  mother. 

Gob,  Her  name  is  Margery,  indeed  :  Til  be  fworn, 
if  thou  be  Launcelot,  thou  art  my  own  flcfli  and 
blood.  Lord  worfhipp'vl  might  he  be  i  wliatabeard 
haft:  thou  got  !  Thou  haft  got  more  h.iir  on  thy  chin, 
than  Dobbin  my  thill  horie  has  on  his  tail, 

Laun,  It  fhould  feem  then,  that  Dobbin's  tail 
grows  backward ;  I  am  fure  he  had  more  hair  on 
his  tail,  than  1  have  on  my  face,  when  I  laft:  Lw 
him. 

Gob.  Lord,  how  thou  art  chang'd !  How  doft 
thou  and  thy  mafhcr  agree?  I  have  brought  him  a 
prefent ;  How  agree  ye  now  ? 

Laun,  Well,  well;  but  for  mine  own  part,  as 
I  have  fet  up  my  reft:  to  run  away,  fo  I  wll  not  reft: 
'till  I  have  run  fome  ground;  Mv  maftcr's  a  very 
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Jew  ;  give  him  a  prefent  !  give  him  a  halter  :  I  am 
famifli'd  in  his  fervice  ;  you  may  tell  every  finger 
1  have  with  my  ribs.  Father,  I  am  glad  you  arc 
come  ;  give  me  your^  prelcnt  to  one  mafter  Bafla- 
nio,  who,  indeed,  gives  rare  new  liveries ;  if  1 
ferve  not  him,  I  will  run  as  far  as  God  has  any 
ground.- — O  rare  fortune  !  here  comes  the  man  ; — 
to  him  father ;  for  I  am  a  Jew,  if  I  ferve  the  Jew 
any  longer. 

Enter  Bajfanio^  zcith  Leonardo^  and  a  Jolloioer  or  two 
more, 

Ba{j\  You  nipdo  fa: — but  let  it?  be  fo  hafted, 
that  fupper  be  ready  at  the  fartheft  by  five  of  the 
clock.  See  thefe  letters  dcliver'd  ;  put  the  liveries 
to  making  ;  and  defire  Gratiano  to  come  anon  to  my 
lodging. 

Laun,  To  him,  father. 

Gob,  God  blefs  your  worfhip  ! 

Baff,  Gramercy;  Would'fh  thou  aught  with  me? 

Gob,  Here's  my  fon,  fir,  a  poor  boy,  

Laun,  Not  a  poor  boy,  fir,  but  the  rich  Jew's 
man  ;  that  would,  fir,  as  my  fether  fhall  fpecify, — 

Gob,  He  hath  a  great  infeftion,  fir,  as  one  would 
fay,  to  ferve  

Laiin,  Indeed,  the  fliort  and  the  long  is,  I  ferve 
the  Jew,  and  have  a  den  re  as  my  father  fhall  fpe- 
cify, — — 

His  mafter  and  he  (faving  your  worfhip' s 
reverence)  are  fcarce  cater-coudns  : — 
.  Laun,  To,hc  brief,  the  very  truth  is,  that  the 
Jew  having  done  me  wrong,  doth  caufe  me,  as  my 
father,  being  I  hope  an  old  man,  fhall  frutify  unto 
you,  

Gob,  I  have  here  a  di{h  of  doves,  that  i  would 
bellow  upon  your  wOrfhip    and  my  fuit  is,  • 

Laun,  In  very  brief,  the  fuit  is  impertinent  to 
myfelf,  as  your  wcrftiip  fl:iall  know  by  this  honeft 
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old  man  ;  and  though  I  fay  it,  though  old  man.  ycf, 
poor  man,  my  father. 

Bajf.  One  fpeak  for  both  ; — What  would  you  ? 

Laun»  Serve  you,  fir. 

Gok  This  is  the  very  dcfeft  of  the  matter,  fir. 
Bajf,  I  know  thee  well,  thou  hafl:  obtained  thy 
fuit : 

Sliylock,  thy  mafter,  fpok?  with  me  this  day, 
And  hath  preferred  thee  ;  If  it  be  preferment, 
To  leave  a  rich  Jew's  fervice  to  become 
The  folio v/er  of  fo  poor  a  gentleman. 

Laun,  The  old  proverb  h  very  well  parted  be- 
tween my  m.after  Shylock  ?.nd  yoj^  fir  :  you  have 
the  grace  of  God,  fir,  and  he  hath  enough. 

Bajf,  Thou  fpeak'fc  it  well :  Go,  father^,  with 
thy  fon  : 

Take  leave  of  thy  old  maflcr,  and  enquire 
My  lodging  out give  him  a  livery 

[To  his  followers, 
Ivlore  guarded  than  his  fellow^s :  fee  it  done. 

Laun,  Father,  in  : — I  cannot  get  a  fervice,  no; — 

I  have  ne'er  a  tongue  in  my  head.  Well,  [look^: 

ing  on  his  palm  j  if  any  man  in  Italy  have  a  fai^r 
table,  which  doth  ofFer  to  fwear  upon  a  book,  I 
fhall  have  good  fortune.—  Go  to,  here's  a  fimpls 
line  of  life  !  here's  a  fmall  ti'ifle  of  wives;  alas,  fif- 
teen wives  is  nothing;  eleven  widows,  and  nine 
maids,  is  a  fimple  coming  in  for  one  man  ;  Jpd 
then,  to  'fcapc  drowning  thrice ;  and  to  be  in  p|ril 
of  my  life  with  the  edge  of  a  feather  bed; — her^- 
are  fmiplc  'fcapes !  Well,  if  fortun^bje  a  woman,/ 
fhc's  a  good  wench  for  this  geer^djlFather,  c 
1*11  take  my  leave  of  the  Jew  in  ihP^inkling 
eye.  [Exeunt  Laicmgctot  and  old  G 

Ba(f,  I  ^^ray  thee,  good  Leonardo,  think  on 
Thefc  things  being  bought,  and^Drderly  bcflo^v'd, 
Return  in  hufle,  for  1  do  feaft  to-night 
My  befl  cftecm'd  acquaintance;  hie  thee,  go. 

Leon.  My  befl  endeavours  fiiall  be  done  herein. 
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Enter  Gratiano* 

Gra»  Where's  your  mafter  ? 

Leon,  Yonder,  fir,  he  walks.      [_Exit  Lconard», 

Gra.  Signior  BafTaniOj  

Baff.  Giatiano! 

Gra,  I  have  a  fuit  to  you. 

Baff,  You  have  obtained  it. 

Gra,  Ycu  ir.uft  not  deny  me;  I  ir.ufl:  go  witii 
you  to  Belmont. 

Bajf,  Why,  then  you  muft; — But  hear  thee, 
Gratiano  ; 

Thou  art  too  wild,  too  rude,  and  bold  of  voice;— 

Farts,  that  became  thee  happily  enough. 

And  in  fuch  eyes  as  ours  appear  not  faults  : 

But  where  thou  art  not  known,  why,  there  they  fhcw 

Something  too  liberal  : — pray  thee,  take  pain 

To  allay  with  fome  cold  drops  of  modefty 

Thy  fl^wipping  fpirit ;  left,  through  thy  wild  behaviour, 

I  be  milconftru'd  in  the  place  I  go  to, 

And  lofe  my  hopes. 

Gra,  Signior  Bafianio,  hear  me: 
If  I  do  not  put  on  a  fober  habit, 
Talk  with  refpeft,  and  fwear  but  now  and  then, 
Wear  prayer-books  in  my  pocket,  look  demurely  ; 
Nay,  more,  while  grace  is  faying,  hood  mine  eyes 
Thus  with  my  hat,  and  figh,  and  fay,  amen ; 
Ufeali  the  obfcrvance  of  civility. 
Like  one  well  ftudied  in  a  fad  oftent 
To  pleafe  his  grandam,  never  truft  me  more, 

Brff.  Well,  we  fhall  fee  your  bearing. 

Gra.  Nay)|||at  I  bar  to-night;  you  (hall  not  gage 

By  what  wc  do  to-night. 

Bcjf.  No,  that  were  pity  ;  ,^ 
I  would  entreat  you  rather  to  put  on 
Your  boldcil:  fuit  of  mirth,  for  we  have  friends 
Th?t  p'jrpofe  merriment :  But  fare  you  well, 
i  have  {omc  bufinel?, 

% 


Aa  ir. 


AlER  CHANT  OF  V  E  N  1  C 


Gra.  And  I  mufl:  to  Lorenzo,  and  the  refc ; 
But  wc  will  vifit  you  at  fuppGr-tlm'j,  \^Ey.zunt, 

S  C  E  N  E  III. 
Shytoc/i's  houfe. 
Enter  Jejfica  and  Launcelot, 

Jff,  I  am  lorry,  thou  wilt  leave  my  father  To  ; 
Our  houle  is  hell,  and  thou,  a  merry  devil, 
Didfh  rob  it  of  fome  tafte  of  tediouinefs  : 
But  fare  thee  well ;  there  is  a  ducat  for  thcc. 
And,  Launcelot,  foon  at  fupper  fhalt  thou  ice 
Lorenzo,  who  is  thy  new  maftcr's  gueft: 
Give  him  this  letter;  do  it  fccretly. 
And  fo  farewell  ;  I  would  not  have  my  father 
Sec  me  talk  with  thee. 

Lainz,  Adieu! — tears  exhibit  my  tongue. — 
Moft  beautiful  Pagan, — moft  fwcet  Jew  ;  if  a  Chrif- 
tian  did  not  play  the  knave,  and  get  thee,   I  am 
much  deceiv'd  :  but,  adieu  !  thefe  foolilli  drops  do 
fomewhat  drown  my  manly  fpirit  ;  adieu  I  \_F.xU, 

Jef,  Farewell,  good  Launcelot. — 
Alack,  what  heinous  fm  is  it  in  me, 
To  be  afham'd  to  be  my  father's  child ! 
But  though  I  am  a  daughter  tQ  his  blood, 
I  am  not  to  his  manners  :  O  Lorenzo, 
If  thou  keep  prornife,  1  fhall  end  thj.s  ftrife  ; 
Become  a  Chriflian,  and  thy  loving  wife.      \  Exit, 

SCENE  IV. 
The  Street, 

EntQY  Gratiano^  Lorenzo^  Salarino'^  and  Salanio^ 

Lor,  Nay,  we  will  flink  away  in  fupper-time ; 
Difguifc  us  at  my  lodging,  and  return 
All  in  an  hour. 

Gra,  We  have  not  made  good  prcp;aration. 

•^r^/.  We  have  not  fpoke  us  yet  of  torcli-lcarcrs. 
Y  :> 
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Salcu  'Tis  vile,  unlefs  it  maybe  quaintly  ordered; 
And  better,  in  my  mind,  not  undertook. 

Lor,'T\%  now  but  four  o'clock;  we  have  two  hours 
To  furnifh  us:  

Enter  Laujicelot  with  a  letter. 
Friend  Launcelot,  what's  the  news  ? 

Laiin,  An  it  pleafe  you  to  break  up  this, 
It  fhall  Teem  to  lignify. 

Lor,  I  know  the  hand  :  in  faith,  'tis  a  fair  hand; 
And  whiter  than  the  paper  it  writ  on, 
Is  the  fair  hand  that  writ. 

Gra,  Love-news,  in  faith, 

Laun,  By  your  leave,  fir. 

Lor,  MHiither  goeft  thou  ? 

Laun,  Marry,  fir,  to  bid  my  old  mafter  the 
Jew  to  fup  to-night  with  my  new  mafter  the  Chrif- 
tian. 

Lor,   Hold  here,  take  this  : — tell  gentle  Jeflica, 
I  will  not  fail  her  :  —  Speak  it  privately  ;  go.-— 
Gentlemen, 

Will  you  prepare  you  for 'this  mafli  to-night  ? 

I  am  provided  of  a  torch-bearer.  [Ex,  Laun^ 

Sal,  Ay,  marry,  I'll  be  gone  about  it  ftraight. 

Sala,  And  fo  will  I. 

Lor,  Meet  me,  and  Gratiano. 
At  Gratiano's  lodging  fome  hour  hence, 

Sal.  'Tis  good  we  do  fo.   [Exe,  Salar,  and  Salan, 

Gra,  W^asnot  that  letter  from  fair  Jefiica  ? 

Lor,  I  muft  needs  tell  thee  all :  Tne  hath  direfted. 
How  I  liivift  take  her  from  her  father's  houfe  : 
What  gold,  and  jewels,  fhe  is  furnifh'd  with  ; 
What  p?ge's  fuit  fhe  hath  in  readineis. 
If  e'er  the  Jew  her  father  come  to  heaven, 
It  will  be  for  his  gentle  daughter's  fake  : 
And  never  dare  misfortune  crofs  her  foot, 
Unlefs  fne  doit  under  this  excufe,— 
That  flic  is  iiTue  to  a  faithlefs  fcv/. 
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Come,  e;o  with  mz  ;  peruie  this,  as  thou  goefl:  ; 
Fair  Jeirica  fhall  be  my  torch-bearer.  \JLxtunt. 

SCENE  V. 

Shylock's  Houfe, 
Enter  Shylo^k  and  Launcelot, 
Shy.  Well,  thou  (halt  fee,  thy  eyes  fhall  be  thy 

The  difference  of  old  Shylock  and  BalTmio  : — 
What,  Jeflica  ! — thou  fhalt  not  gormandize. 
As  thou  haft  dir.ie  with  me  ; — What,  Jeflica  !  — 
And  fleep  and  fnore,  and  rend  apparel  out  ; — 
Why,  JeOlca,  I  fay! 
Lmui*  Why,  JeGica  ! 

Shy.  Who  i3ids  thee  call  ?  I  do  not  bid  thee  call. 
Laun.  Your  worfhip  was  wont  to  tell  me,  that  I 
Gould  do  nothing  without  bidding. 

Enter  JeJJica, 

jfef.  Call  you  ?  what  is  your  will  ? 

Shy,  I  am  bid  forth  to  fupper,  Jeffica  ; 
There  are  my  keys  ; — But  wherefore  fhould  I  go  ? 
I  am  not  bid  for  love  ;  they  flatter  me  : 
But  yet  I'll  go  in  hate,  to  feed  upon 
The  prodigal  Chriftian. — Jeffica,  my  girl, 
Look  to  my  houfe  :  I  am  right  loth  to  go ; 
There  is  fome  ill  a-brewing  towards  my  reft, 
For  I  did  dream  of  money-bags  to-night. 

Laun,  I  befeech  you,  fir,  go;  my  young  mafter 
doth  expe6l  your  reproach. 

Shy.  So  do  I  his. 

Laun.  And  they  have  confpired  together, — I  will 
not  lay,  you  fhall  fee  a  mafquc;  but  if  you  do,  then 
it  was  not  for  nothing  that  my  noie  fell  a -bleeding 
on  Bkck-Monday  laft,  at  fix  o'clock  i'  the  morning, 
falling  out  that  year  on  Afh-Wednefday  was  four 
year,  in  the  afternoon. 
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Sky.  What !  are  there  mafques  ?  Hear  you  me, 
Jefiica  : 

Lock  up  my  doors;  and  when  you  hear  the  drum.. 

And  the  vile  fqueaki^ng  of  the  wry-neck 'd  fife, 

Clamber  not  you  up  to  the  cafements  then, 

Nor  thruft  your  head  into  the  public  ftreet, 

To  gaze  on  Chriflian  fools  with  varnifh'd  faces  : 

But  flop  my  houfe's  ears,  I  mean,  m.y  cafements; 

Let  not  the  found  of  fhallow  foppery  enter 

My  fober  houfe. — By  Jacob's  ftafp,  I  fwear, 

I  have  no  mind  of  feafling  forth  to-night  ; 

But  I  will  go. — Go  you  before  me,  firrah  ; 

Say,  I  will  come. 

Laun,  I  will  go  before,  fir.  

Miftrefs,  look  out  at  window,  for  all  this; 
There  will  come  a  ChrifLian  by, 
Will  be  worth  a  Jewefs'  eye,        [^Exit  Laun, 
Shy,  What  fays  that  fool  of  Hagar's  offspring,  ha? 
Jef,  His  words  were.  Farewell,  mifhrefs  ;  nothing 
^  elfc. 

Shy,   The  patch  is  kind  enough  ;   but  a  huge 
*  feeder. 

Snail- fldV  in  profit,  and  he  fleeps  by  day 

More  thap  the  wild-cat  ;  drones  hive  not  with  mc  : 

Therefore  I  part  with  him  :  and  part  with  him 

To  one  that  I  would  have  him  help  to  wafhe 

His  borrow'd  purfe. — Well,  Jefiica,  go  in  ; 

Perhaps,  I  will  return  imm.ediately  ; 

Do,  as  I  bid  you. 

Shut  the  doors  after  you  :  Faft  bind,  fafl  find ; 
A  proverb  never  flaie  in  thrifty  mind.         >  \_Exit, 
JcJ,  Farewell  ;  and  if  m.y  fortune  be  not  crofl, 
1  have  a  father,  you  a  daughter,  lofl.  {^Exit^ 

SCENE  VI. 
The  Street, 

Enter  Gratiano  and  Salanie^  in  mafqucrade, 
Gr^,  This  is  the  pent-houfe,  under  which  Lo- 
renzo 
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Defir'd  us  to  make  fland. 

Sal,  His  hour  is  almoft  paft:. 

Gra,  And  it  is  marvel  he  out-dwells  his  hour. 
For  lovers  ever  run  before  the  clock. 

6*^/.  O,  ten  times  fafler  Venus'  pigeons  fly 
To  feal  love's  bonds  new  made,  than  they  are  wont 
To  keep  obliged  faith  unforfeited  ! 

Gra,  That  ever  holds  :  Who  rifeth  from  a  feaft 
With  that  keen  appetite  that  he  fits  down  ? 
Where  is  the  horfe,  that  doth  untrcad  again 
His  tedious  meafures  with  the  unabated  fire 
That  he  did  pace  them  firfl  ?  All  things  that  are, 
Are  with  more  fpirit  chafed  than  enjoy 'd. 
How  like  a  younker,  or  a  prodigal, 
The  flcarfed  bark  puts  from  her  native  bay, 
Hugg'd  and  embraced  by  the  ftrumpetwind  ! 
How  like  a  prodigal  doth  fhe  return  ; 
With  over-weather'd  ribs,  and  ragged  fails, 
Lean,  rent,  and  beggar'd  by  the  flrumpet  wind! 

Enter  Lorenzo. 

SaL  Here  comes  Lor»enzo  : — more  of  this  here- 
after. 

Z(?r,  Sweet  friends,  your  patience  for  my  long 
abode  ; 

Not  I,  but  my  affairs,  have  made  you  wait : 
When  you  lhall  pleafeto  play  the  thieves  for  wives, 
I'll  watch  as  long  for  you  then— Approach  ; 
Here  dwells  my  father  Jew  :  Ho  !  who's  within  ? 
Jejfica  above^  in  boy's  cloaths. 

Jef.  Who  are  you  ?  tell  me,  for  more  certainty. 
Albeit  I'll  fw^ar  that  I  do  know  your  tongue. 

Lor.  Lorenzo,  and  thy  love. 

J^f,  Lorenzo,  cert.iin ;  and  my  love  indeed; 
For  who  love  I  fo  much  ?  and  now  who  knows, 
But  you,  Lorenzo,  whether  I  am  yours  ? 

Lor.  Heaven,  and  thy  thoughts,  are  witnefs  that 
thou  art. 
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jef,  Kere,  catch  this  caflcet,  it  is  v/orth  the  pains, 
I  am  glad  'tis  night,  you  do  not  look  on  me, 
For  I  am  much  afham'd  of  my  exchange  : 
But  love  is  blind,  and  lovers  cannot  fee 
The  pretty  follies  that  themfelves  commit ; 
For  if  they  could,  Cupid  himfelf  would  blufh 
To  fee  me  thus  transformed  to  a  boy. 

Zor.  ^Defcend,  for  you  m.ufl  be  my  torch-bearer. 

jtf.  What,  muPc  I  hold  a  candle  to  my  fhamiCS  ? 
They  in  themfelves,  good  footh,  are  too  too  light. 
Why,  'tis  an  office  of  difcovery,  love  ; 
And  I  Ihould  be  cbfcur'd. 

Lor.  So  arc  you,  fwect, 
Even  in  the  lovely  garnifh  of  a  boy. 
But  come  at  once  ; 

For  the  clofe  night  victh  play  the  run-away, 
And  we  are  fbaid  for  at  Baffanio's  feaft. 

Jef.  I  will  makefafl  the  doors,  and  gild  myfelf, 
With^fome  more  ducats,  and  be  with  you  flraight. 

\_Exit from  above > 

Cra^  Now,  by  niy  hood,  a  Gentile,  and  no  Jew. 

Lor,  Befhrewme,  but  I  love  her  heartily  ; 
For  file  is  wife,  if  I  can  judge  of  her  : 
And  fair  fhe  is,  if  that  mine  eyes  be  true ; 
And  true  Ihe  is,  as  fhe  hath  prov'd  herfelf ; 
And  therefore,  like  herfelf,  wife,  fair,  and  true, 
Shall  fhe  be  placed  in  my  conftant  foul. 

Enter  Jejjlca  below. 

What,  art  thou  com.e  ? — On,  gentlemen,  away  ; 
Our  mafquing  mates  by  this  time  for  us  ftay. 

[^Exit  with  JeJJica^  &c. 

Enter  Anthonio, 

Anth,  Who's  there  ? 
Cra,  Signior  Anthonio  ? 

Anth.  Fie,  fie,  Gratiano  !  where  are  all  the  reft? 
'Tis  nine  o'clock  ?  our  friends  ail  ftay  for  you  — 
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To  mafquc  to-night ;  the  wind  is  come  about, 

Baffanioprefently  will  go  aboard  : 

I  have  fent  twenty  out  to  feek  for  you. 

Gra,  I  am  glad  on't ;  I  defire  no  more  delight, 
Than  to  be  under  fail,  and  gone  to-night.  [_Exeunt, 

SCENE  VII. 
Belmont, 

Enter  Portia^  zviih  the  Prince  of  Morocco^  and  bolk  their 
trains. 

Por,  Go,  drav/  afide  tlve  curtains,  and  difcover 

The  feveral  calkets  to  this  noble  prince  :  

Now  make  your  choice. 

Mor,  The  firft,  of  gold,  who  this  infcription  bears  ; 
*  Who  choofeth  me,  {hall  gain  what  many  men  deiire.' 
The  fecond,  filvcr,  which  this  promife  carries  ;— 
"Who  choofeth  me,fhall  get  as  muchashe  dcferves." 
This  third,  dull  lead,  with  warning  all  as  blunt ; — 
"  Who  choofeth  me,  mufl  give  and  hazard  all  he 
"  hath." 

How  fhall  I  know  if  I  do  choofe  the  right  ? 

Por,    The  one  of  them  contains  my  pi8:urc, 
prince  : 

If  you  choofe  that,  then  I  am  yours  withal. 

Mor,  Some  god  direft  my  judgment :  Let  me  fee, 
I  will  lurvey  the  infcriptions  back  again  : 
What  fays  this  leaden  caflvet  ? 

Who  choofeth  me,  muft  give  and  hazard  afl  he 
.    "  hath." 

Muft  give  For.  what  ?   for  lead  ?   hazard  fv)r 

lead  ? 

This  caflvet  threatens  :  Men,  that  hazard  all, 
Do  it  in  hope  of  fair  advantages  : 
A  golden  mind  ftoops  not  to  Ihows  of  drofs  ; 
I'll  tlicn  nor  give,  nor  hazard  aught 'for  lead. 
What  \i\ys  the  filver,  with  her  virgin  hue  ? 

*v'ho  choolctli  mc,  flull  get  as  mur.h  as  he  dcrervci..'* 
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As  much  as  he  dcferves  ? — Paufe  there,  MorcccOj 
And  weigh  thy  vahie  with  an  even  hand  : 
If  thou  be'ft  rated  by  thy  eflimation, 
Thou  doft  dcferve  enough  ;  and  yet  enough 
May  not  extend  fo  far  as  to  the  lady  ; 
And  yet  to  be  afeard  of  my  deferving, 
Were  but  a  weak  difabling  of  myfelf. 
As  much  as  I  deferve !— Why,  that's  the  lady  ; 
I  do  in  birth  deferve  her,  and  in  fortunes. 
In  graces,  and  in  qualities  of  breeding  ; 
But,  more  than  thefe,  in  love  I  do  deferve 
What  if  I  ftray'd  no  farther,  but  chofe  here  ? 
Let's  fee  once  more  this  faying  grav'd  in  gold. 
*  Who  choofeth  me,  fliall  gain  what  many  men  de- 
'  fire,' 

Why,  that's  the  lady ;  all  the  world  dcfires  her  : 

From  the  four  corners  of  the  earth  they  come. 

To  kifs  this  flirine,  this  mortal  breathing  faint. 

The  Hyrcanian  deferts.  and  thevaRy  wilds 

Of  wide  Arabia,  are  as  thorough-fares  now, 

P'or  princes  to  come  view  fair  Portia : 

The  watrv  kins^dom,  v/hofe  ambitious  head 

Spits  in  the  face  of  heaven,  is  no  bar 

To  flop  tlie  foreign  fpirits  ;  but  they  come. 

As  o'er  a  brook,  to  fee  fair  Portia. 

One  of  thefe  three  contains  her  heavenly  pifture. 

Is't  like  that  lead  contains  her  ?   'Twere  damnation. 

To  think  io  bafe  a  thought ;  it  were  too  grofs 

To  rib  her  cerecloth  in  the  obfcure  grave. 

Or  fhall  I  think,  in  filver  fhe's  immur'd, 

Being  ten  times  undervalued  to  try'd  gold  ? 

O  finful  thought !   Never  fo  rich  a  gem 

Was  fet  in  worfethan  gold.    They  have  in  England 

A  coin,  that  bears  the  fiigure  of  an  angel 

Stamped  in  gold  ;  but  that's  infculp'd  upon  : 

But  here  an  angel  in  a  golden  bed 

Lyes  all  within. — Deliver  me  the  key  ; 

Here  do  I  choofe,  and  thrive  I  as  I  may  ] 
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Por,  There,  take  it,  prince,  and  if  my  form  lye  there, 
Then  I  am  yours.  [Unlocking  the  golden  cajket. 

Mor,  O  hell :  what  have  wc  here  ? 
A  carrion  death,  within  whofe  empty  eye 
There  is  a  written  fcroU  !  I'll  read  the  writing. 
All  that  glitters  is  not  gold  ; 
Often  have  you  heard  that  told : 
Many  a  man  his  life  hath  fold^ 
But  my  outfide  to  behold  : 
^Gilded  tombs  do  tvorms  infold. 
Had  you  been  as  wife  as  bold, 
Young  in  limbs,  in  judgment  old, 
Your  anfzver  had  not  been  infcroWd ; 
Fare  you  well;  your  fait  is  cold, 

Mor,  Cold,  indeed  ;^  and  labour  loft: 
Then  farewell,  heat  ;  and  welcome  froft. — 
Portia,  adieu!  I  have  too  griev'd  a  heart 
To  take  a  tedious  leave  :  thus  lofers  part.  \Exit, 
Por.  A  gentle  riddance: — Draw  the  curtains, 
go  :  

Let  all  of  his  complexion  chufe  mc  fo.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  VIII. 

Venice,  jjjL 
Enter  Salarino  and  Salanio,  ' 
Sal,  Wliy,  man,  I  faw  Baflanio  under  fail  : 
With  him  is  Gratiano  gone  along  ; 
And  in  their  Hiip,  I  am  fure,  Lorenzo  is  not., 

Sala,  The  villain  Jew  with  outcries  rais'd  the  duke  ; 
Who  went  with  him  to  fearch  Bafljnio's  fhip. 

Sal,  He  came  too  late,  the  fhip  was  und:r  liil  ; 
■Rut  there  the  duke  was  given  to  under  (land, 
That  in  a  gondola  werc'fecn  together 
Lorenzo  and  his  amorous  JelTica  : 
Bcffdes,  Antlionio  certify'd  the  duke, 
They  were  not  with  BalTanio  in  his  fli"p. 

Sala.  I  never  heard  apaflion  fo  co.ifus'd, 
So  ftrange,  outrageous,  and  fo  variable, 
Vol.  IL  Z 
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As  the  dog  Jew  did  utter  in  the  ftreets  : 

My  daughter  ! — 0  my  ducats  ! — 0  my  daughter  ! 

Fled  with  a  Chrijiian  ? — 0  my  Chrijlian  ducats  !  

Jujlicel  the  law  \  my  ducats^  and  my  daughter  I 
ji  fealed  hag^  two  fealed  bags  of  ducats^ 
Of  double  ducats^  JioVn  Jrom^me  by  my  daughter  ! 
And  jewels;  twojiones^  two  rich  and  precious  jlones^ 
StoVn  by  my  daughter!  Jujlicel  jind  the  girl  I 
She  hath  the  Jiones  upon  her,  and  the  ducats  I 

SaL  Why,  all  the  boys  in  Venice  follow  him, 
Crying, — his  fhones,  his  daughter,  and  his  ducats. 

Sala.  Let  good  Anthonio  look  he  keep  his  day. 
Or  he  fhall  pay  for  this. 

Sal,  Marry,  well  remember'd  : 
I  reafon'd  with  a  Frenchman  yefterday ; 
Who  told  me, — in  the  narrow  feas,  that  part 
The  French  and  Englifh,  there  mifcarried 
A  veffelof  our  country,  richly  fraught: 
I  thought  upon  Anthonio,  when  he  told  me; 
And  wifh'd  in  filcncc,  that  it  v/ere  not  his. 

Sala.  You  were  bcfttotell  Anthoniowhat  youhear: 
Yet  do  not  fuddenly,  for  it  may  grieve  him. 

SaL  A  kinder  gentleman  treads  not  the  earth, 
I  faw  Baffanio  and  Anthonio  part : 
Baflanio  told  him,  he  would  make  fome  fpeed 
Of  his  return;  he  anfwer'd, — Do  not  fo, 
Slubbernot  bufinefsjor  m.y fake^  BaJJanio, 
But  Jiay  the  very  riping  of  thethne; 
And  for  the  Jew^s  bond.,  which  he  hath  of  me, 
Let  it  not  enter  in  your  mind  of  love : 
Be  merry  ;  and  employ  your  chiejeji  thoughts 
To  courtfiip,  and  fuch  Jair  ojlents  of  love 
As  Jhall  conveniently  become  you  there  : 
And  even  there,  his  eye  being  big  with  tears,  a 
Turning  his  face,  he  put  his  haiad  behind  him,  1 
And  with  affc6lion  wondrous  fenfible 
He  wrung  Bafianio's  hand,  and  fo  they  parted, 

Sala,  I  think,  he  only  loves  the  world  for  him. 
I  pray  thee,  let  us  go,  and  find  him  out, 
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And  quicken  his  embraced  heavinefs 
With  fome  delight  or  other. 
Sal,  Do  wc  lo. 

SCENE  IX. 
Belmont, 
Enter  Ntrijfa^  with  a  Servant, 
Ner»  Quick,  quick,  I  pray  thee,  draw  the  curtain 
ftraight ; 

The  prince  of  Arragon  hath  ta'cn  his  oath. 
And  comes  to  his  eleftion  prefently. 
Enter  Arragon^  his  train  ;  Portia,  with  hers,  FlouriJ/i 
of  cornets, 

Por,  Behold,  there  ftand  the  calkets,  noble  prince  : 
If  you  chufe  that  wherein  I  am  contained, 
Straight  (hall  our  nuptial-rites  be  folemniz'd  ;] 
But  if  you  fail,  without  more  fpeech,  my  Lord, 
You  mufh  be  gone  from  hence  immediately, 

Ar,  I  am  enjoin 'd  by  oath  to  obferve  three  thingg  : 
Firfl,  never  to  unfold  to  any  one 
Which  cafkct  'twas  I  chofe;  next,  if  I  fail 
Of  the  right  caO^Let,  never  in  my  life 
To  woo  a  maid  in  way  of  marriage  ;  lafhly. 
If  I  do  fail  in  fortune  of  my  choice, 
Immediately  to  leave  you,  and  be  gone. 

Por,  To  thefe  injunftions  every  one  doth  fwcar. 
That  comes  to  hazard  for  my  worthlefs  felf. 

Ar,  And  fo  have  I  addreft  me  :  Fortune  now 
To  my  heart's  hope  ! — Gold,  filver,  and  bife  lead. 
Who  chufeth  me,  mufi  give  and  hazard  all  he  hath  : 
You  fhall  look  fairer,  ere  I  give,  or  hazard. 
What  fays  the  golden  chcft  ?  ha  !  let  mc  fee  ; — 
Who  chufeth  me,  fi  all  gain  what  many  men  defire. 
What  many  men  defire, — That  many  may  be  meant 
Of  the  fool  multitude,  that  chufe  by  fhow, 
Not  learning  more  than  the  fond  eye  doth  teach  ; 
Which  pries  not  to  the  interior,  but,  like  the  miirtlct. 
Builds  in  the  weather,  on  the  outward  wall, 
Even  in  the  force  and  road  of  cafualty. 


[  Exeunl, 


280  MEHCHAMT  OT  VENICE.  AS  II. 


I  will  not  chufe  what  many  men  deft  re, 
Becaufe  I  w^ll  not  jump  with  ccmmon  fpirits, 
And  rank  me  with  the  barbarous  multitudes. 
Why,  then  to  thee,  thou  filver  treafure  houfe  ; 
TcW  me  once  more  what  title  thou  doft  bear : 
WJio  chuftth  me^  JJialLget  as  much  as  he  deftrvcs  ; 
And  well  faid  too:  For  who  fhall  go  about 
To  cozen  fortune,  and  be  honourable 
Without  this  (lamp  of  merit  ?  Let  none  prefume 
To  wxar  an  undefervcd  dignity. 
O,  tliat  eftates,  degrees,  2nd  offices, 
Were  not  deriv'd  corruptly  !  and  that  clear  honour 
Were  purchas'd  by  the  merit  of  the  wearer! 
How  many  then  fhould  cover,  that  fland  bare? 
IIow  many  be  commanded,  that  command  ? 
How  much  low  peafantry  would  then  be  gleaned 
Fiom  the  true  feed  of  honour?  and  how  much 
lionour 

Pick*d  from  the  chaff  and  ruin  of  the  times, 
To  be  new  varnifh'd  ?  Well,  but  to  my  choice  : 
UIlo  chuftth  me,  JJiall  get  as  much  as  he  defcrves  : 
I  will  affume  dcfert  ; — Give  me  a  key  for  this, 
And  inflantly  unlock  my  fortunes  here. 

For.  Toolong  a  paufe  for  that  which  you  find  there. 
Ar,  What's  here?  the  portrait  of  a  blinking  idiot, 
Prelentingme  a  fchcdule  ?  I  will  read  it. 
How  much  unlike  art  thou  to  Portia  ! 
How  much  unlike  my  hopes,  and  my  defervings! 
r,l<o  chufith  mx^Jliallhave  as  much  as  he  deferves  : 
Did  I  defcrve  no  more  than  a  fool's  head  ? 
Is  that  my  prize?  are  my  deferts  no  better? 

Par,  To  offend,  and  judge,  are  diftinfl  offices, 
Ar.d  of  op po fed  natures. 
_V.  What  is  here  ? 

The  fire  fcven  times  tried  this  ; 

Seven  times  try'd  that  judgmeyit  is, 

That  did  never  chuf:  amifsj 

Some  there  he,  that JJiauozvs  kifs  : 

Such  have  hut  a  Jliadoio's  hlifs  ; 
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There  be  fools  alive,  I  zvis, 

Silver' d  o'er  ;  and  fo  was  this,  ^ 

Tfike  what  wife  you  will  to  hed^ 

I  will  ever  he  your  head: 

So  he  gone,  fir,  you  are  fped, 

Ar,  Still  more  fool  I  fhall  appear 
By  the  time  I  linger  here  : 
With  one  fool's  head  I  came  to  woo, 
But  I  go  away  with  two.- — 
Sweet,  adieu  !  I'll  keep  my  oath. 
Patiently  to  bear  my  wroth. 
Por.  Thus  hath  the  candle  fing'd  the  moth. 
O  thefe  deliberate  fools,  when  they  do  chufc, 
They  have  the  wifdom  by  their  wit  to  lofc. 

Ner,  The  ancient  faying  is  noherefy; — 
Hanging  and  wiving  goes  by  deftiny. 
For,  Come,  draw  the  curtain,  Nerifia, 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Serv,  Where  is  my  lady  ? 

Por.  Here  ;  what  would  my  lord  ? 

Serv,  Madam,  there  is  alighted  at  your  gate, 
A  young  Venetian,  one  that  comes  before 
To  fignify  the  approaching  of  his  lord  : 
From  whom  he  bringeth  fenfible  regreets  ; 
To  wit,  befides  commends,  and  courteous  breath, 
Gifts  of  rich  value  ;  yet  I  have  not  feen 
So  likely  an  embalTador  of  love  :    ,  . 
A  day  in  April  never  came  fo  fweet, 
Fo  fhow  how  coftly  fummcr  was  at  hand, 
As  this  fore-fpurrer  comes  before  his  lord. 

Por.  No  more,  1  pray  thee  ;  I  am  half  afeard. 
Thou  wilt  fay  anon,  he  is  4bme  kin  to  thee. 
Thou  fpend'ft  fuch  high-day  wit  in  praifmg  him. 
Come,  come,  NcriiTa  ;  for  I  long  to  (ce 
Quick  Cupid's  poft,  that  comes  io  mannerly. 

Ner,  Baflanio,  lord  Love,  if  thy  will  it  be  ! 

Z  2 
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ACT    III.       SCENE  L 

A  Street  in  Venice, 
Enter  Salanio  and  Solarino, 

-S^^/fl.^VTOW,  what  news  on  the  Rial  to  ? 

SoL  Why,  yet  it  lives  there  uncheck'd  that 

Anthonio  hath  a  fhip  of  rich  lading  wreck'd  on  the 
narrow  Teas ;  the  Goodwins,  I  think  they  call  the 
place;  a  very  dangerous  flat,  and  fatal,  where  the 
carcafcs  of  many  a  tall  fliip  lie  buried,  as  they  fay, 
if  my  go/Tip  Report  be  an  honefl  woman  of  her  word. 

Sala,  I  would  fhe  were  as  lying  a  goflip  in  that, 
as  ev^cr  knapt  ginger,  or  made  her  neighbours  believe 
Ihc  wept  for  the  death  of  a  third  hufband  :  But  it  is 
!rac, — without  any  flips  of  prolixity,  or  crofling  the 
plain  high-way  of  talk,— that  the  good  Anthonio, 

he  honefl  Anthonio.  O,  that  I  had  a  title  good 

.  uougli  to  keep  his  name  company  ! 

SaL  Come  the  full  (lop. 

Sala,  Ha,— what  fay' ft  thou  ?— Why  the  end  is, 
he  hath  loft  a  fhip. 

SaL  I  would  it  might  prove  the  end  of  hjs  loftes  ! 

Sala,  Let  me  fay  amen  betimes,  left  the  devil  crofs 
ihy  prayer  \  for  here  he  comes  in  the  likenefs  of  a 
Je%v. — - 

Enter  Shylock, 
How  now,  Shylock  ?  what  news  among  the  me¥- 

r  hants  ? 

Shy.  You  knew,  none  fo  well,  none  fo  well  as 
vou,  of  my  daughter's  flight. 

SiiL  That's  certain  ;  I,  for  my  part,  knew  the 
taylor  that  made  the  wings  fhe  flew  withal. 

Sala.  And  Shylock,  for  his  own  part,  knew  the 
bird  was  fledge  and  then  it  is  the  complexion  of 
them  all  to  leave  the  dam. 

Shy.  She  is  damn'd  for  it, 

SaL  That's  certain,  if  the  devil  may  be  her  judge. 
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Shy,  My  own  flcfli  and  blood  to  rebel  ! 
Sala»  Out  upon  it,  old  carrion  !  rebels  it  at  thcfe 
years  ? 

Shy,  I  fay,  my  daugliter  is  my  flefh  and  blood. 

Sal,  There  is  more  difFerence  between  thy  flefh 
and  her's,  than  between  jet  and  ivory  ;  more  be- 
tween your  bloods,  than  there  is  between  red  wine 
and  Rhenifh  : — But  tell  us,  do  you  hear  whether 
Anthonio  have  had  any  lofs  at  fea,  or  no  ? 

Shy,  There  I  have  another  bad  match  :  a  bank- 
rupt, a  prodigal,  who  dare  fcarce  fhew  his  head  on 
the  Rialto  ; — a  beggar,  that  us'd  to  come  fo  fnug 
upon  the  mart ; — let  him  look  to  his  bond  :  he  was 
wont  to  call  me  ufurcr  ; — let  him  look  to  his  bond  : 
he  w^as  wont  to  lend  money  for  a  Chriflian  courtefy  ; 
let  him  look  to  his  bond. 

SaL  Why,  I  am  fure,  if  he  forfeit,  thou  wilt  not 
take  his  fle{h  ;  What's  that  good  for  ? 

Shy  To  bait  fifh  withal  :  if  it  will  feed  nothing 
elfe,  it  will  feed  my  revenge.  He  hath  difgrac'd  me, 
and  hinder'd  me  of  half  a  million  ;  laugh'd  at  my 
loiTes,  mock'd  at  my  gains,  fcorn'd  my  nation, 
tliwarted  my  bargains,  cool'd  my  friends,  heated 
mine  enemies  ;  And  what's  his  reafon  ?  I  am  a  Jew  : 
Hath  not  a  Jew  eyes  ?  hath  not  a  Jew  hands  ;  organs, 
dimenfions,  fenfes,  affeftions,  pafTions  ?  fed  with  the 
fame  food,  hurt  with  the  fame  weapons,  fubje6l  to  the 
fame  difcafes,  heal'd  by  the  fame  means,  warm'd  and 
cool'd  by  the  fame  winter  and  fummer,  as  a  Chriflian 
is  ?  If  you  prick  us,  do  we  not  bleed  ?  if  you  tickle 
us,  do  we  not  laugh  ?  if  you  poifon  us,  do  we  not 
die  ?  and  if  you  wrong  us,  fhall  we  not  revenge  ? 
if  we  are  like  you  in  the  reft,  we  will  refemble  you 
in  that.  If  a  Jew  wrong  a  Chrifhian,  what  is  his 
humility?  revenge:  if  a  Chrifhian  wrong  a  Jew, 
what  fhould  his  fufiFerance  be  by  Chriflian  example  ? 
why,  revenge.  The  villainy,  you  teach  me,  I  will 
execute  ;  and  it  fhall  go  hard,  but  1  will  better  the 
inflruftion. 
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Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Gentlemen,  my  mafler  Anthonio  is  at  his 
houfe,  and  defires  to  fpeak  with  you  both. 
SaL  We  have  bedn  up  and  down  to  feek  him. 

Enter  Tubal, 

Sala,  Here  comes  another  of  the  tribe ;  a  third 
cannot  be  match'd,  unlefs  the  devil  himfelf  turn  Jew. 

[Exeunt  SaL  and  Salan, 

Shy.  How  now,  Tubal,  what  news  from  Genoa? 
haft  thou  found  my  daughter? 

Tub,  I  often  came  where  I  did  hear  of  her,  but 
cannot  find  her.  , 

Shy.  Why,  there,  there,  there,  there!  a  diamond  ^' 
gone,  coft  me  two  thoufand  ducats  in  Frankfort ! 
the  curfe  never  fell  upon  our  nation  'till  now  ;  I 
never  felt  it  till  now: — two  thoufand  ducats  in  that, 
and  other  precious,  precious  jewels.-— I  would  my 
daughter  were  dead  at  my  foot,  and  the  jewels  in 
her  ear!  ^would  fhe  wear  hears'd  at  my  foot,  and 
the  ducats  in  her  coffin  !  No  news  of  them? — Why 
fo  : — and  I  know  not  what's  fpent  in  the  fearch  : 
Why,  thou  lofs  upon  lofs  !  the  thief  gone  with  fo 
much,  and  fo  much  to  find  the  thief:  and  no  fatis- 
fa6lion,  no  revenge  :  nor  no  ill  luck  ftirring,  but 
what  lights  o'm.y  fhouldcrs ;  no  fighs,  but  o'my  brea- 
thing ;  no  tears,  but  o'  my  fhedding. 

Tub,  Yes,  other  men  have  ill  luck  too  ;  Antho- 
nio, as  I  heard  in  Genoa, — 

Shy,   What,  what,  what  ?  ill  luck,  ill  luck  ? 

Tub,  Hath  an  argofy  call  away,  ccming  from  Tri- 
polis. 

Shy,  I  thank  God,  I  thank  God  : Is  it  true? 
is  it  true  ?  . 

Tub,  I  fpoke  with  fome  of  the  fail .}  s  that  efcaped 
the  wreck. 

Shy.  I  thank  thee,  good  Tubal  :— Good  news, 
good  news  :  ha  !  ha  I  Where  ?  in  Genoa  ? 
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Tub,  Your  daughter  fpent  in  Genoa,  as  I  heard, 
o-ne  night,  fourfcore  ducats. 

Shy,  Thou  flick 'ft  a  dagger  in  me  :  — I  fhall  never 
fee  my  gold  again  :  Fourfcore  ducats  at  a  fitting  ! 
fourfcore  ducats  ! 

Tub,  There  came  divers  of  Anthonio's  creditors 
in  my  company  to  Venice,  that  fwear  he  cannot 
chuie  but  break. 

Shy,  1  am  glad  of  it ;  I'll  plague  him  ;  Til  torture 
him  :  I  am  glad  of  it 

Tab,  One  of  them  fbcwed  me  a  ring,  that  he 
had  of  yowr  daughter  for  a  monkey. 

Shy,  Out  upon  her  !  Thou  tortureft  me.  Tubal  ; 
it  was  my  turquoife  ;  I  had  it  of  Leah,  when  I  was 
a  bachelor  :  I  would  not  have  given  it  for  a  wil- 
dernefs  of  monkies. 

Tub,  But  Anthonio  is  certainly  undone. 

Shy,  Nay,  that's  true,  that's  very  true  :  Go,  Tubal, 
fee  me  an  officer,  bcfpeak  him  a  fortnight  before  ; 
I  will  have  the  heart  of  him,  if  he  forfeit  ;  for 
were  he  out  of  V^enice,  I  can  make  what  merchan- 
dize I  will :  Go,  go.  Tubal,  and  meet  me  at  our  fy- 
nagogue  ;  go  good  Tubal,  at  our  fynagogue.  Tubal. 

[_Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 
Bdmont, 

Enter  Bajfanio^  Portia^  Gratiano^  and  Attendants, 

Ths  Cajkds  are  Jet  out. 
For,  I  pray  you,  tarry  ;  paufe  a  day  or  two. 
Before  you  hazard  ;  for,  in  chufing  wrong, 
I  lofc  your  company  ;  therefore,  forbear  a  while  ; 
There's  fomething  tells  rnc  (but  it  is  not  love) 
I  would  not  lofe  you  ;  and  you  know  yourfclf, 
Ilata  counfcls  not  in  fuch  a  quality: 
But  loft  yju  Ihoiild  not  undcrfland  me  well, 


286 


MERCHANT  OF  VENICE. 


Aa  III. 


(And  yet  a  maiden  hath  no  tongue  but  thought) 

I  would  detain  you  here  fome  month  or  two, 

Before  you  venture  for  me,   I  could  teach  you 

How  to  chufe  right,  but  1  am  then  forfworn  ; 

So  will  1  never  be  :  fo  you  may  mifs  me  : 

But  if  you  do,  you'll  make  me  wifh  a  fm, 

That  I  had  been  forfworn.    Befhrew  your  eyes, 

They  have  o'cr-look'd  me,  and  divided  me ; 

One  half  of  me  is  yours,  the  other  half  yours, — 

Mine  ov/n,  I  would  fay ;  but  if  mine,  then  yours, 

And  fo  all  yoi^ns  :  O !  thefe  naughty  times 

Put  bars  between  the  owners  and  their  rights  ; 

And  fo,  though  yours,  not  yours. —  Prove  it  fo. 

Let  fortune  go  to  hell  for  it, — not  I. 

I  fpeak  too  long ;  but  'tis  to  peize  the  time  ; 

To  eke  it,  and  to  draw  it  out  in  length. 

To  flay  you  from  ele6lion, 

Baff.  Let  mc  chufe  ; 
For,  as  I  am,  I  live  upon  the  rack. 

Por,  Upon  the  rack,  Baffanio  ?  then  confefs 
What  trcafon  there  is  mingled  with  your  love. 

JSa/f.  None,  but  that  ugly  treafon  of  miflrufi;, 
'Which  m.akes  me  fear  the  enjoying  of  my  love  : 
There  may  as  well  be  amity  and  life 
'Twecn  fnow  and  lire,  as  treafon  and  my  love, 

Por,  Ay,  but  I  fear,  you  fpeak  upon  the  rack. 
Where  men  enforced  do  fpeak  any  thing. 

Baff,  Promife  me  life,  and  I'll  confefs  the  truth. 

Por,  Well  then,  confefs  and  live, 

Ba^  Confefs,  and  love, 
Had  been  the  very  fum  of  my  confeflion  : 
O  happy  torment,  when  my  torturer 
Doth  teach  me  anfwers  for  deliverance ! 
But  let  me  to  my  fortune  and  the  cafl^ets. 

Por,  Away  then  :  I  am  lock'd  in  one  of  them  ; 
If  you  do  love  me,  you  will  find  me  out. — 
Neriffa,  and  the  reft,  ftand  all  aloof. — 
Let  mufic  found,  while  he  doth  make  his  choice  : 
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Then,  if  he  lofe,  he  makes  a  fwan-like  end, 

Fading  in  mufic  :  that  the  comparifon 

May  (land  more  proper,  my  eye  fhall  be  the  ftream. 

And  wat'ry  death-bed  for  him :  He  may  win  ; 

And  what  is  muhc  then  ?  then  mufic  is 

Even  as  the  flourifh  when  true  fubjefts  bow 

To  a  new-crown'd  monarch  :  fuch  it  is, 

As  are  thofe  dulcet  founds  in  break  of  day. 

That  creep  into  the  dreaming  bridegroom's  ear, 

And  fummon  him  to  marriage.    Now  he  goes, 

M^ith  no  lefs  pre  fence,  but  with  much  more  love, 

Than  young  Alcides,  when  he  did  redeem 

The  virgin-tribute  paid  by  howling  Troy 

To  the  fea-monfher  :  I  ftand  for  facrifice, 

The  reft  aloof  are  the  Dardanian  wives, 

With  bleared  vifages,  come  forth  to  view 

The  iffue  of  the  exploit.  "Go,  Hercules  ! 

Live  thou,  I  live  : — With  much  much  more  difmay 

I  view  the  fight,  than  thou  that  mak'ft  the  fray. 

\_Mufic  within, 

A  Song,  zvhtLJl  Bajfanio  comments  on  the  cajkets  to 
himfdj. 
Tell  me,  where  is  fancy  bred. 
Or  in  the  hearty  or  in  the  head  ? 
How  begot,  how  nourijlied  ? 
Reply.    It  is  engendered  in  the  eyes, 
With  gazing  fed  J  and  fancy  dies 
In  the  cradle  where  it  Iks  : 
Let  us  all  ring  fancy''  s  knell, 

ril  begin  it,  Ding,  dong,  bclL 

All.       Ding,  dong,  belL 

Bajf.—So  may  the  outward  fhows  be  Icaft  them- 
felvcs ; 

The  world  is  ftill  decciv'd  with  ornament. 
In  law,  what  pica  lo  tainted  and  corrupt, 
But,  being  fcaCon'd  with  a  gracious  voice, 
Oblcurcs  the  fliow  of  evil  ?  In  religion, 
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What  damned  error,  but  fome  Toner  brow 

Will  blefs  it,  and  approve  it  with  a  text,. 

Hiding  the  grofTnefs  with  fair  ornament  ? 

There  is  no  vice  fo  fimple,  but  aflumxs 

Some  mark  of  virtue  on  his  outward  parts. 

How  many  cowards,  whofe  hearts  are  all  as  falfe 

As  flairs  of  (and,  wear  yet  upon  their  chins 

The  beards  of  Hercules,  and  frowning  Mars ; 

Who,  inward  fearch'd,  have  livers  white  as  milk  ? 

And  thefe  alTume  but  valour's  excrement, 

To  render  them  redoubted.    Look  on  beauty. 

And  you  fhall  fee  'tis  purchas'd  by  the  weight  ; 

Which  therein  v/orks  a  miracle  in  nature, 

Making  tiiem  lighted  that  wear  moft  of  it : 

So  are  thofe  crifped  fnaky  gclden  locks, 

Which  make  fuch  wanton  gambols  with  the  wind, 

Upon  fuppofed  fairnefs,  often  known 

To  be  the  dowry  of  a  fecond  head, 

The  fcuU  that  bred,  them  in  the  fepulchrc. 

Thus  ornament  is  but  the  guiled  fhore 

To  a  moR  dangerous  fea  ;  the  beauteous  fcarf 

Veiling  an  Indian  beauty  ;  in  a  word. 

The  feeming  truth  which  cunning  times  put  on 

To  entrap  the  wifefl:.    Therefore,  thou  gaudy  gold, 

Hard  food  for  Midas,  I  will  none  of  thee  : 

Nor  none  of  thee,  thou  pale  and  comm.on  drudge 

'Tv/een  man  and  man  :  but  thou,  thou  meager  lead. 

Which  rather  threat'nefl;,  than  dofl:  promife  aught, 

Thy  plainnefs  moves  me  more  than  eloquence. 

And  here  chufe  I  ;  Joy  be  the  confequence  ! 

Per,  How  all  the  other  paffions  fleet  to  air, 
As  doubtful  thoughts,  and  rafh-embrac'd  defpair, 
And  fhudd'ring  fear,  and  green  ey'd  jealoufy  ! 

0  love,  be  moderate,  allay  thy  ecftafy, 
In  meafure  rain  thy  joy,  fcant  th'is  excefs; 

1  feel  too  much  thy  bleffing,  miake  it  lefs, 

For  fear  I  furfeit !  [^Opening  the  leaden  cajket. 
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Baf  What  find  I  here  ? 
Fair  Portia's  counterfeit  ?  What  demi-god 
Hath  come  fo  near  creation  ?  Move  thefe  eyes  ? 
Or  whether,  riding  on  the  balls  of  mine, 
Seem  they  in  motion  ?  Here  are  fever'd  lips. 
Parted  with  fugar  breath  ;  fo  fweet  a  bar 
Should  funder  fuch  fweet  friends:  Here  in  her  hairs 
The  painter  plays  the  fpider  ;  and  hath  woven 
A  golden  mefh  to  entrap  the  hearts  of  men, 
Fafler  than  gnats  in  cobwebs:  But  her  eyes, — 
How  could  he  fee  to  do  them  ?  Having  made  one, 
Methinks,  it  fhould  have  power  to  fleal  both  his, 
And  leave  itfclf  unfurnifh'd  :  Yet  look,  how  far 
The  fubflance  of  my  praife  doth  wrong  this  fhadow 
In  underprizing  it,  fo  far  this  fhadow 
Doth  limp  behind  the fubftance. — Here's  the  fcroll, 
The  continent  and  fummary  of  my  fortune, 
Yoii  that  chufe  not  by  the  view, 
Chance  as  fair  ^  and  chufe  as  true  ! 
Since  this  fortune  falls  to  you^ 
Be  content^  and  ftek  no  new. 
If  you  be  well  pleas' d  with  this^ 
uind  hold  your  fortune  for  your  blifs^ 
Turn  you  where  your  lady  is, 
And  claim  her  with  a  loving  kifs, 
A  gentle  fcroll : — Fair  lady,  by  your  leave ; 

\_KiJfing  her, 
I  come  by  note,  to  give,  and  to  receive. 
Like  one  of  two  contending  in  a  prize. 
That  thinks  he  hath  done  well  in  people's  eyes, 
Hearing  applaufe,  and  univerfal  fliout. 
Giddy  in  fpirit,  ftill  gazing,  in  a  doubt 
Whether  thofe  peals  of  praife  be  his  or  no  ; 
So  thrice  fair  lady,  ftand  I,  even  fo ; 
As  doubtful  whether  what  I  fee  be  true, 
Until  confirmM,  fign'd,  ratify'd  by  you. 

Por,  You  fee  mc,  lord  Ballanio,  v/hcre  1  ftand, 
Such  as  I  am  :  though,  for  myfjlf  alojic, 

Vou  n.  A^ 
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I  would  not  be  ambitious  in  my  wifh, 
To  wifh  myfclf  much  better;  yet,  for  you, 
I  Vv'ould  be  trebled  twenty  times  myfelf ; 
A  thoufand  times  more  fair,  ten  thoufand  times 
More  rich  ;  that  to  fhand  high  in  your  account, 
I  might  in  virtues,  beauties,  livings,  friends, 
Exceed  account :  but  the  full  fum  of  me 
Is  fum  of  fomething  ;  which,  to  term  in  grofs, 
Is  an  unlefibn'd  girl,  unfchool'd,  unpra6lis'd 
Happy  in  this,  fire  is  not  yet  fo  old 
But  fhe  may  learn  :  and,  happier  than  this, 
She  is  not  bred  fo  dull  but  flie  can  learn  ; 
Happiefb  of  all,  is,  that  her  gentle  fpirit 
Commits  itfelf  to  yours,  to  be  direfi:ed, 
As,  from  her  lord,  her  governor,  her  king. 
Myfelf,  and  what  is  mine,  to  you,  and  yours 
Is  now  converted;  but  now  I  was  the  lord 
Of  this  fair  manfion,  mafter  of  my  fervants, 
Queen  o'er  myfelf;  and  even  now,  but  now, 
This  houfe,  thefe  fervants,  and  this  famie  myfelf, 
Are  yours,  my  lord ;  I  give  them  with  this  ring ; 
Which  when  you  part  from,  lofe,  or  give  away, 
Let  it  prefage  the  ruin  of  your  love. 
And  be  my  vantage  to  exclaim  on  you. 

Bajf,  Madam,  you  have  bereft  me  of  all  v/ords, 
Only  my  blood  fpeaks  to  you  in  my  veins  : 
And  there  is  fuch  confufion  in  my  powers. 
As  after  fom.e  oration  fairly  fpoke 
By  a  beloved  prince,  there  doth  appear 
Among  the  buzzing  plcafed  multitude; 
Where  every  fomething,  being  blent  together. 
Turns  to  a  wild  of  nothing,  fave  of  joy, 
Exprefs'd,  and  not  exprefs'd :  But  when  this  ring 
Farts  from  this  frnger,  then  parts  life  from  hence ; 
O,  then  be  bold  to  fay,  Balfanio's  dead. 

Ner.  My  lord  and  lady,  it  is  now  our  time. 
That  have  flood  by,  and  feen  our  wifiics  profper, 
To  cjy,  good  joy  ;  Good  joy,  my  lord,  and  lady  ! 
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Gra.  My  lord  BalTanio,  and  my  gentle  lady, 
I  wifh  you  all  the  joy  that  you  can  wifh  ; 
For,  I  am  fure,  you  can  wifh  none  from  me  : 
And,  when  your  honours  mean  to  folemnizc 
The  bargain  of  your  faith,  I  do  befeech  you, 
Even  at  that  time  1  may  be  marry *d  too. 

Baff",  With  all  my  heart,  fo  thou  canfh  get  a  wife. 

Gra,  I  thank  your  lordfhip  ;  you  have  got  me  one. 
My  eyes,  my  lord,  can  look  as  fwift  as  yours : 
You  faw  the  miftrefs,  I  beheld  the  maid ; 
You  lov'd,  I  lov*d;  for  intermilTion 
No  more  pertains  to  me,  my  lord,  thaii  you. 
Your  fortune  flood  upon  the  caflcet  there  ; 
And  fo  did  mine  too,  as  the  matter  falls  : 
For  wooing  here,  until  I  fweat  again  ; 
And  fwearing,  till  my  very  roof  was  dry 
With  oaths  of  love  ;  at  laft, — if  promifc  lafl, — 
I  got  a  promife  of  this  fair  one  here. 
To  have  her  love^  provided  that  your  fortune 
Atchiev'd  her  miflrefs. 

Por,  Is  this  true,  Neriffa  ? 

Ner,  Madam,  it  is,  fo  you  fland  pleas'd  withal. 
Bajf,  And  do  you,  Gratiano,  mean  good  faith? 
Gra,  Yes,  'faith,  my  lord. 

BaJT.  Our  feaft  fhall  be  much  honoured  in  your 
marriage. 

Gra,  We'll  play  with  them,  the  firft  boy  for  a 
thoufand  ducats. 

Ner,  What,  and  ftake  down  ? 

Gra,  No  ;  we  fliall  ne'er  win  at  that   fport,  and 

flake  down.  

But  who  comes  here  ?  ^orcnzo,  and  his  infidel  ? 
What,  and  my  old  Venetian  friend,  Salcrio  ? 
Enter  Lorenzo^  Jcffica^  and  Salcrio, 

Baff,  Lorenzo,  and  Salerio,  welcome  hither  ; 
If  that  the  youth  of  my  new  interefh  here 
Have  power  to  bid  you  welcome  : — By  your  leave, 
I  bid  my  very  friends,  and  countrymen, 
Sweet  Portia,  welcome. 
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For.  So  do  I,  my  lord  ; 
They  are  entirely  welcome. 

Lor,  I  thank  your  honour  : — For  my  part,  my 
lord, 

My  purpofe  was  not  to  have  feen  you  here; 
But  meeting  with  Salerio  by  the  way. 
He  did  entreat  me,  pad  all  faying  nay. 
To  come  with  him  along. 

Sale,  I  did,  my  lord, 
And  I  have  reafon  for  it.    Signior  Anthonio 
Commends  liim  to  you.        \_Givcs  Bajfanio  a  letter. 

Baff,  Ere  I  ope  his  letter, 
I  pray  you  tell  me  how  my  good  friend  doth. 

Sale,  Not  Tick,  my  lord,  unlefs  it  be  in  mind  ! 
Nor  well,  unlefs  in  mind  :  his  letter  there 
Will  fhew  you  his  eflate. 

Gra,  NerifTa,  cheer  yon*  flranger;  bid  her  wel- 
come, 

Y our  hand,  Salerio;  What's  the  news  from  Venice? 
How  doth  that  royal  merchant,  good  Anthonio  ? 
I  know,  he  will  be  glad  of  our  fuccefs; 
We  are  the  Jafons,  we  have  won  the  fleece. 

Sale,  Would  you  had  won  the  fleece  that  he  hath 
loa  ! 

For,  There  are  fome  flirewd  contents  in  yon'  fame 
paper, 

That  deals  the  colour  from  BafTanio's  cheek  : 

Some  dear  friend  dead  ;  elfe  nothing  in  the  world 

Could  turn  fo  much  the  conflitution 

Of  any  conftarit  man.    What,  worfe  andworfe?— 

With  leave,  Baffanio  ;  I  am  half  yourfelf, 

y\nd  I  inuR  freely  have  the  half  of  any  thing 

Tliat  this  fame  paper  brings  you. 

Baff,  O  fweet  Portia, 
llcrc  are  a  few  of  the  unpleafant'fl:  words, 
Tiiat  ev^er  blotted  paper  !     Gentle  lady, 
Who^n  I  did  firft  impart  my  love  to  you, 
I  freely  told  you,  all  the  wealth  1  had 
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Ran  in  my  veins,  I  was  a  gentleman; 

And  then  I  told  you  true:  and  yet,  dear  lady, 

Rating  myfelf  at  nothing,  you  (hall  fee 

How  rnuch  I  was  a  braggart :    When  I  told  you 

Mv  flate  was 'nothing,  I  fhould  then  have  told  you 

l  lvit  I  was  worfe  than  nothing  ;  for,  indeed, 

1  have  engag'd  rnvfelf  to  a  dear  friend, 

Engng'd  my  friend  to  his  mere  enemy. 

To  feed  my  means.    Here  is  a  letter,  lady ; 

The  paper  as  the  body  of  my  friend. 

And  every  word  in  it  a  gaping  wound, 

lifuing  life-blood. — But  is  it  true,  Salcrio  ? 

Have  all  his  ventures  faiTd  ?  What,  not  one  hit  ? 

From  Tripolis,  from  Mexico,  and  England, 

From  Lifbon,  Barbary,  and  India  ? 

And  not  one  veffcl  Tcapev^the  dreadful  touch  , 

Of  merchant-marring  rocks? 

Sale.  Not  one,  my  lord. 
Befides,  it  fhould  appear,  that  if  he  had 
The  prefent  money  to  difcharge  the  Jew, 
He  would  not  take  it :  Never  did  I  know 
A  creature,  that  did  bear  the  fhape  of  man, 
So  keen  and  greedy  to  confound  a  man  : 
He  plies,  the  duke  at  morning,  and  at  night ; 
And  doth  impeach  the  freedom  of  the  ftate, 
If  they  deny  him  jufhice:  twenty  merchants, 
The  duke  himfelf,  and  the  macrnificoes 
Of  greatefh  port,  have  all  perfuaded  with  him; 
But  none  can  drive  him  from  the  envious  plea 
Of  forfeiture,  of  juflice,  and  his  bond. 

Jef,  When  I  was  with  him,  I  have  heard  him  fwear 
To  Tubal,  and  to  Chus,  his  countrymen. 
That  he  would  rather  have  Anthonio's  flefli. 
Than  twenty  times  the  value  of  the  fum 
That  he  did  owe  him :  and  1  know,  my  lord, 
If  law,  authority,  and  power  deny  not, 
It  will  go  hard  with  poor  Anthonio, 

Por,  Is  it  your  dear  friend,  that  is  thus  in  trouble? 
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Baff.  The  dearcfl  friend  to  me,  the  kindeft  man^ 
The  bcft  condition 'd  and  unweary'd  fpirit 
In  doing  courtefics ;  and  one  in  whom 
The  ancient  Roman  honour  more  appears, 
Than  any  that  draws  breath  in  Italy. 
For,  What  fum  owes  he  the  Jew  ? 
7^/7^  For  me,  three  thoufand  ducats. 
Por,  What,  no  more? 
Pay  him  fix  thoufand,  and  deface  the  bond  ; 
Double  fix  thoufand,  and  then  treble  that. 
Before  a  friend  of  this  dcfcription 
Shall  lofe  a  hair  thorough  BalTanio's  fardt. 
Firfh,  go  with  me  to  church,  and  call  me  wife  ; 
And  then  away  to  Venice  to  your  friend  ; 
Vox  never  fhall  you  lie  by  Portia's  fide 
With  an  unquiet  foul.    You  fhall  have  gold 
To  pay  the  petty  debt  twenty  times  over  : 
When  it  is  paid,  bring  your  true  friend  along  : 
My  maid  Neriifa,  and  myfelf,  mean  time. 
Will  live  as  maids  and  widows.    Come  away; 
l  or  yoa  fhall  hence  upon  your  wedding-day  : 
liid  \o\\r  friends  welcome,  fliew  a  merry  cheer; 
Since  you  are  dear  bought,  I  will  love  you  dear. — 
But  let  me  hear  the  letter  of  your  friend. 

Bajf,  \reads,']  Sweet  Balfanio,  my  fhips  have 
all  mifcarry'd.  my  creditors  grow  cruel,  my  eftate 
is  very  low,  my  bond  to  the  Jew  is  forfeit ;  and 
fmce,  in  paying  it,  it  is  impoflible  1  fhould  live, 
all  debts  are  cleared  between  you  and  me,  if  I 
might  but  fee  you  at  my  death  :  notwithftanding, 
uie  your  pleafure :  if  your  love  do  not  perfuade 
^-  vou  to  come,  let  not  my  letter." 

Por,  O  love,  difpatch  all  bus'nefs,  and  be  gone. 
Bajf.  Since  I  have  your  good  leave  to  go  away, 
I  will  make  hafte :  but,  'till  I  come  again. 
No  bed  fhall  e'er  be  guilty  of  my  flay. 

No  rcil  be  interpofer  'twixt  us  twain.  [^Excunt^ 
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SCENE  III. 

A  Street  in  Venice, 
Enter  Shylock^  Salanio,  Anthonio^  and  the  Jailer. 

»S/zv.  Jailer,  look  to  him; — Tell  not  me  of  mercy; — 
This  is  the  fool  that  lent  out  money  gratis  ; — 
Jailer,  lock  to  him. 

Anth.  Hear  mc  yet,  good  Shy  lock. 

Shy.  I'll  have  my  bond ;  (peak  not  againfl  my  bond ; 
I  have  fworn  an  oath,  that  I  will  have  my  bond  ; 
Thou  caU'dffc  me  dog,  before  thou  had' ft  a  caufe  ; 
But,  fince  I  am  a  dog,  beware  my  fangs : 
The  duke  fhall  grant  me  juftice. — I  do  wonder, 
Thou  naughty  jailer,  that  thou  art  fo  fond 
To  come  abroad  with  him  at  his  requeft. 

y^nth,  I  pray  thee,  hear  me  fpeak. 

Shy,  ril  have  my  bond  :  I  will  not  hear  thee  fpeak  : 
Pil  have  my  bond  ;  and  therefore  fpeak  no  more, 
I'll  not  be  made  a  foft  and  dull-ey'd  fool, 
To  fhake  the  head,  relent,  and  figh,  and  yield 
To  Chriftian  interceffors.    Follow  not ; 
TU  have  no  fpcaking,  I  will  have  my  bond, 

[^Exit  Shy  lock. 

SaL  It  is  the  mofh  impenetrable  cur. 
That  ever  kept  with  men, 

Anth,  Let  him  alone  ; 
I'll  follow  him  no  more  with  bootlefs  prayers. 
He  feeks  my  life  ;  his  reafon  well  I  know  ; 
1  oft  delivered  from  his  forfeitures 
Many  that  have  at  times  made  moan  to  me, 
"Therefore  he  hates  me. 

Sal,  I  am  fure  the  duke 
Will  never  grant  this  forfeiture  to  hold. 

Anth,  The  duke  cannot  deny  the  c:Ourfe  of  law  ; 
For  the  commodity  that  Grangers  have 
V/ith  us  in  Venice,  if  it  be  deny'd, 
Will  much  impeach  the  juflice  of  the  flatc  ; 
Since  that  the  trade  and  profit  of  the  city 
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Confifteth  of  all  nations.    Therefore  go  : 
Thefe  griefs  and  loffcs  have  fo  'bated  me, 
That  I  fliiiU  hurdly  fpare  a  pound  of  flefh 
To-morrow  to  my  bloody  creditor. — 
Well,  jailer,  on: — Pray  God,  Baflanio  come 
To  fee  me  pay  his  debt,  and  then  1  care  not  ! 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV. 
Belmont, 

Enter  Portia^  Neriffo.^  Lorenzo^  J^ffi'^^'i 
Balthazar, 

Lor,  Madam,  although  I  fpeak  it  in  your  prefencc. 
You  have  a  noble  and  a  true  conceit 
Of  god-like  amity  ;  which  appears  mofl  ftrongly 
In  bearing  thus  the  abfence  of  your  lord. 
But,  if  you  knew  to  whom  you  fliew  this  honour. 
How  true  a  gentleman  you  fend  relief. 
How  dear  a  lover  of  my  lord,  your  hufband, 
I  know,  you  would  be  prouder  of  the  work. 
Than  cuftomary  bouijty  can  enforce  you. 

Por,  I  never  did  repent  for  doing  good, 
Nor  fhall  not  now  :  for  in  Cf>mp3nions 
That  do  converfe  and  v»^afLe  the  time  together, 
Whofe  fouls  do  bear  an  equal  yoke  of  love, 
There  muft  needs  be  a  like  proportion 
Of  lineaments,  of  manners,  and  of  fpirit  ; 
Which  makes  me  think,  that  this  Anthonio, 
Being  the  bofom  lover  cf  my  loid, 
Mud  needs  belike  my  lord  :  Jf  it  be  fo, 
How  little  is  the  cofl:  I  have  beftow'd, 
In  purchafing  ihe  fem'^^l  iiice  of  my  foul 
From  out  the  fhatc  c/f  hi  'i.ih  cru.^lty  ? 
This  comes  too  near  i  he  praifmg  cf  myfelf ; 

Therefore,  no  more  ox  it :  hear  other  things,  

Lorenzo,  1  commit  rnto  your  hands 
The  hufbandry  and  manage  of  my  houfe. 
Until  my  lord's  return  ;  for  my  own  part. 
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I  have  toward  heaven  breath'd  a  fecret  vow, 

To  live  m  prayer  and  contemplation, 

Only  attended  by  NerilTa  here, 

Until  her  hufoand  and  my  lord's  return  : 

There  is  amonaftery  two  miles  off, 

And  there  we  will  abid?..     I  do  deli  re  you, 

Not  to  deny  this  impofition  ; 

The  which  my  love,  and  fome  neceflity, 

Now  lays  upon  you. 

Lor,  Madam,  with  all  my  heart ; 
I  fhall  obey  you  in  all  fair  commands. 

Por,  My  people  do  already  know  my  mind, 
And  will  acknowledge  you  and  JeJTica 
In  place  of  lord  Balfanio  and  myfelf. 
So  fare  you  well,  till  we  fnall  meet  again. 

Lor,  Fair  thoughts  and  happy  hours  attend  onyou! 

jfef,  I  wifh  your  ladyOiip  all  heart's  content. 

Par.  I  thank  you  for  your  wifh,  and  am  well 
pleas'd 

To  wifh  it  back  on  you  :  fare  you  well,  Jeffica.— - 

[Exeunt  Jfeffica  and  Lorenzs, 

Now,  Balthazar, 

As  I  have  ever  found  thee  honeft,  true. 
So  let  me  find  thee  fliil  :  Take  this  fame  letter, 
And  ufe  thou  all  the  endeavour  of  a  man, 
In  fpeed  to  Padua ;  fee  thou  render  this 
Into  my  coufm's  hand,  do6tor  Bellario  ; 
And,  look,  what  notes  and  garments  he  doth  give 
thee 

Bring  them,  I  pray  thee,  with  imagined  fpeed, 
Unto  the  traje6l,  to  the  common  ferry 
Which  trades  to  Venice  .-—wafte  no  time  in  words, 
But  get  thee  gone  ;  I  ihallbe  there  before  thee. 
Balth,  Madam,  I  go  with  all  convenient  fpeed. 

\_Exit, 

Por.  Come  on,  Neriffa  ;  I  have  work  in  hand. 
That  you  yet  know  not  of :  we'll  fee  our  hufbands 
Before  they  think  of  us. 
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Ner,  Shall  they  fee  us  ? 

Par,  They  fhall,  NeriiTa  ;  but  in  fuch  a  habit. 
That  they  fhall  think  we  are  accomplifhed 
With  what  we  lack.     I'll  hold  thee  any  wager. 
When  we  are  both  apparell'd  like  young  men, 
I'll  prove  the  prettier  fellow  of  the  two, 
And  wear  my  dagger  with  the  braver  grace  ;  . 
And  fpeak  betv/eenthe  change  of  man  and  boy. 
With  a  reed  voice  ;  and  turn  two  mincing  fteps 
Into  a  manly  ftride  ;  and  fpeak  of  frays. 
Like  a  fine  bragging  youth  :  and  tell  quaint  lies, 
How  honourable  ladies  fought  my  love, 
Which  I  denying,  they  fell  fick  anddy'd; 
I  could  not  do  with  all  ; — then  I'll  repent, 
And  wifli,  for  all  that,  that  I  had  not  kill'd  them  : 
And  twenty  of  thefe  puny  lies  I'll  tell, 
That  men  (hall  fwear,  I  have  difcontinued  fchool 
Above  a  twelvemonth  :  I  have  within  my  mind 
A  thoufand  raw  tricks  of  thefe  bragging  jacks, 
Which  I  will  pradife. 

Ner,  Why,  fhall  we  turn  to  men? 

Por.  Fie  !  what  a  quefhion's  that, 
If  thou  wert  near  a  lewd  interpreter  ? 
But  come,  I'll  tell  thee  all  my  whole  device 
When  I  am  in  my  coach,  which  ftays  for  us 
At  the  park  gate  ;  and  therefore  hafte  away, 
For  we  mud  meafure  twenty  miles  to-day.  [^Exeunt, 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Launcdot  and  Jejfica, 
Laun,  Yes,  truly:— for,  look  you,  the  fms  of  the 
father  are  to  be  laid  upon  the  children  ;  therefore, 
I  promife  you,  I  fear  you.  I  was  always  plain 
witii  you,  and  fo  now  I  fpeak  my  agitation  of  the 
the  matter  :  Therefore  be  of  good  cheer  ;  for,  truly, 
I  think,  you  are  damn'd.  There  is  but  one  hope 
in  it  that  can  do  you  any  good  ;  and  that  is  but 
kind  of  a  baftard  hope  neither. 
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J^ef.  And  what  hope  is  that,  I  pray  thee  ? 

Laun,  Marry,  you  may  partly  hope  that  your  fa- 
ther got  you  not,  that  you  are  not  the  Jew's  daugh- 
ter. 

J'ef,  That  were  a  kind  of  baflard  hope,  indeed  ; 
fo  the  fins  of  my  mother  fhall  be  vihted  upon  me. 

Laun,  Truly  then  I  fear  you  are  damn'd  both  by 
father  and  mother  :  thus  when  1  fhun  Scylla,  your 
father,  I  fall  into  Chnrybdis,  your  mother :  well, 
you  are  gone  both  ways. 

Jef,  I  fhall  be  faved  by  my  hufband  ;  he  hath 
made  m.e  a  Chriftian. 

Laun,  Truly,  the  more  to  blame  he  :  we  were 
Chriftians  enough  before  ;  e'en  as  many  as  could 
wxll  live  one  by  another  :  This  making  of  Chrifti- 
ans will  raife  the  price  of  hogs  ;  if  we  grow  all  to  be 
pork-eaters,  we  fiiall  not  fnortly  have  a  rafher  on 
the  coals  for  money. 

Filter  Lorenzo, 

Jef,  I'll  tell  my  hufband,  Launcelot,  what  you 
fay  ;  here  he  comes. 

Lor,  I  fhall  grow  jealous  of  you  fliortly,  Laun- 
celot, if  you  thus  get  my  wife  into  corners. 

Jef,  ISfay,  you  need  not  fear  us,  Lorenzo;  Laun- 
celot and  I  are  out !  he  tells  me  flatly,  there  is  no 
mercy  for  me  in  heaven,  becaufe  I  am  a  Jew's  daugh- 
ter ;  and  he  iays,  you  are  no  good  member  of,  the 
commonwealth  ;  for  in  converting  Jews  to  Chrif- 
tians, you  raife  the  price  of  pork. 

Lor,  I  fhall  i^nfwer  that  better  to  the  comnK^n- 
wealth,  than  you  can  the  getting  up  of  the  negro's 
belly  :  the  Moor  is  with  child  by  you,  Launcelot. 

Laun,  It  is  much,  that  the  ?vIoor  fliould  be  more 
than  rcafon  :  but  if  flie  be  leis  than  an  honcfl  woman, 
fhe  is,  indeed,  more  than  I  took  her  for. 

Lor,  liow  every  fool  can  play  upon  the  word  ! 
I  think  the  be  ft  grace  of  wit  will  fhorlly  turn  into 
filence  ;  and  difcourfe  grow  commendable  in  none 
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only  but  parrots — Go  in,  firrah  ;  bid  them  prepare 
for  dinner. 

Laun,  That  is  done,  fir;  lV»ey  have  all  ftomachs. 
Lor,  Goodly  lord,  what  a  wit-fnapper  are  you  ! 
tlien  bid  them  prepare  dinner. 

Laun,  That  is  done  too,  fir  ;  only,  cover  is  the 
word. 

Z,or.  Will  you  cover  then,  fir  ? 

L.aun.  Not  fo,  fir,  neither  ;  I  know  my  duty. 

L.or.  Yet  more  quarrelling  with  occafion  ;  wilt 
thou  fhew  the  whole  wealth  of  thy  wit  in  an  in- 
flant  ?  I  pray  thee,  underftand  a  plain  man  in  his 
plain  meaning  ;  go  to  thy  fellows;  bid  them  cover 
the  table,  ferve  in  the  m^eat,  and  we  will  come  in  to 
dinner. 

Laun,  Yor  the  table,  fir,  it  fhall  be  ferv'd  in  ;  for 
the  meat,  fir,  it  fhall  be  covered  ;  for  your  coming 
in  to  dinner,  fir,  why,  let  it  be  as  humours  and  con- 
ceit fliall  govern.  [Exit  Laun, 

Lor,  O  dear  difcrction,  how  his  words  arc  fuited  ! 
The  fool  hath  planted  in  his  memory 
An  army  of  good  words  :  And  I  do  know 
A  many  fools,  that  ftand  in  better  place, 
Garnifn'd  like  him,  that  for  a  trickiy  word 
Defy  the  matter.    How^  cheer'il  thou,  Jeflica  ? 
And  now,  good  fweet,  fay  thy  opinion. 
How  doft  thou  like  the  lord  Baffanio's  wife  ? 

Jef,  Pafh  all  exprefTing  :  it  is  very  meet. 
The  lord  BafQmio  live  an  upright  life  ; 
For,  having  fuch  a  blefTing  in  his  lady, 
He  finds  the  joys  of  heaven  here  on  earth  :  ^ 
And,  if  on  earth  he  do  not  mean  jt,  it  1 
Is  reafon  he  fhould  never  come  to  heaven.  I 
Why,  if  two  gods  fhould  play  fome  heavenly  match  J 
And  on  the  wager  lay  two  earthly  women,  I 
And  Portia  one,  there  mufh  be  fomething  elfe  \ 
Pawn'd  with  the  other  ;  for  the  poor  rude  world 
Hath  not  her  fellow. 
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Lor.  Even  fuch  a  hufband 
Ilafl  thou  of  mc,  as  fhc  is  for  a  wife. 

Jef,  Nay,  but  aflc  my  opinion  too  of  that. 
Lor,  I  will  anon  ;  firft  let  us  go  to  dinner. 
J^ef,   Nay,  let  me  praife  you,  while   I  have  a 
ftomach. 

Lor,  No,  pray  thee,  let  it  ferve  for  table-talk  ; 
Then,  howfoe'er  thou  fpeak'fl  'mong  other  things 
I  fhali  digefl  it. 

Jef,  Well,  I'll  fet  you  forth.  [^Exeunt, 


ACT    IV.    S  C  E  N  E  I. 

The  Sen.zte-houfe  in  Venice, 

Ldter  the  Duke,  the  Senators;  Anihoiiio,  Bajj'anio^ 
Gratiano,  and  others, 

Duke,'\ 'XT  HAT,  is  Anthonio  here  ? 
Anth,  V  V     Ready,  fo  pleafe  your  grace, 

Duke.  I  am  forry  for  thee;  thou  art  come  to  an- 
fwer 

A  ftony  adverfary,  an  inhuman  wretch 
Uncapable  of,  pity,  void  and  empty 
From  any  dram  of  mercy. 

Anlh,  I  have  heard, 
Your  grace  hath  ta'en  great  pains  to  qualify 
His  rigorous  courfe  ;  but  fince  he  ftmds  obdurate, 
And  that  no  lawful  means  can  carrv  mc 
Out  of  his  envy 's^  rc^ich,  I  do  oppol'e 
My  patience  to  his  fury  ;  and  ana  arm'd 
To  fufFer,  with  a  quictnefs  of  fpirit, 
The  very  tyranny  and  r.^ge  of  his. 

Duke,  Go  one.  and  call  the  Jew  into  the  c  vart. 

Sal.  He's  ready  ^:t  the  door:  becomes,  m.- lord. 

Vol.  II.         '  Bb 
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Enter  Shy  lock, 

Duke,  Make  room,  and  let  him  (land  before  our 
face. — 

Shylock,  tlie  world  tliinks,  and  I  tliink  fo  too, 

That  thou  but  lead'ft  this  fafiiion  of  thy  malice 

To  the  lafl  hour  of  aft  ;  and  then,  'tis  thought, 

Thou'lt  fhew  thy  mercy,  and  remorfe  more  (Irange 

Than  is  thy  flrange  apparent  cruelty  : 

And  where  thou  now  exaft'fl  the  penalty, 

(Which  is  a  pound  of  this  poor  merchant's  flefh) 

Tliou  wilt  not  only  lofe  the  forfeiture. 

But,  touch'd  with  human  gentlenefs  and  love, 

Forgive  a  moiety  of  the  principal  ; 

Glancing  an  eye  of  ])ity  on  his  loffes. 

That  have  of  late  fo  huddled  on  his  back 

Enough  to  prefsa  royal  meichant  down, 

And  pluck  commiferation  of  his  ftate 

From  brafly  bofom^s,  and  rough  hearts  of  flint. 

From  flubborn  Turks,  and  Tartars  never  train 'd 

To  offices  of  tender  courtcfy. 

We  all  expcft  a  gentle anfwer,  Jew. 

Shy,  1  have  poffefs'd  your  grace  of  what  I  pur- 
pofe ; 

And  by  our  holy  Sabbath  have  I  fworn. 

To  have  the  due  and  forfeit  of  my  bond  : 

If  you  deny  it,  let  the  danger  light 

Upon  your  charter,  and  your  city's  freedom. 

You'll  afl;  me,  why  I  rather  chufe  to  have 

A  weight  of  carrion  flcfli,  than  to  receive 

Three  thoufand  ducats  :  I'll  not  anfwer  that : 

But,  (■s.y,  it  is  my  humour  ;  Is  it  anfwer'd  ? 

What  if  my  houie  be  troubled  with  a  rat. 

And  I  be  pleas'd  to  give  ten  thoufand  ducats 

To  have  it  ban'd  ?  What,  are  you  anfwer'd  yet  ? 

Some  m.en  there  are,  love  not  a  reaping  pig  ; 

Sonic,  that  are  mid,  if  thry  behc'd  a  cat ; 

And  otherSj  when  the  bag-pipes  fings  i'  the  nofe, 
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Cannot  contain  their  urine  ;  For  affections, 

Maflcrs  of  pafTion,  fway  it  to  the  mood 

Of  what  it  likes,  or  loaths  :  Now  for  your  anfwcr  : 

As  there  is  no  firm  reafon  to  be  rcnder'd, 

Why  he  cannot  abide,  a  gaping  pig  ; 

Why  he,  a  harmlefs  ncccdary  cat  ; 

Why  he,  a  woollen  bag-pipe  ;  but  of  force 

Mud  yield  to  fuch  inevitable  fhame, 

As  to  offend  himfclf,  being  offended  ; 

So  can  I  give  no  reafon,  nor  I  will  not, 

Pvlore  than  a  lodg'd  hate,  and  a  certain  loathing, 

1  bear  Anthonio,  that  I  follow  thus 

A  iofing  fuit  againff  him.  Are  you  anfwer'd  ? 

Bajf.  This  is  no  anfwer,  thou  unfeeling  man, 
To  excufe  the  current  of  thy  cruelty. 

Shy.    I  am  not  bound  to  pleaie  thee  with  my 
anfwers. 

Bajf,  Do  all  men  kill  the  thing  they  do  not  love 
Shy.  Hates  any  man  the  thing  he  would  not  kill  ? 
Bajf,  Every  offence  is  not  a  hate  at  firft. 
Shy.  What,  would'ff  thou  have  a  fcrpent  ffingthee 
twice  ? 

Ayith.  I  pray  you,  think  you  que  (lion  with  the 
Jew  : 

You  may  as  well  go  ftand  upon  the  beach. 
And  bid  the  main  flood  'bate  his  ufual  height  : 
You  may  as  well  ufe  queflion  with  the  wolf, 
Why  he  hath  made  the  ewe  bleat  for  the  lamb  ; 
You  may  as  well  forbid  the  mountain  pines 
To  wag  their  high  tops,  and  to  make  no  noil'c. 
When  they  are  fretted  with  the  guffs  of  heaven  ; 
You  may  as  well  do  any  thing  moft  hard. 
As  fcek  to  foften  that  (than  which  w^hat's  harder  ?j 
His  Jewifh  heart  :■ — Therefore,  I  do  befecch  you, 
Make  no  more  offers,  ufe  no  farther  means, 
But,  with  all  brief  and  plain  conveniency, 
Let  me  have  judgment,  and  the  Jew  his  will. 
BrrJ]  For  thy  three  thoufand  ducats  here  is  fix. 
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Shy,  If  every  ducat  in  fix  thoufand  ducats 
Were  in  fix  parts,  and  every  part  a  ducat, 
I  would  not  draw  them,  I  would  have  my  bond. 

Duke,  How  fhalt  thou  hope  for  mercy,  rendering 
none  ? 

^  Shy.   What  judgment  fhall  I  dread,  doing  no 
wrong  ? 

You  have  among  you  many  a  purchas'd  Have, 
Which,  like  your  afles,  and  your  dogs,  and  mules, 
You  ufe  in  abje£l  and  in  flavifh  parts, 
Becaufe  you  bought  them  : — Shall  I  fay  to  you, 
Let  them  be  free,  marry  them  to  your  heirs? 
Why  fweatthey  under  burdens  ?  let  their  beds 
Be  made  as  foft  as  your*s,  and  let  their  palates 
Be  reafon'd  with  fuch  viands?  you  willanfwer, 
The  Haves  are  ours  ; — So  do  I  anfwer  you  : 
The  pound  of  flefli,  which  I  demand  of  him, 
Is  dearly  bought,  is  mine,  and  I  will  have  it  : 
If  you  deny  me,  fie  upon  your  law  ! 
^rhere  is  no  force  in  the  decrees  of  Venice  : 
I  fcand  for  judgment :  anfv/er,  fhall  I  have  it  ? 

Duke,  Upon  my  power,  I  may  difmifs  this  court  ; 
Unlcfs  Bellario,  a  learned  doftor, 
Whom  I  have  font  for  to  determine  this, 
Come  here  to-day. 

Sala,  My  lord,  here  flays  without 
A  mcilenger,  with  letters  from  the  doftor, 
New  come  from  Padua. 

Duke,  Bring  us  the  letters  ;  Call  the  mefienger. 

Brjf,  Good  cheer,  Anthonio  i  What,  man  ?  cou- 
rage yet  ! 

The  Jew  fhail  have  my  flefb,  blood,  bones,  and  all, 
Ere  thou  fnalt  lofe  for  me  one  drop  of  blood. 

Aiith.  I  am  a  tainted  wether  of  the  flock, 
Meetefl  for  death  \  the  w  cake  ft  kind  of  fruit 
Drops  earlieft  to  the  ground,  and  fo  let  me  : 
You  cannot  better  be  employ'd  Baffanio, 
Than  to  live  ftill,  and  write  mine  epitaph. 
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Enter  NcriJJ'a^  drtfs'd  Wit  a  lawyer' s  dirk, 

Duke,  Came  yoM  from  Padua,  from  Beliario  ? 
Ner,  From  both,  my  lord :  Beliario  greets  your 
grace. 

Bajf,  Why  dofl  thou  whet  thy  knife  fo  earneRly  ? 
Shy,   To  cut  the  forfeiture  from  that  bankrupt 
there. 

Gra,  Not  on  thy  foal,  but  on  tliy  foul,  harfh 

Thou  mak'fl  tliy  knife  keen  :  but  no  metal  can. 
No,  not  the  hangman's  ax,  bear  half  the  keennefs 
Of  thy  fharp  envy.     Can  no  prayers  pierce  thee  ? 

Shy,  No,  none  that  thou  haft  wit  enough  to  m.akc. 

Gra,  O  be  thou  dama'd,  inexorable  dos?  ! 
And  for  thy  life  let  juftice  be  accus'd. 
Thou  almoftmak'ft  me  waver  in  m.y  faith, 
To  hold  opinion  with  Pythigoras, 
Th:U  fouls  of  animals  infufe  themfelves 
Into  the  trunks  of  men  :  thy  currilh  ipirit 
Govern'd  a  wolf,  who  hang'd  for  human  flaughter, 
Even  from  the  gallows  did  his  fell  foul  Ihet, 
And,  whil'fh  thou  lay'ftin  thy  unhallow'd  dam, 
'I'nfus'd  itfelf  in  thee  ;  for  thy  defires 
Are  wolfifh,  bloody,  fharv'd  and  ravenous. 

S':iy.  'Till  thou  c^n'ft  rail  the  feal  from  off  my 
bond, 

Thou  but  offend'iT  thy  lungs  to  fpeak  fo  loud: 
Repair  thy  wit,  good  youth,  or  it  will  fall 
To  car.d:fs  ruin. —  I  ftand  liereforlaw. 

Duke,  This  letter  from  Beliario  doth  commend 

A  young  and  learned  doclor  to  our  court  :  — 

Where  is  he  ? 

Ner,  He  attendeth  here  hard  by, 
To  know  your  anfwer,  vyiiethcr  yO'Tll  admit  hi.n. 

Duke,  With  all  my  heart :  (omc  three  or  four  o^ 
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Go  give  him  courteous  conduQ:  to  this  place. — 

Mean  time  the  court  fhall  hear  Bellario's  letter. 

Your  grace  fhall  underfland,  that,  at  the  receipt 
of  your  letter,  I  am  very  Tick  :  but  at  the  inflant 

"  that  your  melTenger  came,  in  loving  vifitation  was 
with  me  a  young  do6lor  of  Rome,  his  name  is 
Balthazar  :  I  acquainted  him  with  the  caufe  in 
controverfy  between  the  Jew  and  Anthonio  the 

^*  merchant:  we  turn'd  o'er  many  books  together  : 
he  is  furnifh'd  with  my  opinion  ;  which,  better'd 
with  his  own  learning,  (the  greatnefs  whereof  I 
cannot  enough  commend)  comes  with  him,  at  my 
importunity,  to  fill  up  your  grace's  requcft  in  my 
(lead.  1  befeech  you,  let  his  lack  of  years  be  no 
impediment  to  let  him  lack  a  reverend  eftimation  ; 
for  I  never  knew  fo  young  a  body  withfo  old  an 
head.  I  leave  him  to  your  gracious  acceptance, 
w^hofe  trial  fhall  betterpublifh  his  commendation." 

Enter  Portia^  drefs'd  like  a  doctor  of  lazes, 

^Duke,  You  hear  the  learn'd  Bellario,  w^hat  he 
v/rites ; 

And  here,  I  take  it,  isthe.do8:or  come. — 
Give  me  your  hand  :  Came  you  from  old  Bcllario  ? 
Por,  I  did,  my  lord. 

JJuke»  You  are  welcome  :  take  your  place. 
Are  you  acquainted  v^'ith  the  difference 
Tl\at  holds  this  prefent  queftion  in  the  court  ? 

For.  I  am  informed  thoroughly  of  the  caufe. 
Which  is  the  merchant  here,  and  which  the  Jew  ? 

Duke,   Anthonio  and  old  Shylock,  both  (land 
forth. 

For,  Is  your  name  Shylock  ? 

Shy,  Shylock  is  m,y  name. 

For,  Of  a  ftrange  nature  is  the  fuit  you  follow ; 
Yet  in  fuch  rule,  that  the  Venetian  law 
Cannot  impugn  yon,  as  you  do  proceed. — 
You  ftand  %vithin  his  danger,  do  ycu  not  ? 

[To  Anth. 
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Ayith,  Ay,  To  he  fays. 

Por.  Do  you  confefs  the  bond  ? 

Anth,  I  do. 

Por,  Then  mufl:  the  Jew  be  merciful. 

Shy,  On  what  compulfion  muft  I  ?  tell  me  that. 

Por.  The  quality  of  mercy  is  not  ftrain'd ; 
It  droppeth  as  the  gentle  rain  from  heaven 
Upon  the  place  beneath  :  it  is  twice  blefs'd  ; 
It  bleffeth  him  that  gives,  and  him  that  tak«s  : 
'Tis  mightieft  in  the  mightieft  ;  it  becomes 
The  throned  monarch  better  than  his  crov/n  : 
His  fceptre  fhews  the  force  of  temporal  power, 
The  attribute  to  awe  and  majefty, 
Wherein  doth  fit  the  dread  and  fear  of  kings ; 
But  mercy  is  above  the  fcepter'd  fway, 
It  is  enthroned  in  the  hearts  of  kings, 
It  is  an  attribute  to  God  himfclf ; 
And  earthiv  power  doth  then  {hew  likefh  God's, 
When  mercy -feafonsjuftice  :  Therefore,  Jew, 
Though  juflice  be  thy  plea,  conuder  this, — 
That,  in  the  courfe  of  juflice,  none  of  us 
Should  foe  falvation  :  we  do  pray  for  mercy  ; 
And  that  fame  prayer  doth  teach  us  all  to  render ' 
The  deeds  of  mercy.    I  have  fpoke  thus  much, 
To  mitigate  the  juftice  of  thy  plea  ; 
Which  if  thou  follow,  this  flndl  court  of  Venice 
Muft  needs  give  fentence  'gainft  the  merchant  there. 

Shy.  My  deeds  upon  my  head !  I  crave  the  law, 
The  penalty  and  forfeit  of  my  bond. 

Por,  Is  he  not  able  to  difcharge  the  money  ? 

Bajf,  Yes,  ^ere  I  tender  it  for  him  in  the  court ; 
Yea,  twice  the  fum :  if  that  will  not  fuffice, 
I  will  be  bound  to  pay  it  ten  times  o'er, 
On  forfeit  of  my  hands,  my  head,  my  heart. 
If  this  vHU  not  futlice,  it  muft.  appear 
That  malice  bears  down  truth.    And  I  befecch  you 
Wrcft  once  the  law  to  your  authority: 
1\)  do  a  great  right,  do  a  little  wrong  ; 
And  curb  thit>  cruel  devil  of  his  will. 
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For,  It  mud  not  be  ;  there  is  no  pov/er  in  Venice 
Can  alter  a  decree  eftablinicd  : 
'Twill  be  recorded  for  a  precedent  ; 
And  many  an  error,  by  the  fame  example, 
Will  rufli  into  the  ftate  :  it  cannot  be. 

Shy,  A  Daniel  come  to  judgment !  yea,  a  Daniel!  — 
O  wife  young  judge,  how  do  I  honour  thee! 

Por,  I  pray  you,  let  mz  look  upon  the  bond. 

Shy,  Here  'tis,  moft  reverend  doftor,  here  it  is. 

Por,  Shylock,  there's  thrice  thy  money  offer'd 
thee. 

Shy.  An  oath,  an  oath,  I  have  an  oath  in  hcave'n  : 
Shall  I  lay  perjury  upon  niy  foul  ? 
No,  not  for  Venice. 

For,  Why,  this  bond  is  forfeit  ; 
And  lawfully  by  this  the  Jew  may  claim 
A  pound  of  fiefh,  to  be  by  him  cut  cfP 
Nearefl  the  merchant's  heart  : — Be  merciful  ; 
Take  thrice  thy  money  ;  bid  me  tear  the  bond. 

Sky,  When  it  is  paid  according  to  the  tenour. — 
It  doth  appear  you  are  a  worthy  judge  ; 
You  know  the  law,  your  exposition 
Hath  been  mtifl  found :  I  charge  y^ou  by  the  law. 
Whereof  you  are  a  well-deferving  pillar, 
Proceed  to  judgment  :  by  my  fojl  1  fwear, 
There  is  no  power  in  the  tongue  of  man 
To  alter  me  :  I  fliay  here  on  my  bond. 

Avlh.  Mofh  heartily  I  do  befeech  the  court 
To  give  the  judgment. 

For,  Why  then,  thus  it  is. 
You  mud  pi-epare  your  bofom  for  his  knife. 

Shy.  O  noble  judge'!  O  ex  cell  cut  young  m:.n  ! 

For.  For  the  intent  and  pui-^Oi  .  ui  ihv  liw 
Hath  full  relation  to  the  penalty, 
Vv'liich  here  appcareth  due  upon  tlio  b(>nr!. 

Shy.  'Tis  very  true  :  O  wife  '\   \  '  \  judge  ! 

How  much  more  elder  ait  thou  i.;  .j.)ks! 

For.  Thei-efcre  hv  hire  your  biAovri. 
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Shy,  Ay,  his  breafl : 
So  fays  the  bond!  —  Doth  it  not,  noble  judge? 
Neared  his  heart,  thofe  are  the  very  words. 

For,  It  is  fo.    Are  there  balance  here  to  weigh 
The  flefh  ? 

Shy.  I  have  them  ready. 

Por,  Have  by  fotne  furgeon,  Shylock,  on  your 
charge. 

To  flop  his  wounds,  left  he  do  bleed  to  death. 

Shy.  Is  it  fo  nominated  in  the  bond  ? 

For.  It  is  not  fo  exprefs'd ;  But  what  of  that  ? 
'Twere  good,  you  do  fo  much  for  charity. 

Shy.  1  cannot  find  it;  'tis  not  in  the  bond. 

For.  Come,  merchant,  have  you  any  thing  to 
fay. 

y^nth.  But  little;  I  am  arm'd,  and  well  prepar'd. 
Give  me  your  hand,  Baffanio  ;  fare  you  well ! 
Grieve  not  that  I  am  fallen  to  this  for  you  ; 
For  herein  fortune  fhews  herlelf  more  kind 
Than  is  her  cuftom  :  it  is  ft  11  her  ufe, 
To  let  the  wretched  man  out-live  his  wealth, 
To  view  with  hollow  eye,  and  wrinkled  brow, 
An  age  of  poverty  ;  from  which  lingering  penance 
Of  fuch  a  mifery  doth  fhe  cut  me  ofF. 
Commend  me  to  your  honourable  wife  : 
Tell  her  the  procefs  of  Anthonio's  end  ; 
Say,  how  I  lov*d  you,  fpeak  me  fair  in  death  ; 

And,  when  the  tale  is  told,  bid  her  be  judge, 

Whether  BalTanio  had  not  once  a  love. 

Repent  not  you  that  you  fliall  lofe  your  friend, 

And  he  repents  not  that  he  pays  your  debt ; 

For,  if  the  Jew  do  cut  but  deep  enough, 

I'll  pay  it  inftantly  with  all  my  heart. 

Baff,  Anlhonio,  I  am  married  to  a  wife, 

Whicli  is  as  dear  to  me  as  life  iti'clf ; 

But  life  itfolf,  my  wife,  and  all  the  world, 

Are  not  with  me  efteem'd  above  thy  life : 

I  would  lole  all,  ny,  facrifice  them  all 

Here  to  this  devil,  to  deliver  yoTi, 
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For.  Your  wife  would  glveyoulittlethanksfor  that 
If  fhe  were  by  to  hear  you  make  the  offer. 

Gra,  I  have  a  wife,  whom,  I  proteft,  I  love  ; 
1  would  fhe  wxre  in  heaven,  fo  flie  could 
Intreat  fome  power  to  change  this  currifli  Jew. 

Ner,  'Tis  well  you  offer  it  behind  her  back  ; 
The  wifh  would  make  elfc  an  unquiet  houfe. 

Shy,  Thefe  be  the  Chriftian  hufbands  :  I  have  a 
daughter ; 
Vv^ould,  any  of  the  ftock  of  Barabbas 
Had  been  her  hufband,  rather  than  a  Chriftian  ! 

[AJide. 

We  trifle  time  ;  I  pray  thee,  purfue  fentence. 

For.  Apoundof  thatfamemerchant's  flefh  is  thine  ; 
The  court  av/ards  it,  and  the  law  doth  give  it. 

Shy,  Moft  rightful  judge  ! 

Por,  And  you  muff  cut  this  fleffi  from  off  hisbreafl: ; 
The  law  alhnvs  it,  and  the  court  awaids  it. 

^hy,  Moft  learned  judge! — A  Icntence ;  come, 
prepare. 

For,  Tarry  a  little, — there  is  fomething  elfe. — 
^his  bond  doth  give  thee  here  no  jot  of  blood ; 
The  words  exprefsly  are,  a  pound  of  flefh  : 
Then  take  thy  bond,  take  thou  thy  pound  of  flefh  ; 
But  in  the  cutting  it,  if  thou  doft  flied 
One  drop  of  ChriPcian  blood,  thy  lands  and  goods 
Are,  by  the  laws  of  V enice,  conflfcate 
Unto  the  ftate  of  V enice. 

Gra,  O  upright  judge  !  Mark.  Jew: — O learn- 
ed judge  I 

Shy,  Is  that  the  law  ? 

For,  Thyrelf  fhalt  fee  the  aft: 
For,  as  thou  urgeft  juftice,  be  affur'd. 
Thou  fhoit  have  juftice,  more  than  thou  defir'ft. 

Cra.  O  learned  judge  !  Mark.  Tew; — a  learned 
judge! 

Shy  I  take  this  offer  then  pay  the  bond  thricej 
And  let  the  Chriftian  go. 


Act  r/. 
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Ba/f,  Here  is  the  money. 

For.  Soft  ;  ' 
The  Jew  fhall  have  all  juftice; — foft !  no  hade  ; — 
He  fh:ill  have  nothing  but  tlie  penalty. 

Gra,  O  Jew  !  an  upright  judge,  a  learned  judge ! 

For,  Therefore  prepare  thee  to  cut  off  the  llefh. 
Shed  thou  no  blood  ;  nor  cut  thou  Icfs,  nor  more, 
But  jufla  pound  of  flcfh  :  if  thou  tak'fl  more, 
Or  lefs,  than  a  jufl  pound,— be  it  but  fo  much 
As  makes  it  light,  or  heavy,  in  the  fubilancc 
Or  the  divifion  of  the  twentieth  part 
Of  one  poor  fcruplc;  nay,  if  the  fcale  turn 
But  in  the  effimation  of  a  hair, — 
Thou  dieff,  and  all  thy  goods  are  conhfcats. 

Gra.  A  fccond  Daniel,  a  Daniel,  Jew  ! 
Now,  infidel,  I  have  thee  on  the  hip. 

For,  Why  doth  the  Jew  paufe  ?  take  thy  for- 
feiture. 

Shy.  Give  me  my  principal,  and  h:t  me  go« 

BaJJ]  I  have  it  ready  for  thee  ;  here  it  is. 

For,  He  hath  refufed  it  in  the  open  court ; 
He  fhall  have  merely  juftice,  and  his  bond. 

Gra.  A  Daniel,  ftill  fay  I  ;  a  fecond  Daniel!  — 
I  thank  thee,  Jew,  for  teaching  me  that  word. 

Shy.  Shall  I  not  barely  have  ray  piincipal? 

For.  Thou  flialt  have  nothing  but  the  forfeiture. 
To  be  fo  taken  at  thy  peril,  Jew. 

Shy..  Why  then  the  devil  give  him  good  of  it  ! 
I'll  ftay  no  longer  queflion. 

For,  Tarry,  Jew ; 
The  law  hath  yet  an  other  hold  on  you. 
It  is  enabled  in  the  laws  of  Venice, — 
If  it  be  prov'd  ngainfl  an  alien. 
That  by  direft,  or  indire6l  attempts, 
He  leek  the  life  of  anv  citizen. 
The  party,  'g^inil  the  which  he  doth  contrive. 
Shall  leize  on  h.df  his  gciods ;  the  other  half 
Comcs^to  the  privy  colfjr  of  the  flate  ; 
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And  the  ofFendcr's  life  lies  in  the  mercy 
Of  the  duke  orjly,  'gainft  all  other  voice. 
In  which  predicament  I  fay  thou  fliand'fl: 
For  it  appears  by  manifefh  proceeding, 
That,  indire6lly,  and  dircftly  too, 
""Jliou  haft  contriv'd  againft  the  very  life 
Of  the  defendant :  and  thou  hafh  incurr'd 
Tlie  danger  formerly  by  me  rehears'd. 
Down,  therefore,  and  beg  mercy  of  the  duke, 

Cra,  Eeg.  that  thou  may 'ft  have  leave  to  hang 
thyfclf: 

And  yet,  thy  wealth  being  forfeit  to  the  flate, 
Thou  h.aft  not  left  the  value  of  a  cord  ; 
Tlicrcfore,  thou  muftbehang'd  at  the  ftate's  charge, 
Duke.  That  thou  may 'ft  fee  the  difFerence  of  our 
fpirit, 

I  pardon  thee  thy  life  before  thou  afk  it  : 
For  half  thy  wealth,  it  is  Anthonio's  ; 
The  other  half  comes  to  the  general  Rate, 
Which  humblenefs  may  drive  unto  a  fine. 

Por,  Ay,  for  the  ftate;  not  for  Anthonio. 

Shy.  Nay,  take  my  life  and  all,  pardon  not  that  : 
You  take  mv  houfe,  when  you  do  take  the  prop  . 
That  doth  fuftain  my  houfe;  you  take  my  life, 
When  you  do  take  the  means  whereby  1  live. 

Por.  What  mercy  can  you  render  him  Anthonio? 

Gra.  A  halter  gratis  ;  nothing  elfe,  for  God's  fake, 

Anth,  So  pleafe  my  lord  the  duke,  and  all  the  court, 
To  quit  the  fine  for  one  half  of  his  goods  5 
I  am  content,  lo  he  will  let  me  have 
The  other  half  in  ufe, — to  render  it, 
I'T'cm  his  death,  unto  the  gentleman, 
Tnat  lately  ftole  his  daughter. 

Tv/o  things  provided  rnoie. —  I'hat  for  this  favour, 

He  prefcntly  become  a  ChnRiar  : 

The  rth;  • .  that  he  do  recc  ; 

Hcie  in  the  coiirL  of  all  he    .  '."d, 

Unto  his  Ion  Lorenzo,  and  his  da^i^  acr. 
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Duke.  He  fhall  do  this,  or  elfe  I  do  recant 
The  pardon  that  I  late  pronounced  here. 

Pot,  Art  thou  contented,  Jew  ?  what  doft  thou 
fay? 

Shy.  1  am  content. 

For.  Clerk,  draw  a  deed  of  gift. 

Shy.  I  pray  you,  give  me  leave  to  go  from  hence, 
I  am  not  well ;  fend  the  deed  after  me, 
And  I  will  fign  it. 

Duke.  Get  thee  gone,  but  do  it, 

Gra,  In  chridcning  thou  fhalt  have  two  god- 
fathers ; 

Had  I  been  judge,  thou  fliould'fl:  Have  had  ten  more, 
To  bring  thee  to  the  gallows,  not  the  font. 

\  Exit  Shy  lock, 

Duke.  Sir,  Idoentrcatyouhome  withme  to  dinner. 
For.  1  humbly  do  defire  your  grace  of  pardon  : 
I  mufl  away  this  night  to  Padua, 
And  it  is  meet,  I  preienlly  fet  forth. 

Duke.  I  am  fon  y,thatyour  Icifure  ferves  you  not. 
Anthonio,  gratify  this  gentleman  ; 
For,  in  my  mind,  you  are  much  bound  to  him. 

[Exeunt  Duke  and  his  train. 
Bajf.  Mofh  worthy  gentleman,  I  and  my  friend, 
Have  by  your  wifdom  been  this  day  acquitted 
Of  grievous  penalties  ;  in  lieu  wliereof, 
Three  thoufand  ducats,  due  unto  the  few*, 
We  freely  cope  your  courteous  pains  withal. 

Ayith.  And  ftand  indebted  over  and  above. 
In  love  and  ferviceto  vou  evermore. 

For.  He  is  well  paid,  that  is  well  fatisfy'd  ; 
And  I,  delivering  you,  am  fatisfy'd, 
And  therein  do  account  myfelf  well  paid  ; 
My  mind  was  never  yet  more  mercenary. 
I  pray  you,  know  me,  when  we  meet  again  ; 
I  wilh  you  well,  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 

Bal]'.  Dearfn-,  of  force  I  mu ft  attempt  you  further  ; 
Take  fomc  remembrance  of  us,  for  a  tribute, 
Vol.  II,  C  c 
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Not  as -a  fee  :  grant  me  two  things  ,  I  pray  you. 
Not  to  deny  me,  and  to  pardon  me. 

For,  You  prefs  me  far,  atid  therefore  I  will  yields 
Give  me  your  gloves,  I'll  wear  them,  for  your  lake  ; 
And,  for  your  love,  I'll  take  this  ring  from  you  : 
Do  not  draw  back  your  hand  ;  I'll  take  no  more ; 
And  you  in  love  fhall  not  deny  me  this. 

Baff]  This  ring,  good  fir, — alas,  it  is  a  trifle  ; 
1  will  not  fliame  myfclf  to  give  you  this. 

Por.  I  will  have  nothing  elle  but  only  this  ; 
And  now,  methinks,  I  have  a  mind  to  it. 

B^Jf.  There's  more  depends  on  this,  than  on  the 
value^ 

The  dearefh  ring  in  Venice  will  I  give  you, 
A^nd  find  it  out  by  proclamation  ; 
Only  for  this,  I  pray  you,  pardon  me. 

Por,  1  fee,  fir,  you  are  liberal  in  offers: 
You  taught  me  firft  to  beg,  and  now,  methinks, 
You  teach  m.e  how  a  beggar  fhould  be  anfwer'd. 

Baff.  Good  fir,  this  ring  was  given  me  by  my  wife; 
And,  when  flie  put  it  on,  fhe  made  me  vow. 
That  I  fhould  neither  fell,  nor  give,  nor  lofe  it. 

Por.  That  'fcufe  ferves  m.any  men  to  fave  their 
gifts. 

An  if  your  wife  be  not  a  mad-woman. 
And  know  how  well  I  have  deferv'd  this  ring, 
She  v/ould  not  hold  out  enemy  for  ever, 
For  giving  it  to  me.    Well,  peace  with  you  ! 

[^Exit  zvith  Ncriff'a 

Anth,  My  lord  Baffanio,  let  him  have  the  ring 
Let  his  defervings,  and  m^y  love  withal, 
Be  valu'd  'gainft  your  wife's  commandment, 

Bojf*  Go, Gratiano,  run  and  overtake  him, 
Give  him  the  ring  ;  and  bring  him,  if  thou  can'fh, 
Unto  Anthonio's  houfe: — tway,  make  hafte, 
GomiC,  you  and  I  will  thither  prefently ; 
And  in  the  morning  early  will  we  both 
Fly  toward  Belmont :  Come,  Anthonio.  \_Exeunt 
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Enter  Portia  and  Nerijfa, 

Por,  Enquire  the  Jew's  houfc  out,  give  him  tins 
deed, 

And  let  him  fign  it  ;  we'll  away  to-night, 
And  be  a  day  before  our  hufbands  home  ; 
This  deed  will  be  well  welcome  to  Lorenzo, 

Enter  Gratiano, 

Gra.  Fair  fir,  you  arc  well  o'erta'en : 
My  lord  Bafifanio,  upon  more  advice, 
Hath  fent  you  here  this  ring  ;  and  doth  entreat 
Your  company  at  dinner, 

Por.  That  cannot  be  : 
This  ring  I  do  accept  moft  thankfully, 
And  fo,  I  pray  you,  tell  him  :  Furthermore, 
I  pray  you,  fhew  my  youth  old  Shylock's  houfe, 

Gra.  That  will  I  do. 

Ner.  Sir,  I  would  fpeak  with  you  : — 
ril  fee  if  I  can  get  my  hufband's  ring,      [7'(?  Por» 
Which  I  did  make  him  fwear  to  keep  for  ever. 

Por,  Thou  may'ft  I  warrant :  We  fhall  have  old 
fwear  ing, 

That  they  did  give  the  rings  away  to  men  ; 
But  we'll  out-face  them,  and  out-fwear  them  too. 
Away,  make  hafte  ;  thou  knowTi  where  I  will  tarry. 
Ncr,  Come,  good  hr,  will  you  fhew  me  to  this 
houfc?  l^Excunty 
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Belmont,     A  grove,  or  green  place,  before  Portia's 
Houfe, 

Enter  Lorenzo  and  Jejjica, 

Lor/  I  ^HE  moon   fhines  bright:  In  fuch  a 

X  night  as  this. 

When  the  fweet  wind  did  gently  kifs  the  trees, 
And  they  did  make  no  noile ;  in  fuch  a  night, 
Troilus,  methinks,  mounted  the  Trojan  wall, 
And  figh'd  his  foul  toward  the  Grecian  tents, 
Where  Creflid  lay  that  night. 

Jftf,  In  fuch  a  night, 
Did  Thifbe  fearfully  o'er-trip  the  dew  ; 
And  faw  the  lion's  fliadow  ere  himfelf, 
And  V2.r.  diriTiJiy'd  away. 

Lor.  In  fuch  a  night, 
Stood  Dido  with  a  willow  in  her  hand 
Upon  the  wild  fea-banks,  and  wav'd  her  lov© 
To  come  again  to  Carthage, 

Jcf.  In  fuch  a  night 
Medea  gathered  the  enchanted  herbs 
That  did  renew  old  -^fon. 

Lor.  In  fuch  a  night. 
Did  Jeflica  fteal  from  the  wealthy  Jew : 
And  with  an  unthrift  love  did  run  from  Venice, 
As  far  as  Belmont, 

Jef.  And  in  fuch  a  night, 
Did  young  Lorenzo  fwear  he  lov'd  her  well ; 
Stealing  her  foul  with  many  vows  of  faith, 
And  ne'er  a  true  one. 

Lor,  And  in  fuch  a  night, 
Did  pretty  JcfTica,  like  a  little  fnrew, 
Slander  her  love,  and  he  forgave  it  her, 

Jef.  I  would  out-night  you,  did  no  body  come ; 
But  hark,  I  hear  the  footing  of  a  man. 
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Enter  a  Servant, 
Lor,  Who  comes  fo  fafh  in  filencc  of  the  niglit  ? 
Serv,  A  friend,. 

Lor,  A  friend  :  what  friend  ?  your  name,  I  pray 
you,  friend? 

Serv,  Stephano  is  my  name ;  and  I  bring  v/ord^ 
My  miftrefs  will  before  the  break  of  day 
Be  here  at  Belmont :  fhe  doth  flray  about 
By  holy  erodes,  where  fhc  kneels  and  prays 
For  happy  wedlock  hours. 

Lor,  Who  comes  with  her  ? 

Serv,  None  but  a  holy  hermit,  and  her  maid. 
I  pray  you,  is  my  mailer  yet  return'd  ? 

Lor,  He  is  not,  nor  have  we  yet  heard  from  huii. 
But  go  we  in,  I  pray  thee,  JefTica, 
And  ceremonioufly  let  us  prepare 
Some  welcome  for  the  miftrefs  of  the  houfe. 
Enter  Launcelot. 

Laun,  Sola,  fola,  wo  ha,  ho,  fola,  fola  ! 
Lor,  Who  calls  ? 

Laun,  Sola,  did  you  fee  mader  Lorenzo,  and> 
miflrefs  Lorenzo  ?  fola,  fola! 

Lor,  Leave  hollowing,  man  ;  here, 
Laun,  Sola  !  where  ?  where  ? 
L(^r,  Here. 

Zrtwri. Tell  him, there's  apoflcoT.e  from  mymafler, 
with  his  horn  full  of  good  news  ;  my  mafter  will  be 
hece  ere  morning,  fweet  foul.  \_fixit. 

Lor,  Let's  in,  and  there  expeft  tlicir  coming. 
And  yet  no  matter; — Why  fhould  we  go  in  ? 
My  friend  Slephano,  fignify,  I  pray  you, 
Within  the  houfe,  your  miflrefs  is  at  hand  ; 
And  bring  your  mufic  forth  into  the  air. — 

[Exit  Servant, 
How  fweet  the  moon-light  fleeps  upon  this  bank  I 
Here  will  we  fit,  and  let  the  found  of  mufic 
Giecp  in  our  ears  ;  foft  flillnefs,  and  the  night, 
C  c  2 
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Become  the  touches  of  Tweet  harmony. 
Sit,  Jeffica  :  Look,  hxow  the  floor  of  heaven 
Is  thick  inlay'd  with  patines  of  bright  gold  ; 
There's  not  the  fraalleft  orb,  which  thou  bshold'ft, 
But  in  his  motion  Hke  an  angel  fings, 
Still  quiring  to  the  young-ey'd  cherubims. 
Such  harmony  is  in  immortal  fouls  ; 
But,  whilft  this  muddy  vefture  of  decay 
Doth  grcfly  clofe  it  in,  we  cannot  hear  it — 
Come,  ho,  and  wake  Diana  with  a  hymn  ; 
With  fweetefh  touches  pierce  your  miflrefs'  ear, 
And  draw  her  home  with  muhc. 

Jef,  I  am  never  merry,  when  I  hear  fweet  mu- 
fic.  ^  ^  \^Mufic. 

Lor,  The  reafon  is,  your  fpirits  are  attentive  : 
For  do  but  note  a  wild  and  wanton  herd, 
Or  race  of  youthful  and  unhandled  colts, 
I'otching  mad  bounds,  bellowing,  and  neighing  loud, 
A^'Mi'ch  is  the  hot  condition  of  their  blood;  * 
1  \  ihcv  perchance  but  hear  a  trumpet  found, 
Or  any  air  of  mufic  touch  their  ears. 
You  fl'iall  perceive  them  make  a  mutual  ftand. 
Their  lavage  eyes  turn'd  to  a  modeft  gaze, 
Ey  the  fweet  power  of  mufic  :  Therefore,  the  poet 
Did  feign  that  Orpheus  drew  trees,  ftones,  and  floods: 
Since  nou2[ht  fo  fhockifh,  hard,  and  full  of  raore. 
But  mufic  for  the  time  doth  change  his  nature  : 

]:e  man  that  hath  no  mufic  in  himfelf, 
^  .  rr  is  not  mov'd  with  concord  of  fweet  founds, 
]  s  fit  for  treafons,  ftratagems,  and  fpoils  ; 
The  motions  of  his  fpirit  are  dull  as  night, 
And  his  affeftions  dark  as  Erebus : 
Let  no  fuch  man  be  trufhed. — Mark  the  mufic. 
Enter  Portia^  and  Nerijfa  at  a  diflance, 

Por,  That  light  we  fee,  is  burning  in  my  hall. 
How  far  that  little  candle  throws  his  beams ! 
So  fhines  a  good  deed  in  a  naughty  world. 

Ncr,  When  the  moon  fhone,  we  did  not  fee  the 
candle. 
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Por,  So  doth  the  greater  glory  dim  the  lefs  : 
A  iuhftitute  fhines  brightly  as  a  king, 
Until  a  king  be  by  ;  and  then  his  (late 
Empties  itrelf,  as  doth  an  inland  brook 
Into  the  main  of  waters.    Mufic  !  hark  !  [^Mufic, 

Ner,  It  is  your  mufic,  madam,  of  the  houfe. 

Par.  Nothing  is  good,  I  fee,  without  refpcft  ; 
Methinks  it  founds  much  fweeter  than  by  day. 

Ner,  Silence  beftows  that  virtue  on  it,  madam, 

Por,  The  crow  doth  fing  as  fweetly  as  the  lark, 
When  neither  is  attended ;  and,  I  think, 
The  nightingale,  if  flie  fliould  fmg  by  day, 
When  every  goofe  is  cackling,  would  be  thought 
No  better  a  m.ufician  than  the  wren. 
How  many  things  by  feafon  feafon'd  are 
To  their  right  praife,  and  true  perfe6lion  ?— . 
Peace !  how  the  moon  fleeps  with  Endymion, 
And  would  not  be  awak'd  !  [_Mufic  ceafcs. 

Lor,  That  is  the  voice, 
Or  I  am  much  deceived,  of  Portia. 

Por,  He  knows  m.e,  as  the  blind  man  knows  the 
cuckow, 
By  the  bad  voice. 
.  Lor,  Dear  lady,  welcome  home. 

Por,  We  have  been  praying  for  our  hufbands' 
welfare, 

Which  fpeed,  we  hope,  the  better  for  our  words. 
Are  they  return'd  ? 

Lor,  Madam,  they  are  not  yet ; 
But  there  is  come  a  meffenger  before. 
To  fignify  their  coming. 

Por,  Go  in,  NerifTa, 
Give  order  to  my  fervants,  that  they  take 
No  note  at  all  of  our  being  abfent  hence  ; — 
Nor  you,  Lorenzo;  JefTica,  nor  you. 

\  A  tucket  founds. 

Lor,  Your  hufband  is  at  hand,  I  hear  his  trumpet : 
We  are  no  tcU-talcs,  madam;  fear  you  not. 
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Pot,  This  night. methin.ks,  is  but  the  day-light  Tick. 
It  looks  a  little  paler  :  'tis  a  day. 
Such  as  the  day  is  when  the  iun  is  hid. 

Enter  Bajfanio^  Anthonio,  Gratiano,  and  their 
JoLl:zoers, 

Bajf.  We  fhould  hold  day  with  the  Antipodes, 
If  you  would  walk  in  abience  of  the  fun. 

For,  Let  me  give  ligbr^  but  let  me  not  be  light ; 
For  a  light  wife  doth  make  a  heavy  hufband, 
And  never  be  Eaffanio  fo  for  me  ; 
But,  God  fort  all ! — You  are  welcome  hom.e.  my  lord. 
Bajft^  I  thank  you,  madam  ;  give  welcome  to  my 
friend. — 
This  is  the  man,  this  is  Anthonio, 
To  whom  I  am  fo  infinitely  bound. 

Por,  You  fhould  in  all  fenfe  be  much  bound  to  Piim, 
For  as  I  hear,  he  was  much  bound  for  you. 
Anth,  No  more  than  I  am  well  acquitted  of. 
Par,  Sir,  you  are  very  welcome  to  our  houle  : 
It  mufl  appear  in  other  ways  than  woids, 
Therefore  I  fcant  this  breathing  courtciy. 

\Gratiano  and  Nerifja  feem  to  talk  apart » 
Gra.  By  yonder  moon,  I  fwear  you  do  me  wrong  ; 
In  faith,  I  gave  it  to  the  judge's  clerk  : 
Would  he  were  gelt  that  had  it,  for  my  part, 
Since  you  do  take  it,  love,  fo  much  at  heart. 

Por.  A  quarrel,  ho,  already  ?  what's  the  matter  ? 
Gra.  About  a  hoop  of  gold,  a  paltry  ring 
That  fne  did  give  me  ;  whofe  pocly  was 
For  all  the  world,  like  cutler's  poetry 
Upon  a  knife.  Love  vie^  and  leave  me  not, 

Ner,  What  talk  you  of  the  poely,  or  the  value  ? 
You  fwore  to  me,  w4ien  I  did  give  it  you. 
That  you  would  wear  it  till  your  hour  of  death; 
And  that  it  fhould  lie  with  you  in  your  grave  : 
Though  not  for  me,  yet  for  your  vehement  oaths, 
You  fnouid  have  been  rcfpedivej  and  have  kept  it« 
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Gave  it  a  jiidge's  clerk  ! — ^but  well  I  know, 

The  clerk  will  ne'er  wear  hair  on  his  face  that  had  it. 

Gra»  He  will,  an  if  he  live  to  be  a  man. 

Ner,  An  if  a  woman  live  to  be  a  man. 

Gra,  Now,  by  this  hand,  I  gave  it  to  a  youth, — 
A  kind  of  boy ;  a  little  fcrubbed  boy, 
No  higher  than  thyfelf,  the  judge's  clerk  ; 
A  prating  boy,  that  begg'd  it  as  a  fee  ; 
I  could  not  for  my  heart  denv  it  him. 

Por,  You  were  to  blame,  1  mufb  be  plain  with  you 
To  part  fo  (lightly  with  your  wife^s  firfl  gift ; 
A  thing  ftuck  on  with  oaths  upon  your  finger, 
And  riveted  with  faith  upon  your  flefh. 
I  gave  my  love  a  ring,  and  made  him  fwear 
Never  to  part  with  it  ;  and  here  he  {lands  ; 
I  dare  be  fworn  for  him,  he  would  not  leave  it, 
Nor  pluck  it  from  his  finger,  for  the  wealth 
That  the  v/orld  maflcrs.    Now,  in  faith,  Gratiano, 
You  give  your  wife  too  unkind  a  caufe  of  grief ; 
An  'twere  to  me,  I  fliould  be  mad  at  it. 

Baff,  Why,  I  were  beft  to  cut  my  left  hand  ofF, 
And  fwear  I  loft  the  ring  defending  it.  [^Afidc. 

Gra.  My  lord  BafTanio  gave  his  ring  away 
Unto  the  judge  that  begg'd  it,  and,  indeed, 
Deferv'd  it  too ;  and  then  the  boy,  his  clerk, 
That  took  fome  pains  in  writing,  he  begg'd  mine  : 
And  neither  man  nor  mafter  would  take  aught 
But  the  two  rings, 

Por,  What  ring  gave  you,  my  lord  ? 
Not  that,  I  hope,  which  you  received  of  me? 

Bajf,  If  I  could  add  a  lie  unto  a  fault, 
I  would  dcny^it ;  but  you  fee,  my  finger 
Hath  not  the  ring  upon  it,  it  is  gone. 

Por,  Even  fo  void  is  your  faUe  heart  of  truth. 
By  heaven,  I  will  ne'er  come  in  your  bed 
Until  I  fee  the  ring.  > 

Ner,  Nor  I  in  yours, 
!'ill  I  again  fee  mine. 
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Bajf,  Sweet  Portia, 
If  you  did  know  to  whom  I  gave  the  ring,  ,  - 

If  you  did  know  for  whom  I  gave  the  ring. 
And  would  conceive  for  what  I  gave  the  rin^, 
And  how  unwillingly  I  left  the  ring, 
When  nought  would  be  accepted  but  the  ring. 
You  would  abate  the  ftrength  of  your  difplea lure, 

Por,  If  you  had  known  the  virtue  of  the  ring, 
Or  half  her  worthifiefs  that  gave  the  ring, 
Or  your  own  honour  to  retain  the  ring, 
You  would  not  then  have  parted  with  the  ring. 
What  man  is  there  fo  much  unreafonable, 
If  you  had  pleas'd  to  have  defended  it 
With  any  terms  of  zeal,  wanted  themodefty 
To  urge  the  thing  held  as  a  ceremony  ? 
Nerifla  teaches  me  what  to  believe  ; 
I'll  die  for't,  but  fome  woman  had  the  ring. 

BaJf,  No,  by  mine  honour,  madam,  by  my  foul, 
No  woman  had  it,  but  a  civil  do£lor. 
Who  did  refjfe  three  thoufand  ducats  of  me, 
And  begg'd  the  ring;  the  which  I  did  deny  him, 
Andfuffer'd  him  to  go  difpleas'd  away; 
Even  he  that  had  held  up  the  very  life 
Of  my  dear  friend.    Whatfhould  I  fay,  fweet  lady  ? 
I  was  enforc'd  to  fend  it  after  him  ; 
I  was  befet  with  fhame  and  courtefy  ; 
My  honour  would  not  let  ingratitude 
So  much  befmear  it :    Pardon  me,  good  lady  ; 
For  by  thefe  bleffed  candles  of  the  night, 
Had  you  been  there,  I  think  you  would  have  begg'd 
The  ring  of  me  to  give  the  worthy  dc61;or. 

For,  Let  not  that  doftor  e'er  come  near  my  houfc 
Since  he  hath  got  the  jewel  that  I  lov'd, 
And  that  which  you  did  fwear  to  keep  for  me, 
K'will  become  as  liberal  as  you  ; 
I  11  not  deny  him  any  thing  I  have. 
No,  not  my  body,  nor  my  hufband's  bed  : 
Know  him  I  fhall,  1  am  well  fare  of  it  ; 
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I.ie  not  a  night  from  home  ;  watch  rnc,  like  Argus 
If  you  do  not,  if. I  be  left  alone, 
Now,  by  mine  honour,  whic  h  is  yet  my  own, 
I'll  have  that  do6lor  for  my  bedfellow. 

Ner.  And  I  his  clerk;  therefore  be  well  advis'd, 
How  do  you  leave  me  to  mine  own  prote6lion. 

Gra.  Well,  do  you  fo  :  let  me  not  take  hini  then  ; 
For,  if  I  do,  I'll  mar  the  young  clerk's  pen. 

Antk,  I  am  the  unhappy  fuhjc£lof  thefc  quarrels. 

For,  Sir,  grieve  not  you  ;You  are  welcome  not- 
withflanding. 

Bajf,  Portia,  forgive  me  this  enforced  wrong; 
And,  in  the  hearing  of  thefc  many  friends. 
I  fwear  to  thee,  even  by  thine  own  fair  eyes, 
Wherein  I  fee  myfclf,  

For.  Mark  you  but  that ! 
In  both  mine  eyes  he  doubly  fees  himfelf  : 
in  each  eye,  one  ; — fwear  by  your  double  felf 
And  there's  an  oath  of  credit. 

Bnjf,  Nay,  but  hear  me  : 
Pardon  this  fault,  and  by  my  foul  I  fwear, 
I  never  more  will  break  an  oath  with  thee. 

Anth»  I  once  did  lend  my  body  for  his  wealth ; 
Which,  but  for  him  that  had  your  hufband's  ring, 

\^To  Foriia. 

Had  quite  mifcarry'd  :  I  dare  be  bound  again. 
My  foul  upon  the  forfeit,  that  your  lord 
Will  never  more  break  faith  advifedly.  ^ 

For.  Then  you  fhall  be  hisfurety:  Give  him  this  ; 
And  bid  him  keep  it  better  than  the  other. 

Anth,  Here,  lord  Balfanio;  fwear  to  keep  this  ring. 

BaJf,  By  heaven,  it  is  the  fame  I  gave  the  doftor. 

For,  I  had  it  of  him,:  pardon  me,  Balfanio  ; 
For  by  this  ring  the  doftor  lay  with  me. 

Ner  And  pardon  me,  my  gentle  Gratiano  ; 
For  that  fame  fcrubbcd  boy,  the  do^lor's  clerk, 
In  lieu  of  this,  laft  night  did  lie  with  mc. 
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Gra,  Why,  this  is  like  the  mending  of  highway 
In  fummer,  where  the  ways  are  fair  enough  : 
What !  are  we  cuckolds  ere  we  have  deferv'd  it  ? 

Poi\  Speak  not  fo  grofsiy. — You  are  all  amaz'd  ; 
licve  is  a  letter,  read  it  at  your  leifure, 
It  comes  from  Padua,  from  Bellario  : 
There  you  fhall  find,  that  Portia  was  the  dc6lor  ; 
NerilTa  there,  her  clei  k  ;  Lorenzo  here 
Shall  witneis,  I  fct  forth  as  foon  as  you, 
And  but  even  nowreturn'd;  I 'have  not  yet 
Enter'dmy  houfe. — Anthonio,  you  are  welcome  ; 
And  1  have  better  news  in  (lore  for  you, 
7'han  you  cxpe6t ;  unieal  this  letter  foon  ; 
There  vou  fbiall  find,  three  of  your  argofies 
Arc  richly  comic  to  harbour  foddenly  : 
You  fhall  not  know  by  what  flrange  accident 
I  chanced  on  ihis  letter. 

Anth    I  am  dumb. 

Bajf,  Were  you  the  doctor,  and  I  knew  you  n(  t  ? 
Gra,  Were  you  the  clerk,  that  is  to  make  me  cuc- 
kold ? 

Ncr,  Ay,  but  the  clerk,  that  never  means  to  do  it, 
Unlefs  he  live  until  he  be  a  man. 

Bajf,  Sweet  do61:or,  you  fhall  be  my'  bedfello.w  ; 
When  I  am  abfent,  then  lie  with  my  wife. 

j^nth.  Sweet  lady,  you  have  given  m.e  life,  and 
living ; 

For  l^e  I  read  for  certain,  that  my  flriips 
Are  farely  come  to  road. 

Por,  How  now,  Lorenzo  ? 
My  clerk  hath  fomie  good  comforts  too  for  you. 

Ner,    Ay  and  I'll  give  them  him  without  a 
fee.  

There  do  I  give  to  you,  and  JefTica, 
From  the  rich  Jew,  a  Ipecial  deed  of  gift, 
After  his  death,  of  all  he  dies  poflefs'd  of. 

Lor,  Fair  ladies,  you  drop  manna  in  the  way 
Of  ilarved  people. 
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Pot,  It  is  almoft  morning, 
And  yet,  I  am  furc,  you  are  not  fatisfy'd  \ 
Of  thefe  events  at  full :  Let  us  go  in  ; 
And  charge  us  there  upon  inter 'gatories, 
And  we  will  anfwer  all  things  faithfully. 

Gra,  Let  it  be  fo  :  The  firft  inter'gatory, 
That  my  NerifTa  fhall  be  fworn  on,  is, 
Whether  till  the  next  night  flie  had  rather  (lay  ; 
Or  go  to  bed  now,  being  two  hours  to-day  : 
But  were  the  day  come,  I  fhould  wifh  it  dark, 
That  I  were  couching  with  the  do6lor's  clerk. 
Well,  while  I  live,  I'll  fear  no  other  thing 
So  fore,  as  keeping  fife  Nerilfa's  ring. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 


NOTE. 

It  has  been  lately  difcovered,  that  tliis  fable  is  taken 
from  a  {lory  in  the  Pecorone  o€  Gio-wannl  Fior eyitino  a  novelift, 
Avho  wrote  in  1378.  The  ftory  has  been  publiihed  in  Eng- 
iijiij  and  I  have  epitomized  the  tranflation.  The  tranOator 
is  of  opinion,  that  the  choice  of  the  cafkets  is  borrowed 
from  a  tale  of  Boccace^  which  I  have  likewife  abridged, 
though  I  believe  that  Shukjpeare  muft  have  had  fome  other 
novel  in  view. 

Of  the  Merchant  of  Yenice  the  ftyle  is  even  aira  eafy, 
with  few  peculiarities  of  diction,  or  anomalies  of  con- 
ftrui^lion.  The  comic  part  raifes  lau|?;hter,  and  the  ferious 
fixes  expetftation.  The  probability  of  either  one  or  the 
other  ftory  cannot  be  maintained.  The  union  of  two 
aftions  in  one  event  is  in  this  drama  eminently  happy. 
Dryden  was  much  pleafed  with  his  own  addrefs  in  connect- 
ing the  two  plots  of  his  Spanijh  Friary  which  yet,  1  believ  e, 
the  critick  will  find  excelled  by  this  play. 

Johyifon. 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Duke, 

Frederic,  Brother  to  the  Duke,  and  Ufurper. 
Amieyis^    ']  Lords  attending  upon  the  Duke  in  his 
i^aqucs,    j  Banifhment. 

Lc  Beau,  a  Courtier  attending  upon  Frederic, 
Oliver,  eldefl  Son  to  Sir  Rowland  dc  Boys. 

/(afues,    lyouncrer  Brolliers  to  Oliver. 

Orlando,  J  ' 

//dam,  an  old  Servant  of  Sir  Rowland  de  Boys. 
Touchjtone,  a  Clov/n. 

^V'-'  "Ishcphci-as, 

William,  in  liove  v/ith  Audrey, 

Sir  Oliver  Mar -Text,  a  Vicar. 

Charles,  Wreiller  to  the  ufurping  Duke  Frederic. 

Dennis,  Servant  to  Oliver. 

Rofalind,  Daughter  to  the  Duke. 
r:V?".7.  Daughter  to  Frederic. 
Shepherdels. 
.a  Country  Wench. 
A  perfon  reprefcnting  Hymen. 

Lords  belonging  to  the  two  Dukes;  with  Pages, 
Forefters,  and  other  Attendants. 

The  Scene  lies,  firft,  near  Oliver's  Houfe ;  and, 
afterwards,  partly  in  the  Duke's  Court,  and  part- 
ly in  the  Foreft  of  /krden. 


AS  YOU  LIKE  IT. 


ACT    I.       SCENE  I 

Oliver's  Orchard, 
Enter  Orlando  and  Adam. 
Orlando,  A  ^  ^  remember,  Adam,  it  was  upon 
-  xjL  this  fafhion  bequeathed  me  : — 3y 
will,  but  a  poor  thoufand  crowns  ;  and,  as  thou 
fay'll,  charg'd  my  brother,  on  his  blefling,  to  breed 
me  well :  and  there  begins  my  fadnefs.  My  brother 
Jaqueshc  keeps  at  fchool,  and  report  fpeaks  goldenly 
of  his  profit :  for  my  part,  he  keeps  mc  ruftically  at 
home,  or,  to  fpeak  more  properly,  ftays  me  here  at 
home,  unkept  :  For  call  you  that  keeping  for  a  gen- 
tleman of  my  birth,  that  differs  not  from  the  flailing 
of  an  ox  ?  His  horfes  are  bred  better  ;for,  be  fides  that 
they  are  fair  with  their  feeding,  they  are  taught  their 
manage,  and  to  that  end  riders  dearly  hired  :  but  I, 
his  brother,  gain  nothing  under  him  but  growth  ;  for 
the  which  his  animals  on  his  dunghills  are  as  much 
bound  to  him  as  I.    Befides  this  nothings  that  he  fo 

o 

plentifully  gives  me,  the  fomething  that  nature  gave 
Bie,  his  countenance  feems  to  take  from  me  ;  he  lets 
me  feed  with  his  hinds,  bars  me  the  place  of  a  brother 
and  as  much  as  in  him  lies,  mines  my  gentility  with 
my  education.  This  is  it,  Adam,  that  grieves  me; 
and  the  fpirit  of  my  father;  which  I  think  is  within 
me,  begins  to  mutiny  againd  this  fervitude  :  I  will 
no  longer  endure  it,  though  yet  I  know  no  wife 
remedy  how  to  avoid  it. 
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Filter  Oliver, 

Adam.  Yonder  comes  my  mafter,  your  brother. 

Orla.  Go  apart,  Adam,  and  thou  fhalt  hear  how 
he  will  fhake  me  up. 

OH,  Now,  fir  !  what  make  you  here  ? 

Orla,  Nothing  :  I  am  not  taught  to  make  any  thing. 

OH,  What  mar  you  then,  fir  ?  '  ^ 

Orla,  Marry,  hr,  I  am  helping  you  to  mar  that 
which  God  made,  a  poor  unworthy  brother  of  yours, 
with  idlenefs. 

OH.  Marry,  fir,  be  better  employ 'd,  and  be  nought 
a  while. 

Orla,  Shall  I  keep  your  hogs,  and  eat  hufks  with 
them  ?  What  prodigal  portion  have  I  fpent,  that  I 
ilioiild  come  to  fuch  penury  ? 

Oli,  Know  you  Avhere  you  are,  hr  ? 

Orla.  O,  fir,  very  well :  here  in  your  orchard. 

OH,  Know  you  before  whom,  fir  ? 

Orla,  Ay,  better  than  he,  I  am  before,  knows  me. 
1  know  you  are  my  eldeft  brother;  and,  in  the  gentle 
condition  of  blood,  you  fhould  fo  know  me :  the 
courtefy  of  nations  allows  you  my  better,  in  that  you 
are  the  firfl  born  ;  but  the  fame  tradition  takes  not- 
uway  my  blood,  were  there  twenty  brothers  betwixt 
1  IS  ;  I  have  as  much  of  my  father  in  me,  as  you ;  albeit, 
1  confcfs  your  coming  before  me  is  nearer  to  his  reve- 
rence. 

OH,  What  boy  ! 

Orla,  Come,  come,  elder  brother,  you  are  too 
young  in  this, 

Oli,  Wilt  thou  lay  hands  on  me,  villain  ? 

Orla,  I  am  no  villain  :  I  am  the  youngeft  fon  of 
fir  Rowland  de  Boys ;  he  was  my  father ;  and  he  is 
thrice  a  villain,  that  fays,  fuch  a  father  begot  villains  : 
Wert  thou  not  my  brother,  I  would  not  take  this 
hand  from  thy  throat,  'till  this  other  had  pulled  out 
thy  tongue  for  faying  fo ;  thou  haft  raiPd  on  thyfelf. 
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Adam,  Sweet  mafters,  be  patient ;  for  your  fatliei 's 
remembrance,  be  at  accord. 
OH.  Let  '^e  go,  I  fay. 

Orla,  1  w'fi  not,  'till  I  pleafe  ;  you  fhall  hear  mc. 
My  father  charg'd  you  in  his  will  to  give  me  good 
education  :  you  have  train'd  me  up  like  a  peafant, 
obfcuring  and  hiding  from  me  all  gentleman-likc 
qualities  :  the  fpirit  of  my  father  grows  ftrong  inmc. 
and  I  will  no  longer  endure  it :  therefore  allow  mc 
fuch  exercifes  as  m^ay  become  a  gentleman,  or  give 
me  the  poor  allottcry  my  father  left  me  by  teflament ; 
with  that  I  will  go  buy  my  fortunes. 

Oli,  And  what  wilt  thou  do  ?  beg,  when  that  is 
fpent  ?  Well,  fir,  get  you  in  ;  I  will  not  long  be 
troubled  with  you :  you  fhall  have  fomc  part  of  your 
will :  I  pray  you,  leave  me. 

Orla,  I  will  no  further  offend  you  than  becomes 
me  for  my  good. 

Oli,  Get  you  with  him,  you  old  dog. 

yldam.  Is  old  dog  my  reward  ?  Moft  true,  I  have 
loft  my  teeth  in  your  fervice. — God  be  with  my  old 
mafter,  he  would  not  have  fpoke  fuch  a  word. 

\_Excunt  Orlando  and  Adam, 

Oli,  Is  it  even  fo  ?  begin  you  to  grow  upon  me  ? 
I  will  phyfic  your  ranknefs,  and  yet  give  no  thou- 
fand crowns  neither.  Holla,  Dennis! 

Enter  Dennis, 

Den,  Calls  your  worfhip  ? 

Oli,  Was  not  Charles,  the  Duke's  wreftler,  here 
to  fpeak  with  me  ? 

Den.  So  pleafe,  he  is  here  at  the  door,  and  impor- 
tunes accefs  to  you. 

Oli.  Call  him  in.  [_Exit  Dennis .^HWxW  be  a 

good  v/ay  ;  and  to-morrow  the  wreftling  is. 

Enter  Charles. 
Cha,  Good-morrow  to  your  worfhip. 
Oli.  Good  monfieur  Charles! — what's  the  new 
news  at  the  new  court  ? 
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Cha,  There's  no  news  at  the  court,  fir,  but  the 
old  news:  that  is,  the  old  duke  is  banifh'd  by  his 
vounger  brother  tlie  new  duke  :  and  three  or  four 
loving  lords  have  put  themfelves  into  voluntary  exile 
with  him,  whofe  lands  and  revenues  enrich  the  new 
duke,  therefore  he  gives  them  good  leave  to  wnndcr. 

Oil,  Can  you  tell,  if  Rofalind,  the  old  duke's 
daughter,  be  banifli'd  with  her  father? 

Cha,  O,  no;  for  the  new  duke's  daughter,  her 
coufin,  fo  loves  her, — being  ever  from  their  cradle 
bred  together, — that  fhe  would  have  followed  her 
exile,  or  have  died  to  flay  behind  her,  fhe  is  at  the 
court,  and  no  lefs  beloved  of  her  uncle  than  his  own 
daughter;  and  never  two  ladies  loved  as  they  do, 

OH.  Where  will  the  old  duke  live  ? 

Cha.  They  fay,  he  is  already  in  the  foreft  of  Arden , 
and  a  many  merry  men  with  him  :  and  there  they 
live  like  the  old  Robin  Hood  of  England  :  they  fay, 
many  young  gentlemen  flock  to  him  every  day  ;  and 
fleet  the  time  carelefsly,  as  they  did  in  the  golden 
world, 

OU,  what,  you  wreflle  to  morrow  before  the  new 
duke? 

Cha,  Marry,  do  I  fir,  and  I  come  to  acquaint  you 
with  a  matter.  I  am  given,  fir,  (ecretly  to  underftand 
that  your  younger  brother  Orlando  hath  a  diipofition 
to  come  in  difguis'd  againfl  me  to  try  a  fall  :  to- 
morrow, fir,  I  wrelfle  for  my  credit ;  and  he  that 
efcapes  me  without  fome  broken  limb,  fliall  acquit 
him  well.  Your  brother  is  but  young,  and  tender  ; 
and,  for  your  love,  I  would  be  loth  to  foil  him,  as  I 
muft,  for  mine  own  honour,  if  become  in  :  there- 
fore, out  of  my  love  to  you,  I  came  hither  to  acquaint 
you  withal ;  that  cither  you  might  flay  him  from  his 
intendment,  or  brook  fuch  dilgrace  w^ell  as  he  fnall 
run  into  ;  in  that  it  is  a  thing  of  his  own  fearch,  and 
altogether  again fh  my  will. 

OH,  Charles,  I  thank  thee  for  thy  love  to  me, 
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which  thou'fhalt  find,  I  will  moft  kindly  requite. 
I  had  myfelf  notice  of  my  brother's  purpofe  herein, 
and  have  by  undethand  means  laboured  to  diiTuadc 
him  from  it  ;  but  he  is  refolute.  I'll  tell  thee, 
Charles, — it  is  the  ilubborneft  young  fellow  of 
France  ;  full  of  ambition,  an  envious  emulator  of 
every  man's  good  parts,  a  fecret  and  villainous  con- 
triver againft  me  his  natural  brother;  therefore  ufe 
thy  difcretion  ;  I  had  as  lief  thou  didft  break  his 
neck,  as  his  finger  ;  and  thou  wcrt  befh  look  to't ; 
for  if  thou  do  ft  him  any  flight  difgrace,  or  if  he  do 
not  mightily  grace  himfelf  on  thee,  he  will  pra6lire 
againft  thee  by  poifon  ;  entrap  thee  by  fome  trea- 
cherous device  ;  and  never  leave  thee,  'till  he  hath 
ta'en  thy  life  by  fome  indireft  means  or  other  :  for, 
I  affare  thee,  and  almoft  with  tears  I  fpeak  it,  there 
is  not  one  To  young  and  fo  villainous  this  day  living. 
I  fpcak  but  brotherly  of  him  ;  but  fliould  I  anato- 
mife  him  to  thee  as  he  is,  I  muft  bluOi  and  weep, 
and  thou  muft  look  pale  and  wonder, 

Cha,  1  am  heartily  glad  I  came  hither  to  you  : 
If  he  come  to-morrow,  I*ll  give  him  his  payment ; 
if  ever  he  go  alone  again,  I'll  never  wreftle  for 
jirize  more.    And  fo,  God  keep  your  worfhip  ! 

\_Exit, 

Oil,  Farewell,  good  Charles, — Now  will  I  ftir 
this  gamefter  :  I  hope,  I  fhall  fee  an  end  of  him  ; 
for  my  foul,  yet  I  know  not  why,  hates  nothing 
more  than  he.  Yet  he's  gentle  ;  never  fchool'd, 
and  yet  learned;  full  of  noble  device;  of  all  forts 
enchantingly  beloved :  and,  indeed,  fo  much  in  the 
heart  of  the  world,  and  efpecially  of  my  own 
people,  who  beft  know  him,  that  I  am  altogether 
mi("prifcd:  but  it  fhnll  not  be  fo  long  ;  this  wreftler 
fliall  clear  all :  nothing  rcniains,  but  that  I  kindle 
the  boy  thither,  which  now  I'll  go  about.     [ Exit^ 
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An  open  Walk  before  the  Duke' s  palace^ 

Enter  Rofalind  and  Celia, 

Cel,  I  pray  thee,  Rofalind,  fwcet  my  coz,  be 
merry. 

Rof.  Dear  Celia,  I  fhow  more  mirth  than  I  am 
miftrefs  of;  and  would  you  yet  I  were  merrier  ? 
Unlefsyou  can  teach  me  to  forget  a  banifn'd  father, 
you  muft  not  learn  me  how  to  remember  any  ex- 
traordinary pleafure. 

CeL  Herein,  1  fee,  thou  lov'ft  me  not  with  the 
full  weight  that  I  love  thee:  if  my  uncle,  thy  ba- 
nifhed  father,  had  baniflied  thy  uncle,  the  duke  my 
father,  fo  thou  had'fl  been  ftill  with  me,  I  could 
have  taught  my  love  to  take  thy  father  for  mine  ; 
fo  would'ft  thou,  if  the  trutli  of  thy  love  to  mc 
were  fo  righteoufly  temper'd  as  mine  is  to  thee. 

Rof,  Well,  I  will  forget  the  condition  of  my 
cRate,  to  rejoice  in  yours. 

CeL  You  know,  my  father  hath  no  cliiid  but  I, 
nor  none  is  like  to  have ;  and,  truly,  when  he  dies, 
thou  fhalt  be  his  heir  :  for  what  he  hath  taken 
away  from  thy  father  perforce,  I  will  render  thee 
again  in  afFeftion  ;  by  mine  honour,  I  will  ;  and 
when  I  break  that  oath,  let  me  turn  monfter  ; 
therefore,  my  fweet  Rofe,  my  dear  Rofe,  be  merry, 

RoJ,  From  henceforth  I  will,  coz,  and  devife 
fports/,  let  mc  fee  ;  What  think  you  of  falling  in 
love  ? 

CeL  Marry,  I  pryUhee,  do,  tom.ake  fport  witlial  : 
but  love  no  man  in  good  earneft  ;  nor  no  further 
in  fport  neither,  than  with  fafety  of  a  pure  blufh 
thou  mav'il  in  honour  come  off  again. 

Rof,  What  fhall  be  our  fport  then  ? 

CeL  Let  us  fit  and  mock  the  good  houfewife. 
Fortune,  from  her  wheel,  that  her  gifts  may  hencr 
forth  be  bellowed  ecjually. 
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Rof.  I  would  we  could  do  fo  ;  for  her  benefits 
are  mightily  mifplaced :  and  the  bountiful  blind 
woman  doth  moft  miflake  in  her  gifts  to  women. 

Cel.  'Tis  true :  for  thofe,  that  fhe  makes  fair,  fhe 
fcarce  makes  honeft  ;  and  thofe  that  Oic  makes 
honefl,  fhe  makes  very  ill-favoar'dly. 

Rof,  Nay,  now  thou  goeft  from  fortune's  ofRce 
to  nature's ;  fortune  reigns  in  gifts  of  the  world,  not 
in  the  lineaments  of  nature. 

Enter  Touchjlone^  a  Clown, 

Cel.  No  ?  When  nature  hath  made  a  fair  crea- 
ture, may  fhe  not  by  fortune  fall  into  the  fire  ?— 
Though  nature  hath  giv^en  us  wit  to  flout  at  fortune, 
hath  not  fortune  fent  in  this  fool  to  cut  off  the  ar- 
gument ? 

Rof,  Indeed,  there  is  fortune  too  hard  for  nature  ; 
when  fortune  makes  nature's  natural  the  cutter  off 
of  nature's  wit. 

CeL  Peradventure,  this  is  not  fortune's  work 
neither  but  nature's;  who  perceiving  our  natural 
wits  too  dull  to  reafon  of  fuch  goddeffes,  hath  fent 
this  natural  for  our  whetflone ;  for  always  the  dul- 
nefs  of  the  fool  is  the  whetftone  of  the  wits. — How 
now,  wit  ?  whither  wander  you  ? 

Clo,  Mifhrefs,  you  muf\:  come  away  to  your  father. 

CeL  Were  you  made  the  meffenger. 

Clo,  No,  by  mine  honour  ;  but  I  was  bid  to  come 
for  you. 

Rof,  Where  learned  you  that  oath,  fool  ? 

Clo.  Of  a  certain  knight,  that  fworc  by  hishonour 
they  were  good  pancakes,  and  fworc  by  his  honour 
the  mufhard  was  nau'^ht :  now,  I'll  fhind  to  it,  the 
pancakes  were  naught,  and  the  muitird  was  good  ; 
and  yet  was  not  the  knight  forfworn, 

CeL  How  prove  you  that,  in  the  great  h'^-'p  of 
your  knowledge? 

Rof  Ay,  marry;  now  unmuzzle  your  wifdoin. 
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Clo,  Stand  you  both  forth  now :  flroke  your 
chins,  and  fwear  by  your  beards  that  I  am  a  knave. 

CeL  By  our  beards,  if  we  had  them,  thou  art. 

Clo.  By  my  knavery,  if  I  had  it,  then  I  were  ; 
but  if  you  fwear  by  that  that  is  not,  you  are  not 
forfworn:  no  more  was  this  knight,  fwearing  by  his 
honour,  for  he  never  had  any  ;  or  if  he  had.  he  had 
fworn  it  away,  before  ever  he  faw  thofe  pancakes  or 
that  muftard. 

Cel.  Pr'ythec,  who  is  it  that  thoumcan'ft  ? 

Clo.  One  that  old  Frederic,  your  father,  loves. 

CeL  My  father's  love  is  enough  to  honour  him  : 
Enough  !  fpeak  no  more  of  him :  you'll  be  whipp'd 
for  taxation,  one  of  thefc  days. 

Clo,  The  more  pity,  that  fools  may  not  fpeak 
wifely  what  wife  men  do  foolifhly. 

Clo.  By  my  troth,  thou  fay'ft  true ;  for  fmce  the 
little  wit,  that  fools  have,  was  filenc'd,  the  little 
foolery,  that  wife  men  have,  makes  a  gicat  flriow. 
Here  comes  Monfieur  Le  Beau. 

Enter  Le  Beau. 

Rof.  With  his  mouth  full  of  news. 

CeL  Which  he  will  put  on  us,  as  pigeons  feed 
their  young. 

Rof.  Then  fhall  we  be  news-cramm'd. 

CtL  All  the  better  ;  we  fhall  be  tlie  more  market- 
able. Bon  jour,  Monfieur  Le  Beau  ;  what  is  the 
news  ? 

Le  Beau.  Fair  princefs,  you  have  lofl  much  good 
fport. 

CeL  Sport  ?  of  what  colour  ? 
Le  Beau.  What  colour,  madam?  Flow  fhall  I 
anfwer  you  ? 

Rof.  As  wit  and  fortune  will. 

Clo.  Or  as  the  deftinies  d^xree. 

CeL  Well  faid  ;  that  was  l.^id  on  v^lth  a  trowel, 

Clo.  Nay,  if  I  keep  not  my  rank,  
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Rof.  Thou  lofeft  thy  old  fmell. 

Le  Beau.  You  amaze  mc,  ladles  :  I  would  have 
told  you  of  good  wreftling,  which  you  have  loft  the 
fight  of. 

Rof.  Yet  tell  us  the  manner  of  the  wreftling, 
Le  Beau.  I  will  tell  you  the  beginning,  and,  if 

it  pleafe  your  bdyfhips,  you  may  fee  the  end  ;  for 

the  beft  is  yet  to  do  ;  and  here,  where  you  are,  they 

are  coming  to  perform  it. 

Cel.   Well, — the  beginning,  that   is  dead  and 

buried. 

Le  Beau,  There  comes  an  old  man  and  his  three 
fons,  

Cel.  I  could  match  this  beginning  with  an  old 
tale. 

Le  Beau.  Three  proper  young  men  of  excellci.t 
growth  and  prefence;  > 

Rof.  With  bills  on  their  necks, — Be  it  known 
unto  all  men  by  thefe  prefents.  

Le  Beau,  The  eldeft  of  llie  three  wreftled  with 
Charles,  the  duke's  wreftlcr  ;  which  Charles  in  a 
moment  threw  him,  and  broke  tbiee  of  his  ribs, 
that  there  is  little  hope  of  life  in  him  :  fo  he  fcrv'd 
the  fecond.  and  io  the  third  :  Yonder  thev  lie  ; 
the  poor  old  man,  their  fatlicr,  making  fuch  pitiful 
dole  over  them,  that  all  the  beholders  take  his 
part  with  weeping. 

Rof.  Alas! 

Clo.  But  wh?t  is  the  fport,  monfieur,  tliat  U.t 
ladies  have  loft  ? 

Le  Beau.  Why  this,  that  I  fpcak  of. 

Ctv.  Thus  men  may  grow  wifer  every  day  !  It 
is  the  firft  time  that  ever  I  heard,  breaking  of  ribs 
was  fport  for  ladies. 

Cel.  Or  I,  I  promife  thee. 

Rof  But  is  there  any  elle  longs  to  f^c  this  broken 
mufic  in  his  fides  ?  Is  there  yet  anotluT  dotes  upon 
rib-breaking  ?    Shall  we  fee  this  wrcftling.  coufni  ? 

Vol.  II.  Ec 
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Le  Beau,  You  mufl,  if  you  flay  here  :  for  here 
is  the  place  appointed  for  the  wreftling,  and  they  arc 
ready  to  perform  it. 

Cel.  Yonder,  fure,  they  are  coming  :  Let  us  now 
flay  and  fee  it. 

Flourifi.    Enter  Dv.ke  Frederic,    Lords,  Orlando, 
Charles,  and  attendants, 

Duke,  Come  on  :  fmce  the  youth  will  not  be  en- 
treated, his  own  peril  on  his  forwardnefs. 
Rof,  Is  yonder  the  man  ? 
Le  Beau,  Even  he,  madam. 

Cel,  Alas,  he  is  too  young  :  yet  he  looks  fuc- 
cefsfuUy. 

Duke,  Kow  now,  daughter  and  coufin  ?  are  you 
crept  hither  to  fee  the  wreflling  ? 

Rof,  Ay,  my  liege,  fo  plcafe  you  give  us  leave, 

Duke.  You  will  take  little  delight  in  it,  I  can 
tell  you,  there  is  fuch  odds  in  the  men  :  In  pity  of 
the  challenger's  yoiath,  I  would  fain  dififuade  him, 
but  he  will  not  be  entreated  :  Speak  to  him,  ladies; 
fee  if  you  can  move  him. 

Cel,  Call  him  liither,  good  Monfieur  Le  Beau. 

Duke,  Do  fo  ;  I'll  not  be  by.     \^Duke  goes  apart, 

Le  Beau,  Monfieur  the  challenger,  the  princeffes 
call  for  you. 

Orla,  I  attend  them  with  all  refpcft  and  duty. 

Rof,  Young  man,  have  you  challeng'd  Charles 
the  wrcfller  ? 

Orla,  No,  fair  princefs  ;  he  is  the  general  chal- 
lenger :  I  come  but  in,  as  others  do,  to  try  with 
him  the  flrcngth  of  my  youth. 

Cel,  Young  gentleman,  your  fpirits  are  too  bold 
for  your  years:  You  have  fecn  cruel  proof  of  this 
man's  flrength  ;  if  you  faw  yourfelf  with  your 
eyes,  or  knew  yourfelf  with  your  judgment,  the 
fear  of  your  adventure  would  counfel  you  to  a  mere 
equal  enterprizc.    We  pray  )'oi.(  for  your  own  lake, 
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to  embrace  your  own  fafcty,  and  give  over  this  at- 
tempt. 

Rof.  Do,  young  fir  :  your  reputation  fliall  not 
therefore  be  mify^rircd  :  we  will  make  it  our  fuit  to 
the  duke,  that  the  wrcftling  might  not  go  forward. 

Orla,  1  befeech  you,  punifh  me  not  willi  your 
hard  thoughts  ;  wherein  I  confefs  me  much  guilty, 
to  deny  fo  fair  and  excellent  ladies  any  thing.  But 
IcUyour  fair  eyes,  and  gentle  wifhcs,  go  v/ith  me  to 
trial  :  wherein  if  I  be  foil'd,  there  is  but  one 
(ham'd  that  was  never  gracious;  if  kilPd,  but  one 
dead  that  is  willing  to  be  fo  :  1  flialldo  my  friend'j 
no  wrong,  for  I  have  none  to  lament  me  ;  the 
world  no  injury,  for  in  it  I  have  nothing  ;  only  in 
the  world  I  fill  up  a  place,  which  may  be  better 
fupplied  when  I  have  made  it  empty. 

Rqf.  The  little  flrength  that  I  have,  I  would  it 
vvcre  with  you  ! 

CcL  And  mine  to  eke  out  hers. 

Rof,  Fare  you  well.  Pray  heaven  1  be  dcceiv'd 
in  you  ! 

CeL  Your  heart's  defires  be  with  you  ! 

Cha,  Come,  where  is  this  young  gallant,  that  is  fo 
defirous  to  lie  with  his  mother-earth  ? 

Orla,  Ready,  fir  ;  but  his  will  hath  in  it  a  more 
modefl;  working. 

Duke,  You  (hall  try  but  one  fall. 

C/ia,  No,  I  warrant  your  grace;  you  fhall  not  en- 
treat him  to  a  fecond,  that  have  fo  mightily  perfuaded 
him  from  a  firft:. 

Orla,  You  mean  to  mock  mc  after;  you  fliould 
not  have  mocked  me  before :  but  come  your  ways. 

Rof,  Now,  Hercules  be  thy  fpeed,  young  man  ! 

Cel,  I  would  I  were  invifible,  to  catch  the  flrong 
fellow  by  the  leg  !  [_Thejf  Z'jrefti\ 

Rof  O  excellent  young  man  ! 

Cel,  If  I  had  a  thunderbolt  in  mine  eve,  I  can 
tell  v/ho  fliould  down.  \ Shout, 
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Duke,  No  more,  no  more.       [Charles  is  thr own. 
Orla.  Yes,  I  befeech  your  grace  \  I  am  not  yet 
well  breathed. 

JHke.  How  dofl:  thou,  Charles? 
Lt  Beau.  He  cannot  fpeak,  my  lord. 
Duke,  Bear  him  avvaj .    What  is  thy  name,  young 
man. 

Orla,  Orlando,  my  liege;  the  youngeft  fon  of  fir 
Rowland  de  Boys. 

Duke.  I  w^ouldft,  thou  hadfl  been  fon  to  fome  man 
elfe. 

The  w^erld  efteem'd  thy  father  honourable, 

Hut  I  did  find  him  dill  mine  enemy  : 

Thou  ftiouldft  have  better  pleas'd  me  with  this  deed, 

}  ladft  thou  defcended  from  another  houfe. 

But  fare  thee  well ;  thou  art  a  gallant  youth; 

J  would,  thou  hadll  told  me  of  another  father. 

^Exit  Duke,  with  his  train. 
Manent  Celt  a  ^  Rofalind  and  Orlando. 
CeL  Were  1  my  father,  coz,  would  I  do  this  ? 
Orla.  I  am  more  proud  to  be  fir  Rowland*s  fon, 
His  youngeft  fon  ; — and  w^ould  not  change  that  cal- 
ling, 

To  be  adopted  heir  to  Frederic. 

Rof.  My  father  lov'd  fir  Rowland  as  his  foul, 
And  all  the  w^orld  wcs  of  my  father's  mind : 
Had  I  before  known  this  young  man  his  fon, 
I  Ihoiild  have  given  him  tears  unto  entreaties, 
Ere  he  fliould  thus  have  ventur'd. 

Cd.  Gentle  coufin, 
Let  us  go  thank  him,  and  encourage  him : 
My  father's  rough  and  envious  difpofition 
Sticks  me  at  heart. — Sir,  you  have  well  deferv*d  : 
If  yoa  do  keep  your  promifcs  in  love, 
But  juftly  as  you  have  exceeded  all  promife. 
Your  miilrefs  Oiall  be  happy. 

R'f,  Gentleman, 

[  G  iv  i7ig  h  im  a  chain  from  her  nc  d . 
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Wear  this  for  me ;  one  out  of  fuits  with  fortune  ; 
That  could  give  more,  but  that  her  hand  lacks  means. 
Shall  we  go,  coz  ? 

Cel.  Ay: — Fare  you  well,  fair  gentleman. 

Orla.  Can  I  not  lay,  I  lhank  you  ?  My  better 
parts 

Arc  all  thrown  down  :  and  that  which  here  fhrinds  up 
Is  but  a  quintaine,  a  mere  lifelefs  block. 

Rof,  He  calls  us  back  :  My  pride  fell  with  my 
fortunes : 

111  afk  him  what  he  would: — Did  you  call,  fir? — 
Sir,  you  have  wrefLlcd  well,  and  overthrown 
More  than  your  enemies.  ^^^^ 
Cel,  Will  you  go,  coz  ?^^iPi 

Rof,  Have  with  you  : — Fare  you  well. 

\  Exeunt  Rofalind  and  C9tk, 
Orl'i,  What  pafTion  hangs  thefc  wdf^hts  upon  my 
ton;Tuc  ? 

I  c:<:i\not  ipeak  to  her,  yet  flie  urg'd  conference. 

Enter  I.c  Beau, 
O  poor  OrhniQo!  tliou  art  overthrown  :    .  4« 
Or  Charles,  or  fomething  weaker,  mafters  th.:e. 

Le  Beau.  Good  fir,  I  do  in  frieij^fhip  couniel  ycu 
To  leave  this  place  :  Albeit  you  have  dcferv'd 
Higli  commendation,  true  applaufe.  and  love; 
Vet  fuch  is  now  the  duke's  condition, 
That  he  mifconftrues  all  thut  yoi^  fiavc'donr\ 
The  duke  is  humourous;  whafhe  is,  indeed. 
More  fuits  you  to  conceive,  than  mc  to  fpcak  of. 

Orld.  I  thank  you,  fir;  and  pray  yc^u,  tcii  mc 
tiiis  : 

Which  of  the  two  W'js  daughter  of  the  duke 
That  here  was  at  the  wreflling  P 

J.e  Beau,  Neither  hi^  daug!i:er.*  if  we  judge  by 
manners  ; 
But  yet,  indeed,  the  fhortcr  is  his  dslij 
The  other  is  daughter  to  the  banifh'd 
And  lierc  dctuirrd  by  her  ufiirpin.o;  uncJ^ 
Ke  2 
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To  keep  his  ^laughter  company  :  whofe  loves 

Are  clearer  lhan  the  natural  bond  of  fiflers. 

But  I  can  tell  you.  that  of  late  this  duke 

Hath  ta'en  difpleafure  'gainft  his  gentle  niece  ; 

Grounded  upon  no  other  argument, 

But  that  the  people  praife  her  for  her  virtues, 

And  pity  her  for  her  good  father's  fake  : 

And,  on  my  life,  his  malice  'gainft  the  lady 

Will  fuddenly  break  forth. — Sir,  fare  you  well ! 

liercafter,  in  a  better  world  than  this, 

1  fiirill  defire  more  love  and  knowledge  of  you. 

Or  la,  I  reft  much^y^ain  to  you  :  fare  you  well ! 
Thus  muft  I  from  tliPffBke  into  the  fmother  ; 
From  tyrant  duke,  ufito  a  tyrant  brother  : — 
BlB^eavenlv  Rofalind !  [Exit. 

SCENE  III. 
An  apartment  in  the  Palace, 
Enter  Ctlia  and  Rofalind, 

CcL'  Why,  coufin  ;  why,  Rofalind ; — Cupid 
have  mercy  I — NiQ^t  a  word  ? 

Rof,  Not  one  to  throw  at  a  dog. 

Cel.  No,  thy  words  are  too  precious  to  be  caft 
away  upon  curs,  throw  fome  of  them  at  me  ;  come, 
lame  m^  with  reafojis. 

Rof,  Then  there  were  two  coufms  laid  up  ;  when 
the  one  fnould  be  lam'd  with  reafons,  and  the  other 
mad  without  any. 

Cel.  But  is  all  this  for  your  father  ? 

Rof,  No,  fome  of  it  is  for  my  child's  father: 
Oh,  how  full  of  briars  is  this  working-day  world  ! 

Cel.  They  are -but  burs,  coufm,  thrown  upon 
thee  in  holiday>foolery  ;  if  we  walk  not  in  the  trod- 
den paths,  (Mit  very  petticoats  will  catch  them. 

Rof,  I  Ipald  fliake  them  off  my  coat ;  thefe  burs 
are  in  my  neart. 


Aa  I. 


AS  YOU  LIKZ  IT, 


343 


Cel»  Hem  them  away. 

Rof,  I  would  try  ;  if  I  could  cry,  hem,  and 
have  him. 

Cel.  Come,  come,  wrefllc  with  thy  afFeftions. 
Rof.  O,  they  take  the  part  of  a  better  wreftler 
than  myfelf. 

Cel.  O,  a  good  wifli  upon  you  !  you  will  try 
in  time,  in  defpight  of  a  fall. — But,  turning  thefc 
jefts  out  of  fervice,  let  us  talk  in  good  earnefl :  Is 
it  poffible  on  fuch  a  fudden  you  fhould  fall  into  fo 
flrong  a  liking  with  old  fir  Rowland's  youngefl:  fon  ? 
Rof.  The  duke  my  father  lov'd  his  father  dearly. 
Cel.  Doth  it  therefore  enfue,  that  you  fhould  love 
his  fon  dearly?  By  this  kind  of  chafe,  I  fhould  hate 
him,  for  my  father  hated  his  father  dearly :  yet  I 
hate  not  Orlando. 

Ro/.  No,  faith,  hate  him  not,  for  my  fake, 
Ce^.Why  fhould  I  not  ?  doth  he  not  deferve  well  ?, 

Fnter  Duke^  with  lords. 
Rof.  Let  me  love  him  for  that  ;  and  do  you  love 
him,  becaufe  I  do  : — Look,  here  comes  the  duke. 
Cel.  With  his  eyes  full  of  anger. 
Duke.  Miftrefs,  dilpatch  you  vv^ithyour  fafefthafte. 
And  get  you  from  our  court. 
Rof  Me,  uncle  ? 
Duke.  You,  coufin. 
Within  thefe  ten  days  if  that  thou  be'ft  found 
So  near  our  public  court  as  twenty  miles, 
Thou  died  for  it. 

Rof  I  do  bcfeech  your  grace. 
Let  me  the  knowledge  of  my  fault  bear  with  me  : 
If  with  myfelf  I  hold  intelligence. 
Or  have  acquaintance  with  my  own  defires; 
If  that  1  do  not  dream,  or  be  not  frantic, 
(As  I  do  truft,  1  am  not)  then,  dear  uncle. 
Never,  fo  much  as  in  a  thought  unborn, 
Did  I  offend  your  highnefs. 
Duke,  Thus  do  all  traitors  ; 
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If  their  purgation  did  confifh  in  words, 
They  are  as  innocent  as  grace  itfelf : — 
Let  it  fufiice  thee,  that  I  tiuft  thee  not. 

Rof,  Yet  your  miftruft  cannot  make  me  a  traitor  : 
Tell  me,  whereon  the  likelihood  depends. 

Duke.  Thou  art  thy  father's  daughter,  there's 
enough. 

Rof,  So  was  I  when  your  highnefs  took  his  duke- 
dom ; 

So  was  I,  when  your  highnefs  banifli'd  hi:ii : 
Trcpfon  is  not  inherited,  my  lord  ; 
Or.  if  we  did  derive  it  from  our  friends, 
Wliat's  that  to  me  ?  my  father  was  no  traitor  : 
Then,  good  m.y  liege,  miftak'e  me  not  fo  much, 
To  think  my  poverty  is  treacherous. 

Cel,  Dear  fovereign,  hear  me  fpeak. 

Duke,  Ay,  Celia  ;  we  but  ftay'd  her  for  your  fake, 
Elfe  had  fhe  with  her  father  ranged  along. 

CeL  I  did  not  then  entreat  to  have  her  flay, 
It  was  your  pleafure.  and  your  own  remorfe ; 
I  was  too  young  that  time  to  value  her, 
But  now  1  know  her :  if  fhe  be  a  traitor, 
Why,  fo  am  I :  we  ftill  have  flcpt  together, 
Rofe  at  an  infhant.  learn'd,  play'd,  eat  together  ; 
And  Vv'herefoe'er  v/e  went,  like  Juno's  iwans. 
Still  we  went  coupled,  and  infeparablc. 

Duke,  She  is  too  fubtle  for  thee  :  and  her  fmooth- 
nefs. 

Her  very  filence,  and  her  patience, 
Speak  to  the  people,  and  they  pity  her. 
Thou  art  a  fool :  fhe  robs  thee  cf  thy  name  ; 
A.nd  thou  wilt  fhow  mere  bright,  and  feem  more 
virtuous. 

When  fhe  is  gone  :  then  open  not  tliy  lips  ; 
Firm  and  irrevocable  is  m.y  doom 
Which  I  have  pafL  upon  her  i  fne  is  banifh'd. 
CeL  Pronounce  that  feutcnte  ihen  on  inc,  my 
liege  ; 
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I  cannot  live  out  of  her  company. 

Duke.  You  are  a  fool ; — You,   niece,  provide 
yourfelf ; 

If  you  out-ftay  the  time,  upon  mine  honour. 
And  in  the  grcatnefs  of  my  word,  you  die. 

[Extunt  Dukcy 

Cel.  O  my  poor  Rofalind  !  whither  wilt  thou  go  ? 
Wilt  thou  change  fathers?  I  will  give  thee  minc.^ 
I  charge  thee,  be  not  thou  more  gricv'd  than  I  am, 

Rof,  I  have  more  caufe. 

CeL  Thou  haft  not  5  ecu  (in  ; 
Pr'ythee,  be  cheerful :  know'ft  thou  not,  the  duke 
Hath  banifh*d  me  his  daughter  ? 

Rof,  That  he  hath  not. 

CeL  No  ?  hath  not  ?  Rofalind  lacks  then  the  love 
Which  teachcih  thee  that  thou  and  I  am  one  : 
Shall  we  be  funder'd  ?  fhall  we  part,  fweet  girl  ? 
No  ;  let  my  father  feek  another  heir. 
Therefore  devife  with  me,  how  we  may  fly, 
Whither  to  go,  and  what  to  bear  with  us : 
And  do  not  feck  to  take  your  change  upon  you. 
To  bear  your  griefs  yourlelf,  and  leave  me  out ; 
For,  by  this  heaven,  now  at  our  forrows  pale, 
Say  what  thou  canft,  I'll  go  along  with  thee. 

Rof,  Why,  whither  fliall  we  go  ? 

C eL  To  feek  my  uncle  in  the  foneft  of  Arden. 

Rof.  Alas,  what  danger  will  it  be  to  us, 
Maids  as  we  are,  to  travel  forth  fo  far  ! 
Beauty  provoketh  thieves  fooner  than  gold. 

CcL  I'll  put  myfelf  in  poor  and  mean  attire. 
And  with  a  kind  of  umber  fmirch  my  face  ; 
The  like  do  you  ;  fo  fhall  we  pafs  along, 
And  never  flir  alfailants. 

Rof.  Were  it  not  better, 
Becaufe  that  I  am  more  tlian  common  tall, 
That  I  did  fuit  me  all  points  like  a  man  ? 
A  gallant  curtle-ax  upon  my  thigli, 
A  boar-fpcar  in  my  hand ;  and  (in  my  heart 
Lie  there  whut  hidden  woman's  fear  there  will) 
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We'll  have  a  fwafhing  and  a  martial  outfide ; 
As  many  other  mannifh  cowards  have, 
That  do  outface  it  with  their  femblances, 

Cd,  What  fhall  I  call  thee,  when  thou  art  a  man? 

Rof,  I'll  have  no  worfe  a  name  than  Jove's  own 
page  ; 

And  therefore  look  you  call  me,  Ganimed, 
But  what  will  you  be  call'd  ? 

CeL  Something  that  hath  a  reference  to  my  flale ; 
No  longer  Celia,  but  Aliena. 

Rof,  But,  coufin,  what  if  we  affay'd  to  fteal 
The  clownifh  fool  out  of  your  father's  court  ? 
Would  he  not  be  a  comfort  to  our  travel  ? 

CcL  He'll  go  along  o'er  the  wide  world  with  me; 
Leave  me  alone  to  woo  him  :  Let's  away. 
And  get  our  jewels  and  our  wealth  together : 
Devife  the  htted  time,  and  fafefh  way 
To  hide  us  from  puriuit  that  will  be  made 
After  my  flight :  Now  go  we  in  content ; 
To  liberty,  and  not  to  banifhment,  [^Exeunt. 


A  C  T    IL      S  C  E  N  E  L 


The  Forcjl  oj  Arden, 

Enter  Duke  Senior^  Amiais,  and  itoo  or  three  Lords 
like  Forcjlers, 

Duke  Sen,  "^TOW,  my  co-males,  and  brothers  in 

■L\  exile, 
Kath  not  old  cuftom  made  this  life  more  fweet 
71-ian  that  of  painted  pomp  ?  Are  not  thefe  woods 
More  free  from  peril  than  the  envious  court  ? 
H.ere  feel  we  but  the  penalty  of  Adam, 
llie  fcalons'  difference  :  as  the  icv  fang. 
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And  churlifh  chiding  of  the  winter's  wind; 
Which  when  it  bites  and  blows  upon  my  body 
Even  'till  I  fhrink  with  cold,  I  fmile,  and  fay, — 
This  is  no  flattery  :  thefe  arc  counfellors 
That  feelingly  pcrfuadc  me  what  I  am. 
Sweet  arc  the  ufes  of  adverfity  ; 
Which,  like  the  toad,  ugly  and  vcnemous, 
Wears  yet  a  precious  jewel  in  his  head  : 
And  this  our  life,  exempt  from  public  haunt, 
Poinds  tongues  in  trees,  books  in  the  running  brooks. 
Sermons  in  ftones,  and  good  in  every  thing. 

Ami,   1  would  not  change  it  :  Happy  is  your 
grace, 

That  can  tranflate  the  flubbornnefs  of  fortune 
Into  fo  quiet  and  fo  Iweet  a  ftile. 

Duke  Sen.  Come,  fhall  we  go  and  kill  us  venifon  ? 
And  yet  it  irks  me,  the  poor  dappled  fools, 
Being  native  burghers  of  this  defert  city, 
Should,  in  their  own  confines,  with  forked  heads 
Have  their  round  haunches  gor'd. 

1  ,Lord.  Indeed,  my  lord. 
The  melancholy  Jaques  grieves  at  that  ; 
And,  in  that  kind,  fwears  you  do  more  ufurp 
Than  doth  your  brother  that  hath  banifh'd  you. 
To-day  my  lord  of  Amiens,  and  myfelf, 
Did  fteal  behind  him,  as  he  lay  along 
Under  an  oak,  whofe  antique  root  peeps  out 
Upon  the  brook  that  brawls  along  this  wood  : 
To  the  which  place  a  poor  fcqucflcrcd  ffcag. 
That  from  the  hunters'  aim  had  ta'en  a  hurt, 
Did  come  to  languifh  :  and,  indeed,  my  lord, 
The  wretched  animal  heav'd  forth  fuch  groans, 
That  their  difcharge  did  flrctch  his  leatliern  coat 
Almoft  to  burfting  ;  and  the  big  round  tears 
Cours'd  one  another  down  his  innocent  nofc 
In  piteous  ch.ifc  :  and  thus  the  hairy  fool, 
Much  marked  of  tlie  melancholy  Jaques, 
Stood  on  the  extrcmcft  verge  of  t]\c  fwift  brook, 
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Augmenting  it  with  tears.  • 

Duke  Sen,  But  what  faid  Jaques  ? 
Did  he  not  moralize  this  fpeftacle  ? 

1  Lord,  O,  yes,  into  a  thoufand  fimilies. 
Firft,  for  his  weeping  in  the  needlefs  ftream; 

Poor  deer,"  quoth  be,  "  thou  mak'ft  a  teftament 
"  As  worldlings  do,  giving  thy  fum  of  more 
"  To  that  which  had  too  much:"  Then  being  alone. 
Left  andabandon'd  of  his  velvet  friends; 
"  *Tis  right,"  quoth  he  ;     thusmifery  doth  part 

The  flux  of  company  :"  Anon  a  carclcls  herd? 
Full  of  the  pafture,  jumps  along  by  him, 
And  never  flays  to  greet  him  :  "  Ay."  quoth  Jaques, 
"  Sweep  on,  you  fat  and  greafy  citizens  ; 
"  'Tis  jufl  the  fafhion  :  Wherefore  do  you  look 
^'  Upon  that  poor  and  broken  bankrupt  there  ?" 
Thus  moft  inveftively  he  pierceth  through 
The  body  of  the  country,  city,  court, 
Yea,  and  of  this  our  life  ;  fwearing,  that  we 
Are  mere  ufurpers,  tyrants,  and  what's  worie, 
To  fright  the  animals,  and  to  kill  them  up, 
In  their  alTign'd  and  native  dwelling-place. 

Duke  Sen,  And  did  you  leave  him  in  this  con- 
templation ? 

2  Lord,  We  did,  my  lord,  weeping  and  com- 
menting 
Upon  the  fobbing  deer. 

Duke  Sen,  Show  me  the  place  : 
I  love  to  cope  him  in  ihefe  fallen  fits, 
For  then  he's  full  of  matter. 

2  Lord,  I'll  bring  you  to  him  flraight.  \^Exeunt, 

SCENE  II. 
•  The  Palace, 
Enter  Duke  Frederic  zinih  Lords, 
Duke,  Can  it  be  pciTible,  that  no  man  faw  them  ? 
It  cannot  be  :  fome  villains  of  my  court 
^  Are  of  confent  and  fufxcrance  in  this. 
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1  Lord,  I  cannot  hear  of  any  that  did  fee  her. 
The  ladies,  her  attendants  of  her  chamhcr, 
Saw  her  a-bed  ;  and,  in  the  morning  early, 
They  found  the  bed  untreafur'd  of  their  miflrefs. 

2  Lord,  My  lord,  the  roynifh  clown,  at  whom 

fo  oft 

Your  grace  was  wont  to  laugh,  is  alfo  miffing, 

Hefperia,  the  princefs'  gentlewoman, 

Confeffes,  that  flie  fecrctly  o'erhcard 

Your  daughter  and  her  coulin  much  commend 

The  parts  and  graces  of  the  wreftler 

That  did  but  lately  foil  the  fmewy  Charles; 

And  (he  believes,  wherever  they  are  gone. 

That  youth  is  furely  in  their  company. 

Duke,  Send  to  his  brother  ;  fetch  that  gall:i-it 
hither  ; 

If  he  be  abfent,  bring  his  brother  to  me,' 

Pll  make  him  find  him  :  do  this  fuddenly  ; 

A^id  let  not  fearch  and  inquihtion  quail 

To  bring  again  thefc  fooliih  runav/ays.       \ Exeunt, 

SCENE  III. 
Oliver^s  Houfe, 
Enter  Orlando  and  Adam. 
Orla,  Who's  there  ? 

Adam,    Wliat  !    my  young  mafter  ? — Oh,  my 
gentle  mafter, 
Oh,  my  fweet  muler,  O  you  memory 
Of  old  hr  Rowland  !  why,  what  make  vou  here  ? 
Why  are  you  virtuous  ?  why  do  people  love  you  ? 
And  wherefore  are  you  gentle,  ftrong,  and  valiant  ? 
Why  woidd  you  be  fo  fond  to  overcome 
The  bony  prifer  of  the  humorous  duke  ? 
Your  praife  is  come  too  fwiftly  home  before  you. 
Know  you  not,  maftcr,  to  fome  kind  of  men, 
Their  graces  ferve  them  but  as  enemies  ? 
No  more  do  yours  ;  your  virtues,  gentle  mafter, 

Vo^  II.  '  F  f 
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Are  fan6lified  and  holy  traitors  to  you. 

Oh,  what  a  world  is  tliis,  when  what  is  comely 

Envenoins  him  that  bears  it  ! 

Orla,  Why,  Vv^hat's  the  matter  ? 

Adam,  O  unhappy  youth, 
Come  not  within  thefe  doors  ;  within  this  roof 
The  enemy  of  all  your  graces  lives  : 
Your  brother — (no,  no  brother;  yet  the  fon — 
Yet  not  the  fon  ; — -1  will  not  call  him  fon — 
Of  him  I  was  about  to  call  his  father) 
Hath  heard  your  praiics;  and  this  night  he  means 
To  burn  the  lodging  where  you  ufe  to  lie, 
And  you  within  it :  if  he  fail  of  that, 
He  will  have  other  m.eans  to  cut  you  off : 
I  overheard  him,  and  his  praftices, 
Tliis  is  no  place,  this  houfe  is  but  a  butchery  ; 
Abhor  it,  fear  it,  do  not  enter  it. 

Orla,  \\  hy,  whither,  Adam,  would'fl  thou  have 
me  go  ? 

Adam,  No  matter  whither,  fo  you  come  not  here. 
Orla.  Vvhnt,  wouldft  thou  have  m.e  go  and  beg 

my  food  ? 

Or,  with  abafe  and  boifhcrous  fword,  enforce 
A  thievifh  living  on  the  common  road  ! 
This  I  m.uftdo,  or  know  not  what  to  do  : 
Yet  this,  I  will  not  do,  do  how  I  can  ; 
I  rather  v/ill  fubjcft  me  to  the  malice 
Of  a  diverted  blood,  and  bloody  brother. 

Adam,   But  do  not  fo  :   1  have  five  hundred 
crov/ns. 

The  thrifty  hire  I  fav'd  under  your  father, 
Which  I  did  ftore,  to  be  my  fofter-nurfe. 
When  iervice  fbiould  in  my  old  limbs  lie  lamiC, 
And  unregarded  age  in  corners  thrown  ; 
Take  that :  and  He  that  doth  the  ravens  feed. 
Yea,  providentially  caters  for  the  fparrow, 
Ee  comfort  to  my  age  !  Here  is  the  gold  ; 
All  this  I  give  you  :  Let  me  be  your  fervant  ; 
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Though  I  U^ok  old,  yet  I  am  firong  and  lufhy  : 
For  in  my  youth  I  never  did  apply 
Hot  and  rebellious  liquors  in  my  blood  ; 
Nor  did  not  with  unbafiiful  forehead  woo 
The  means  of  weakncfs  and  debility  ; 
Therefore  my  age  is  as  a  lufty  winter, 
Frofly,  but  kindly  ;  let  me  go  with  you  ; 
I'll  do  the  fervice  of  a  younger  man 
In  all  your  bufmefs  and  necefiities. 

Or  la.  Oh  good  old  man  !  how  well  in  tlicc  ap- 
pears 

The  conftant  fervice  of  the  antique  world. 
When  fervice  fweat  for  d.Aty,  not  for  meed  ! 
Thou  art  not  for  the  fafhion  of  thefe  times, 
Where  none  will  fv/eat  but  for  promotion  ; 
And  having  that,  do  choak  their  fervice  up 
Even  with  the  having  ;  it  is  not  fo  with  thee. 
But,  poor  old  man,  thou  prun'ft  a  rotten  tree, 
That  cannot  fo  much  as  a  blofTom  yield, 
In  lieu  of  all  thy  pains  andhufbandry  : 
But  come  thy  ways,  we'll  go  along  together; 
And  ere  we  have  thy  youthful  wages  fpent. 
We'll  light  upon  fome  fettled  low  content. 

Adam.  Mafter,  go  on  ;  and  I  will  follow  thee, 
To  the  lafh  gafp  with  truth  and  loyalty. — : — 
From  feventeen  years  till  now  almoil:  fourfcore 
Here  lived  I,  but  now  live  here  no  more. 
At  feventeen  years  miany  their  fortunes  feek  ) 
But  at  fourfcore,  it  is  too  late  a  week  : 
Yet  fortune  cannot  recompenfe  me  better, 
Than  to  die  well,  and  not  my  mafter's  debtor. 

SCENE  IV. 

The  Forefl  of  Ardcn, 
Enter  Rofalind  in  boy's  clothes  for  Ganiyned ;  Celi.i 
drcfi  like  a  fiepherdefs  for  Aliena  ;  and  Touchflon^ 
the  Clown, 

Rof  O  Jupiter  !  how  wcarv  arc  my  fpirits  ! 
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Clo»  I  care  not  for  rny  rpirits,  if  my  legs  were 
not  weary. 

Rof,  I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  difgrace  my 
man's  apparel,  and  cry  like  a  woman:  but  I  muft 
comfort  the  weaker  velTel,  as  doublet  and  hofc  ought 
to  Hiow  itfelf  courageous  to  petticoat;  therefore, 
courage,  good  Aliena. 

CeL  I  pray  you,  bear  with  me  ;  I  can  go  no 
further. 

Clo.  For  my  part.  I  had  rather  bear  with  you, 
than  bear  you  :  yet  I  fliould  bear  no  crofs,  if  I  did 
bear  you  ;  for,  I  think  you  have  no  money  in  your 
piirfe. 

llof.  Well,  this  is  the  fored  of  Arden. 

Clo,  Ay,  now  am  I  in  Arden :  the  m^ore  fool  I  ; 
when  I  was  at  home,  1  was  in  a  better  place:  but 
travellers  muft  be  content. 

Rof,  Ay,  be  fo,  good  Touchflone  : — Look  you, 
v/ho  comxs  here  ?  a  voungman,  and  an  old,  in  folemn 
talk. 

Enter  Coriii  and  Silvius. 

Cor,  That  is  the  way  to  make  her  fcorn  you  ftill. 
SiL  O  Corin,  that  thou  knew'fl  hov/  I  do  love 
lier  !  ' 

Cor,  1  partly  gucfs  :  for  I  liave  lov'd  ere  now. 

SiL  No,  Corin,  being  old,  thou  canft  not  guefs ; 
Tliough  in  thy  youth  thou  v/afl:  as  trvic  a  lover. 
As  ever  figh'd  upon  a  midnight  pillow  ; 
But  if  thy  love  v/ere  ever  like  to  mine, 
(As  fure  I  think  did  never  man  love  fo) 
Hew  m.rny  aftions  mofl  ridiculous 
riaPc  thou  been  drawn  toby  tlry  fantafy  ? 

Cor,  Into  a  thoufand  that  I  have  forgotten. 

SiL  O,  thou  didft  then  ne'er  love  fo  heartily  ; 
If  tliou  remem.ber'ft  not  the  flightefh  folly 
l>xat  ever  love  did  make  thee  run  into. 
Thou  liaft  not  lov'd  : 
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Or  if  thou  haft  not  fat  as  I  do  now 
Wearying  thy  hearer  in  thy  miflrcfs'  praifc, 
Thou  had  not  hw'd ; 

Or  if  thou  haft  not  broke  from  company, 

Abruptly,  as  my  paflion  now  makes  me, 

Thou  haft  not  lov'd  :— O  Phebe,  Phebe,  Phcbe  ! 

I  Exit  Silvius, 

Rof.  Abs,  poor  fhepherd!  fcarclung  of  thy  wound, 
I  have  by  hard  adventure  found  mine  own. 

Clo,  And  I  mine  :  I  remember,  when  I  was  in 
love,  I  broke  my  fword  upon  a  ftone,  and  bid  him 
take  that  for  coming  o'  nights  to  Jane  Smile  :  and 
I  remember  the  kifting  of  her  bnttlet,  and  the  cow's 
dugs  that  her  pretty  chopped  hands  had  milk'd  :  and 
I  remember  the  wooing  of  a  peafcod  inftead  of  her  ; 
from  whom  I  took  two  cods,  and,  giving  her  them 
again,  faid  with  weeping  tears,  Wear  thefe for  my  fake. 
We,  that  are  true  lovers,  run  into  ftrange  capers  ; 
but  as  all  is  mortal  in  nature,  fo  is  all  nature  in  lovo 
mortal  in  folly. 

Rqf,  Thou  fpeak'ft  wifer,  than  thou  art  'ware  of. 

CLo,  Nay,  I  fhall  ne'er  be  aware  of  mine  own  wit, 
till  I  break  my  fhins  againft  it. 

Rof,  Jove  !  Jove  !  this  fnepherd's  palTion  is  much 
upon  my  fafhion, 

Clo,  And  mine  ;  but  it  grows  fomcthing  ftale  with 
me. 

CeL  I  pray  you,  one  of  you  queftion  yon  man, 
If  he  for  gold  will  give  us  any  food  ; 
I  faint  almoft  to  death. 

Clo,  Holla  ;  you,  clown  ! 

Rof.  Peace,  fool  ;  he's  not  thy  kiniman. 

Cor.  Who  calls  ? 

Clo.  Your  betters,  fir. 

Cor.  Elie  they  are  very  wretched. 

R)f.  Peace,  I  fay  : — Good  even  to  you,  friend. 

Cor.  And  to  you.  gentle  fir,  and  to  you  all. 
Ff  2 
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Rof.  I  pr'ythee,  fliepherd,  if  that  love,  or  gold, 
Can  in  this  defert  place  buy  entertainment. 
Bring  us  where  we  may  reft  ourfelves,  and  feed : 
Here's  a  young  maid  with  travel  much  opprefs'd. 
And  faints  for  fuccour. 

Cor,  Fair  ftr,  I  pity  her, 
And  wifh  for  her  fake,  more  than  for  mine  own, 
My  fortunes  were  more  able  to  relieve  her  : 
But  I  am  fhepherd  to  another  man, 
And  do  not  fheer  the  fleeces  that  I  graze ; 
My  mafter  is  of  churlifh  difpofition. 
And  little  recks  to  find  the  way  to  heaven 
By  doing  deeds  of  hofpitality  : 
Befides,  his  cote,  his  flocks,  and  bounds  of  feed 
Are  now  on  fale ;  and  at  our  fheep-cote  now, 
By  reafon  of  his  abience,  there  is  nothing 
That  you  will  feed  on  ;  but  what  is,  come  fee, 
And  in  m.y  voice  moft  welcome  fhall  you  be. 

Rof,  What  is  he,  that  fhall  buy  his  flock  and 
pafture  ? 

Cor.  That  young  fwain,  that  you  faw  here  but 
erewhile. 

That  little  cares  for  buying  any  thing. 

Rof,  I  pray  thee,  if  it  ftand  with  honeftv, 
Buy  thou  the  cottage,  pafture,  and  the  flock, 
And  thou  fhalt  have  to  pay  for  it  of  us. 

Cel,  A.nd  we  will  mend  thy  wages  :  I  likethis  place, 
And  willingly  could  wafte  my  tim.e  in  it. 

Car,  Afturedly,  the  thing  is  to  be  fold  : 
Go  with  mej  if  you  like,  upon  report. 
The  foil,  the  profit,  2nd  this  kind  of  life, 
1  will  your  very  faithful  feeder  be,  ^ 
And  buy  it  v/ith  your  gold  right  fuddenly.  \_Ex.cunt^ 


Aa  II. 


AS   YOU   LIKE  IT. 


S  C  E  N  E  V. 

Enter  Amiens,  jfaques,  and  others, 

SONG. 

..Ami.     Under  the  greenwood  tree, 
Who  loves  to  lie  with  me, 
yHd  tune  his  merry  note 
Unto  the  fweet  bird' s  ' throat. 
Come  hither^  come  hither,  come  hither ; 
Here  JJiall  he  fee 
No  enemy. 
But  winter  and  rough  weather, 
Jaq,  More,  more,  1  pr*ythee,  more. 
Ami,   It  will  make  you  melancholyj  monfieur 
Jaques. 

Jaq,  I  thnnk  it.  More,  I  pr'ythee,  more.  I  can 
fuck  melancholy  out  of  a  fong,  as  a  weazcl  fucks  eggs : 
More,  I  pr'ythee,  more. 

Ami,  My  voice  is  rugged  ;  I  know  I  cannot  pleafe 
you. 

Jaq,  I  do  not  defire  you  to  pleafe  me,  I  do  defire 
you  to  fmg  :  Come,  more;  another  ftanza  ;  Call  you 
'em  ftanzas  ? 

Arn.i.  What  you  will,  monfieur  Jaques. 

Jaq.  Nay,  I  care  not  for  their  names;  they  owe 
me  nothing  :  \Vill  you  fmg? 

Ami,  More  at  your  rcqueft,  than  to  pleafe  myfelf. 

Jaq,  Well  then,  if  ever  I  thank  any  man,  I'll 
thank  you:  but  that  they  call  compliment,  is  like 
the  encounter  of  two  dog-apes  ;  and  when  a  man 
thanks  me  heartily,  methinks,  I  have  given  him  a 
penny,  and  he  renders  me  the  beggarly  thanks. 
Come,  fmg  :  and  you  that  will  not,  hold  your  tongues. 

Ami,  Well,  I'll  end  the  long. —  Sirs,  cover  the 
while  ;  the  duke  will  drink  under  this  tree  : — he 
hath  been  all  this  day  to  look  you, 

Jaq,  And  1  have  been  all  this  day  to  avoid  him, 
lie  is  too  difputable  for  my  company:    I  think  of 
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as  many  matters  as  he ;  but  I  give  heaven  thanks, 
and  make  no  boafi:  of  them.    Come,  warble,  come, 

SONG. 

IVho  doth  ambition  Jhnri^     \_All  together  here. 
And  loves  to  Live  i'the  /un, 
Seeking  the  food  he  eats^ 
j^nd  pleas  d  with  zvhat  he  gets, 
Come  hither,  come  hither,  come  hither; 
Here  f  iall  he  fee 
No  enemy, 
But  winter  ayid  rough  weather, 
Jaq,  I'll  give  you  a  verfe  to  this  note,  that  1 
made  yefterday  in  defplght  of  my  invention. 
Ami.  And  I'll  fing  it. 
Jaq,  Thus  it  goes  ; 

//  it  do  come  to  pafs^ 
That  any  monturn  afs, 
Leaving  his  wealth  and  eafe, 
A  Jiubborn  will  to  pleafe. 
Due  ad  me,  due  ad  me,  due  ad  me  j 
Here  Jhall  he  fee 
Grofs  fools  as  he^ 
An  if  he  will  come  to  me. 
Ami,  What's  that  due  ad  me  ? 
jfaq,  'Tis  a  Greek  invocation,  to  call  fools  into 
a  circle.    I'll  go  fleep  if  I  can  ;  if  I  cannot,  I'lL 
rail  againft  all  the  firft-born  of  Egypt. 

Ami,  And  Pll  go  feek  the  duke ;  his  banquet  is 
prepar'd.  \_Exeunt  fever  ally, 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Orlando  and  Adam, 
Adam.,  Dear  m.after,  I  can  go  no  further  :  O,  I 

die  for  food  !  Here  lie  I  down,  and  rneafare  out  my 

grave.    Farewell,  kind  mafler. 

Orla,  Why,  how  now,  Adam !  no  greater  heart 
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in  thee?  Live  a  little,  comfort  a  little;  cheer  thy- 
felf  a  little  :  If  this  uncouth  forefl  yield  any  thing 
favage,  I  will  either  be  food  for  it,  or  bring  it  for 
food  to  thee.  Thy  conceit  is  nearer  death  than  thy 
powers.  For  my  fake  be  comfortable  ;  hold  death 
a  while  at  the  arm's  end  :  I  will  be  here  with  thee 
prefently  ;  and  if  I  bring  thee  not  fomething  to  eat, 
I'll  give  thee  leave  to  die:  but  if  thou  diefl:  before 
I  come,  thou  art  a  mocker  of  my  labour.  Well  faid  ! 
thou  look'fh  cheer] y  :  and  I'll  be  with  thee  quickly. 
Yet  thou  lieft  in  the  bleak  air:  Come,  I  will  bear 
thee  to  fome  fheltcr  ;  and  tliou  fhajt  not  die  for  lack 
of  a  dinner,  if  there  live  any  thing  in  this  defert. 
Cheeiiy,  good  Adam  !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VII. 

j^ncthcr  part  of  the  Forefi. 
Enter  Duke  Senior  and  Lords,    [ tabk  ftt  out. 
Duke  Sen.  I  think  he  is  transform'd  into  a  beafh  ; 
For  I  can  no  where  find  him  like  a  man. 

1  Lord.  My  lord,  he  is  but  even  now  gone  hence  ; 
Here  was  he  merry,  hearing  of  a  fong. 

Duke  Sen,  If  he,  compact  of  jars,  grow  mufical. 
We  fhall  have  fliortly  difcord  in  the  iphcres : — 
Go  feek  him  ;  tell  him,  I  would  fpeak  with  him. 

Enter  Jaqucs. 

1  Lord.  He  faves  my  labour  by  his  own  approach. 
Duke  Sen.  Why,  how  now,  monficur !  what  a 
life  is  this. 

That  your  poor  friends  mufr  woo  your  company  ? 
What !  you  look  merrily. 

Jaq.  A  fool,  a  fool  ! — I  met  a  fool  i'the  foreft, 
A  motley  fool. — a  mifcrable  world  ! — 
As  I  do  live  by  food,  I  met  a  fool  ;  * 
Who  laid  him  down,  and  balk'd  him  in  t]g(rtFun, 
And  raii'd  on  lady  Fortune  in  good  terms^ 
In  good  let  terms, — and  yet  a  motley  fo^L 
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Good-morrow,  fool,"  quoth  I  :     No  fir,"  quoth 
he, 

*'Call  me  notfool,"  till  heaven  hathfent  me  fortune:" 
And  then  he  drew  a  dial  from  his  poke  ; 
And  looking  on  it  with  lack-lufhre  eye, 
Says,  very  wifely,  "  It  is  ten  o'clock  : 

Thus  may  we  fee,'*  quoth  he,  how  the  world  wags 

'Tis  but  an  hour  ago,  fince  it  was  nine  ; 

And  after  one  hour  more,  'twill  be  eleven 
*'  And  fo,  from  hour  to  hour,  we  ripe,  and  ripe,  ; 

And  then,  from  hour  to  hour,  we  rot,  and  rot, 

And  thereby  hangs  a  tale."  When  I  did  hear 
The  motley  fool  thus  moral  on  the  time, 
My  lungs  began  to  crow  like  chanticleer. 
That  fools  fhould  be  fo  deep  contemplative; 
And  I  dfd  laugh,  fans  intermifTion, 
An  hour  by  his  dial — O  noble  fool  ! 
A  worthy  fool!  Motley's  the  only  wear. 

Duke  Sen,  What  fool  is  this  ? 

Jfciq,  O  v/orthy  fool ! — One  that  hath  been  a  cour- 
tier; ' 

And  fays,  if  ladies  be  but  young,  and  fair, 

They  have  the  gift  to  know  it  :  and  in  his  brain,— 

Which  is  as  dry  as  the  remainder  bifket 

After  a  voyage,- — he  hath  ftrange  places  cramm'd 

Vv^itli  obfervation,  the  which  he  vents 

In  mangled  forms  : — O,  that  I  were  a  fool ! 

I  am  ambitious  for  a  motley  coat. 

Duke  Sen,  Thou  flialt  have  one. 

jaq.  It  is  my  only  fu'it ; 
Provided,  that  you  weed  your  better  judgements 
Of  all  opinion  that  grows  rank  in  them. 
That  I  am  v/ifc.  Imufl:  have  liberty 
A¥ithal,  as  large  a  charter  as  the  wind, 
To  bibw  on  whom  I  pleafe  ;  for  fo  fools  have  : 
AndHlpy  that  are  mod  galled  with  my  folly, 
They  mofl  muft  laugh:  And  why,  (ir,  mud  they  fo  ? 
The  Jf^^Lis, plain  as  way  to  parifh  church  : 
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He,  that  a  fool  doth  very  wifely  hit, 

Doth  very  foolifhly,  although  he  fmart, 

Not  to  feem  fenfelefs  of  the  bob  :  if  not, 

The  wiie  man's  folly  is  anatomiz'd 

Even  by  the  fquandring  glances  of  the  fool. 

Inveft  me  in  my  motley  ;  give  me  leave 

To  fpeak  my  mind,  and  1  v/ill  through  and  through 

Cleanfe  the  foul  body  of  the  infe6led  world. 

If  they  will  patiently  receive  my  medicine. 

Duke  Sen,  Fie  on  thee !  I  can  tell  what  thou 
would'fh  do. 

J^ciq,  What,  for  a  counter,  would  I  do,  but  good  ? 

Duke  Sen,Mo{\.  mifchievous  foul  rin,in  cPiiding  fin: 
For  thou  thyfelf  hafl:  been  a  libertine 
As  fenfual  as  the  brutifh  fling  itfelf ; 
And  all  the  emboffed  fores,  and  headed  evils, 
That  thou  with  licence  of  free  foot  haft  caught, 
Wouldft  thou  difgorge  into  the  general  world. 

J^aq,  Why,  who  cries  out  on  pride, 
That  can  therein  tax  any  private  party  ? 
Doth  it  not  flow  as  hugely  as  the  fea, 
'Till  that  the  very  means  do  ebb  ? 
What  woman  in  the  city  do  I  name, 
When^that  I  fay,  The  city-woman  bears 
The  coft  of  princes  on  unworthy  fhoulders? 
Who  can  come  in,  and  fay,  that  I  mean  her, 
When  fuch  a  one  as  fhe,  fuch  is  her  neighbour  ? 
Or  what  is  he  of  bafefl:  funftion, 
That  feiys,  his  bravery  is  not  on  my  cofl, 
(Thinking  that  I  mean  him)  but  therein  fuits 
His  folly  to  the  metal  of  my  fpeech  ? 
There  then  ;  How  then  ?  What  then  ?  Let  me  fee 
wherein 

My  tongue  hath  wrong'd  him  :  if  it  do  him  right, 
Then  he  hath  wrong'd  himfelf ;  if  he  be  freey* 
Why  then,  my  taxing  like  a  wild  goofc  flies,. 
Unciaim'd  of  any  man. — But  who  comes  here? 
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Enter  Orlando^  with  Jus  fword  drawn. 
Or  1 2,  Forbear,  and  eat  no  more. 
jt^q.  Why  I  have  eat  none  yet. 
Orla,  Nor  fhalt  not,  'till  neceflity  be  ferv'd. 
Jaq,  Of  what  kind  fhould  this  cock  come  of  ? 
Buke  Sen.  Art  thou  thus  boldcn'd,  man,  by  thy 
difhrefs ; 

Or  elfe  a  rude  defpifer  of  good  manners, 
That  in  civility  thou  feem'fh  fo  empty  ? 

Orla.  You  touch'd  my  vein  at  firfl: ;  the  thorny 
point 

Of  bare  diftrefs  hath  ta'en  from  m^e  the  fhew 
Of  fmiooth  civility  :  yet  am  I  in-land  bred, 
And  know  fome  nurture  :  But  forbear,  I  fay  ; 
He  dies,  that  touches  any  of  this  fruit, 
'Till  I  and  my  affairs  areanfwered. 

^aq.  An  you  will  not 
Be  anfwercd  with  rcafon,  I  mufl  die. 

Duke  Sen.  What  would  you  have?  Your  gentle- 
ncfs  fhall  force, 
More  than  your  force  move  us  to  gentlenefs. 

Orla.  I  almofl  die  for  food,  and  let  me  have  it. 

Duke  Sen.  Sit  down  and  feed,  and  welcome  to 
our  table. 

Orla.  Speak  you  fo  gently  ?  Pardon  me  I  pray  you ; 
I  thought,  that  all  things  had  been  favage  here  ; 
And  therefore  put  I  on  the  countenance 
Of  fhern  commandment :  But  whate'er  you  are. 
That  in  this  defert  inaccefhble, 
Under  the  fhade  of  melancholy  boughs, 
Lofe  and  negle6l  the  creeping  hours  of  time; 
If  ever  you  have  look'd  on  hetter  days  ; 
If  ever  been  where  bells  have  knoU'd  to  church  ; 
If  ever  fat  at  any  good  man's  feaft  ; 
If  ever  from  your  eye-lids  wip'd  a  tear, 
And  know  what  'tis  to  pity,  and  be  pitied  ; 
Let  gentlenefs  my  ftrcng  c-nforcement  be  : 
In  the  v/hich  hope,  I  blufh,  and  hide  my  fword. 
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Duke  Sen,  True  is  it,  that  we  have  feenbcttcr  days ; 
And  have  with  holy  bell  been  knoH'd  to  church  ; 
And  Git  at  good  men's  fea (Is  ;  and  wip'dour  eyes 
Of  drops  that  facred  pity  hath  en  gender 'd  : 
And  therefore  fit  you  down  in  gentlenefs, 
And  take  upon  command  v/har  help  v/e  have 
That- to  your  wanting  may  be  mi'nifired. 

Orla,  Then  but  forbear  your  food  a  little  while. 
Whiles,  like  a  doe,  I  go  to  find  my  fawn. 
And  give  it  food.  There  is  an  old  poor  man 
Who  after  me  hath  many  a  wc.ry  Rep 
Limp'd  ill  pure  love;  *Tili  he  be  firft  fufEc'd,— 
Opprefs'd  with  two  weak  evils,  age,  and  hunger, — 
I.  will  not  touch  a  bit, 

Duke  Sen.  Go  find  him  out, 
And  wc  will  nothing  wade  till  your  return. 

Orla,  I  thank  ye:  and  be  blels'd  for  your  good 
comfort!  l^Exit. 

Duke  Sen,  Thou  feeft,  we  are  not  all  alone  un- 
happy : 

This  wide  and  univerfal  theatre 

Prefents  more  woful  pageants  than  the  fcene 

Wherein  we  play  in, 

yaq.  All  the  world's  a  ftage, 
And  all  the  men  and  women  merely  players; 
They  have  their  exits,  and  their  entrances  ; 
And  one  man  in  his  time  plays  many  parts, 
His  a6ls  being  feven  ages.  At  firft,  the  infant, 
Mewling  and  puking  in  the  nurle's  arms: 
And  then,  the  whining  fchool-boy  with  his  fatchel, 
And  fhining  morning  face,  creeping  like  inail 
Unwillingly  to  fchool :  And  then  the  lover  ; 
Sighing  like  furnace,  with  a  woful  ballad 
Made  to  his  miftrels' eyebrow  :  Then,  a  foldier; 
Full  of  ftrange  oaths,  and  bearded  like  the  pard, 
Jealous  in  honour,  fudden  and  quick  in  quarrel, 
Seeking  the  bubble  reputation  % 
Even  in  the  cannon'^  mouth  :  And  then,  thejufticc 
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In  fair  round  belly,  with  good  capon  lin'd. 
With  eyes  fevere,  and  beard  of  formal  cut, 
Full  of  wife  faws  and  modern  inftances. 
And  fo  he  plays  his  part:  The  fixth  age  fhifts 
Into  the  lean  and  flipper'd  pantaloon ; 
With  fpeftacles  on  nofe,  and  pouch  on  fide  ; 
His  youthful  hofe  well  lav'd  a  world  too  wide 
For  his  fhrunk  fhank  ;  and  his  big  manly  voice, 
Turning  again  toward  childifh  treble,  pipes 
And  whiftles  in  his  found  :  Laffc  fcene  of  all^ 
That  ends  this  ftrange  eventful  hiftory. 
Is  fccond  childifhnefs  ,  and  mere  oblivion  ; 
Sans  teeth,  fans  eyes,  fans  tafle,  fans  every  thing. 

Rc-cntcr  Orlando^  with  Adam. 

Luke  Sen.  Welcome:  fet  down  your  venerable 
burden, 
And  let  him  feed, 

Orla.  I  thank  you  mod  for  him. 
Adam,  So  had  you  need, 
I  fcarce  can  fpeak  to  thank  you  for  myfelf. 

Duke  Sen.  Welcome,  fall  to:  I  will  not  trouble 
you 

As  yet,  to  queflion  you  about  your  fortunes  :— 
Give  us  fome  mufic  ;  and,  good  coufin,  fing. 

Amiens Jings. 

SONG. 

Blow,  blow,  thou  winter  wind^ 
Thou  art  not  fo  unkind 

As  man's  ingratitude; 
Thy  tooth  is  not  fo  keen, 
Becaufe  thou  art  not feen, 

Although  thy  breath  be  rude. 
Jleig.h  ho  !  fing,  heigh  ho  !  unto  the  green  holly  ; 
A'lojt  friendfiip  is  feigning,  mojl  loving  mere  folly  : 
Then,  heigh  ho,  ths  holly  ! 
This  lift  is  mofl  jolly. 
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Freeze,  freeze,  thou  bitter Jky^ 
That  dofl  not  bite  Jo  nigh 

As  benefits  forgot : 
Though  thou  the  waters  warp, 
Thy  Jiing  is  not  fo  Jharp 
As  friend  reviember  d  not. 
Heigh  ho  !  fing,  &c. 
Duke  Sen.  If  that  you  were  the  good  fir  Row- 
land's fon, — 
As  you  have  whifpered  faithfully,  you  were  ; 
And  as  mine  eye  doth  his  effigies  witnefs 
Mofh  truly  limn'd  and  living  in  your  face, — 
Be  truly  welcome  hither  :  1  am  the  duke, 
That  lov'd  your  father  :  The  refidue  of  your  forti^nG, 
Go  to  my  cave  and  tell  me. — Good  old  man. 
Thou  art  right  welcome,  as  thy  mailer  is : — 
Support  him  by  the  arm. — Give  me  your  hand. 
And  let  me  all  your  fortunes  underftand,  [^Exeui^t^ 


ACT    III.       SCENE  1. 

The  palace. 
Enter  Duke^  Lords,  and  Oliver. 

Duke.    TVr*OT  fee   him   fince  ?    Sir,    fir,  that 

-L^         cannot  be  : 
But  were  I  not  the  better  part  made  mercv, 
I  fhould  not  feek  an  abfent  argument 
Of  my  revenge,  thou  prefent :  But  look  to  it : 
Find  out  thy  brother,  wherefoe'cr  he  is ; 
Seek  him  with  candle  :  bring  him  dead  or  living, 
Within  this  twelvemonth,  or  turn  thou  no  more 
To  feek  a  living  in  our  territory. 
Thy  lands,  and  all  things  that  thou  doft  call  thine, 
Worth  feizure,  do  wc  feizeinto  our  hands; 
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'Till  thcu  canfl  quit  thee  by  thy  brother's  mouth. 
Of  what  we  think  againfh  thee, 

OH,  Oh  J  that  your  highnefsknew  my  heart  in  this: 
I  never  lov'd  my  brother  in  my  life. 

Duke.  More  villain  thou. — Well,  pufh  him  out 
of  doors; 
And  let  my  officers  of  fuch  a  nature 
Make  an  extent  upon  Kishoufe  and  lands: 
Do  this  expediently,  and  turn  him  going, 

[_E;(eunl, 

SCENE  II. 

The  For  eft. 

Enter  Orlando, 

Orla.  Hang  there,  my  verfe,  in  witnefsofmy  love : 

And  thou,  thrice-crowned  queen  of  night,  furvey 
With  thy  chafte  eye,  from  thy  pale  fphere  above. 

Thy  huntrcfs'  name,  that  my  full  life  doth  fway. 
O  Rofilind!  thefe  trees  fhall  be  my  books, 

And  in  their  barks  my  thoughts  Til  charafter  ; 
'J1i3t  every  eye,  which  in  this  forefb  looks, 

Shall  fee  thy  virtue  witnefs'd  every  where. 
Run.  run,  Orlando,  carve,  on  every  tree, 
'1  he  fair,  the  chafte,  and  uncx  pre  {five  fhe.  \_Exit» 

Enter  Corin  and  Clown, 

Cor,  And  hcv/  like  you  this  fiieph||-d's  life, 
inpftcr  Touch  [bone  ? 

Clo.  Truly,  Pncpherd,  in  rcfpcd  of  itfelf,  it  is  a 
<  ood  life  ;  but  in  refpeQ:  that  ic  is  a  fhephcrd's  life, 
L  is  naught.  In  refped  that  it  is  folitaiy,  I  like  it 
very  v/ell ;  but  in  rci^^cft  that  it  is  private,  it  is  a 
very  vile  life.  Now  in  refpe£l  it  is  in  the  fields,  it 
t  /ieaieth  me  well ;  but  in  refpeft  it  is  not  in  the  court, 
:i  is  tedious.  As  it  is  a  fpare  life,  look  you,  it  fits  my 
h  -  M-  v  eil  ;but  ?s  there  is  no  more  plenty  in  it, 
:'  ,ch  uqiinft  my  ftomach.  Haft  any  philofo- 

phv      ..'ce,  fhepherd? 
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Cor.  No  more,  but  that  I  know,  the  more  one 
fickens,  the  worfe  at  eafe  he  is ;  and  that  he  that 
wants  money,  means,  and  content,  is  without  three 
good  friends  : — That  the  property  of  rain  is  to  wet, 
and  fire  to  burn : — That  good  paflure  makes  fat 
fheep  ;  and  that  a  great  caufe  of  the  night,  is  the  lack 
of  the  fun  :  That  he,  that  hath  learned  no  wit  by 
nature  nor  art,  may  complain  of  good  breeding,  or 
comes  of  a  very  dull  kindred. 

Clo.  Such  a  one  is  a  natural  philofophcr.  Waft 
ever  in  court,  fhephcrd  ? 

Cor,  No,  truly, 

Clo,  Then  thou  art  damn'd. 

Cor.  Nay,  I  hope,  > 

Clo,  Truly,  thou  art  damn'd  ;  like  an  ill  roaftcd 
egg,  all  on  one  fide. 

Cor,  For  not  being  at  court  ?  Your  reafon. 

Clo,  Why,  if  thou  never  waft  at  court,  thou  ne- 
ver faw'ft  good  manners:  if  thou  never  faw'ft  good 
manners,  then  thy  manners  muft  be  wicked  ;  and 
v/ickednefs  is  fm,  and  fin  is  damnation:  Thou  art 
in  a  parlous  ftate,  fliepherd, 

^Ccr,  Nota  whit,  Touchftone  :  thofe,  that  are  good 
manners  at  the  court,  are  as  ridiculous  in  the 
country,  as  the  behaviour  of  the  country  is  moft 
mockable  at  the  court.  You  told  me,  you  falutc 
not  at  the  <^urt,  but  you  kifs  your  hands  ;  that 
courtefy  would  be  uncleanly,  if  courtiers  were 
fhepherds. 

^^lo,  Inftance,  briefly  :  come,  inftance. 

Cor,  Why,  we  are  all  ftill  handling  our  ewes; 
and  their  fells  you  know  are  g^eafy. 

Clo,  Why,  do  not  your  courtiers'  hand  fweat  ? 
and  is  not  the  greafe  of  a  mutton  as  wholcfome  as 
the  fweat  of  a  man  ?  Shallow,  ihallow  :  A  better 
inftance,  I  fay  ;  come. 

Cn*  Befides,  our  hands  are  hard. 
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Qlo,  Your  lips  will  feel  them  the  fooner.  Shal- 
low again  :  A  more  founder  inftance,  come. 

Cor,  And  they  are  often  tarr'd  over  with  the 
fi;.rgery  of  our  fheep  ;  And  would  you  have  us  kifs 
tar  ?  The  courtier's  hands  are  perfumed  with  civet. 

Clo,  Moft  fliallow  man  !  Thou  worms-meat,  in 
refpeft  of  a  good  piece  of  llefa  : — indeed  ! — Learn 
of  I  he  .wife,  and  perpend  :  Civet  is  of  a  bafer  birth 
tlian  tar;  the  very  uncleanly  flux  of  a  cat.  Mend 
the  inftance,  fhepherd. 

Cor.  You  have  too  courtly  a  wit  for  me  :  I'll  refl. 

Clo,  Wilt  thou  reft  damn'd  ?  God  help  thee, 
fliallow  man!  God  make  incifion  in  thee  !  thou  art 
raw. 

Cor,  Sir,  I  am  a  true  labourer ;  I  earn  that  I 
c  it,  get  that  I  wxar ;  owe  no  man  hate;  envy  no 
niiin's  happinefs  ;  glad  of  other  men's  good,  content 
\\  ith  m.y  harm  :  and  the  greatefi  of  my  pride  is,  to 
ice  my  evv^es  graze,  and  my  iambs  fuck, 

Clo,  That  is  another  hmple  lin  in  you  ;  to  bring 
the  cwcsand  rams  together,  and  to  offer  to  get  your 
living  by  the  copulation  of  cattle  ;  to  be  bawd  to  a 
bell-weather ;  and  to  betray  a  fhe-lamb  of  a  twelve- 
r:ionth  to  a  crooked-pated,  old,  cuckoldly  ram,  out 
of  all  reafonable  match.  If  thou  be'ft  not  damn'd 
for  this,  the  devil  himfelf  will  have  no  fhepherds  ; 
I  cannot  fee  clfe  how  thou  fhould'ft  Kcape. 

Cor,  Here  comes  young  Mr.  Ganimed,  my  new 
miftrefs's  brother.  ,  ^ 
Enter  Rofalind  ndth  a  paper  ^ 
Rof,      From  the  eaft  to  weflern  Ind, 
^'  No  jewel  is  like  Rofalind. 

Her  worth,  being  mounted  on  the  w^ind: 
Through  all  the  world  bears  Rofalind. 
All  the  piftures,  fairefh  limn'd. 
Are  but  black  to  Rofalind, 
Let  no  face  be  kept  in  mind, 
••But  the  fair  of  Rofalind, 
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Clo,  I'll  rhime  you  fo,  eight  years  together  ; 
dinners,  and  fuppers,  and  fleeping  hours  excepted  : 
it  is  the  right  butter-woman's  rate  to  market. 

Rof.  Out  fool ! 

Clo.  For  a  tafte  :  

If  a  hart  do  lack  a  hind, 
"  Let  him  leek  out  Rofalind. 
"  If  the  cat  will  after  kind, 

So,  be  furc,  will  Roialind. 

Winter-garments  mufh  be  lin'd. 

So  muft  {lender  Rofalind. 

Tliey  that  reap,  mufl  fiieaf  and  bind  : 
"  Then  to  cart  with  Rofalind. 
"  Sweetefl  nut  hath  foureft  rind, 

Such  a  nut  is  Rofalind, 

Pie  that  fweeteft  rofe  will  find, 
"  Muft  find  love's  prick,  and  Rofalind." 

This  is  the  very  falfe  gallop  of  verfes  ;  Why  do  you 
infe6l  yourfelf  with  them  ? 

Rof,  Peace,  you  dull  fool ;  I  found  them  on  a  tree. 

Clo,  Truly,  the  tree  yields  bad  fruit. 

Rof.  I'll  graff  it  with  you,  and  then  I  fliall  grafl:' 
it  with  a  medlar :  then  it  will  be  the  eariieft  fruit 
i'the  country  ;  for  you'll  be  rotten  ere  you'll  be  half 
ripe,  and  that's  the  right  virtue  of  the  medlar. 

Clo.  You,  have  faid ;  but  whether  wifely  or  no, 
let  the  foreft  judge. 

Ilj^  Enter  Celia  with  a  writing. 

Rof.  Peace! 
Here  comes  my  fifter,  reading;  ftand  aiidc. 
Cel.  "  Wliy  fhould  this  a  defert  be  ? 
"  For  it  is  unpeopled  ?  No  ; 
Tongues  I'll  hang  on  every  tree, 
That  fhall  civil  layings  fhow. 
"  Some,  how  brief  the  life  of  man 
Runs  his  erring  pilgrimage  ; 
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That  the  ftretching  of  a  fpan 
Buckles  in  his  lum  of  age. 
"  Some,  of  violated  vows 

"  'Twixt  the  fouls  of  friend  and  friend  : 
'*  But  upon  the  faireft  boughs, 
"  Or  at  every  fentence'  end, 
"  Will  I  Rofalinda  write  ; 

"  Teaching  all  that  read,  to  know 
**  This  quintelTence  of  every  fprite 
"  Heaven  would  in  little  fhow. 
Therefore  heaven  nature  charg'd  : 
"  That  one  body  fhould  be  fiU'd 
*'  With  all  graces  wide  enlarg*d  : 
Nature  prefently  diftill'd 
Helen's  check,  but  not  her  heart ; 

Cleopatra's  majefly  : 
Atalanta's  better  part ; 
"  Sad  Lucrctia's  rnodefty. 
Thus  Rofalind  of  many  parts 

By  heavenly  fynod  Vv^as  devis'd  ; 
Of  many  faces,  eyes,  and  hearts, 
"  To  liave  the  touches  dearefl  priz'd. 
^'  Heaven  would  that  fhe  thele  gifts  fhould 
have, 

And  I  to  live  and  die  her  flave."' 
Rof,  O  mofh  gentle  Jupiter! — what  tedious  ho- 
mily of  love  have  you  wearied  your  parifhioners 
withal,  and  never  cry'd,  '*  Have  patience,  good 
people  !" 

CcL  How  nov/ !   back-friends? — Shepherd, 
ofp  a  little: — Go  with  him,  firrah. 

Cto,  Com.e,  fhcpherd,  let  us  make  an  honourable 
retreat ;  though  not  with  bag  and  baggage,  yet  with 
fcrip  and  fcrippage.  [^Exeunt  Corin  and  Clo, 

Cel.,  Didft  thou  hear  thefe  verfes  ? 

Rof,  O,  yes,  I  heard  them  all,  and  more  too  ; 
for  fome  of  them  had  in  them  more  feet  than  the 
verfes  Vv^ould  bear*' 
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Cel.  That's  no  matter ;  the  feet  might  bear  the 
verfes. 

Rof,  Ay,  but  the  feet  were  lame,  and  could 
not  bear  themfelves  without  the  vcrfe,  and  there- 
fore ftood  lamely  in  the  verfc. 

Cel.  But  didft  thou  hear,  without  wondring  how 
thy  name  fhould  be  hang'd  and  carv'd  upon  thefe 
trees  ? 

Rof,  I  was  fcvcn  of  the  nine  days  out  of  wonder, 
before  you  came ;  for  look  here  what  I  found  on  a 
palm-tree :  I  was  never  fo  be-rhimed  fmce  Pytha- 
goras' time,  that  I  was  an  Irifn  rat,  Which  I  can 
hardly  remember. 

CeL  Trow  you,  who  hath  done  this? 

Rof.  Is  it  a  man  ? 

Cd,  And  a  chain,  that  voii  once  wore,  about  his 
neck  :  Change  you  colour  ? 
Rof\  I  pr'ythee,  who  ? 

CcL  O  lord,  lord!  it  is  a  hard  matter  for  friends 
to  meet  ;  but  mountains  may  be  remov'd  with  earth- 
quakes, and  fo  encounter. 

Rof  Nay,  but  who  is  it  ? 

CeL  Is  it  poiTible? 

Rof  Nay,  I  pr'ythce  now,  with  mort  petitionary 
vehemence,  tell  me  who  it  is. 

Cel,  O  wonderful,  wonderful,  and  mofl  wonder- 
ful, wonderful,  and  yet  again  wonderful,  and  after 
that  out  of  all  whooping  ! 

Rof,  Good  my  complexion !  dofh  thou  think, 
tbough  I  am  caparifon'd  like  a  man,  I  have  a  doublet 
and  hofe  in  my  difpofition  ?  One  inch  of  delay  more 
is  a  South-fea  off  difcovery.  I  pr'ythee,  tell  me, 
who  is  it  ?  quickly,  and  fpeak  apace  :  I  would  thou 
couldft  ftammer,  that  thou  might'fh  pour  this  con- 
ceal'd  man  out  of  thy  mouth,  as  wine  comes  out  of 
a  narrow-mouth'd  bottle  ;  either  too  much  at  once, 
or  none  at  all,  I  pr'ythee  take  the  cork  out  of  thy 
mouth,  that  I  may  drink  thy  tidings. 
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Cd,  So  you  may  put  a  man  in  your  belly. 

Rof,  Is  he  of  God's  making  ?  What  manner  of 
man  ?  Is  his  head  worth  a  hat,  or  his  chin  worth  a 
beard  ? 

CcL  Nay,  he  hath  but  a  little  beard. 

Rof,  Why,  God  will  fend  more,  if  the  man  will 
be  thankful :  let  me  ftay  the  growth  of  his  beard, 
if  thou  delay  me  not  the  knowledge  of  his  chin. 

CeL  It  is  young  Orlando,  that  tripp'd  up  the 
v/refller's  heels,  and  your  heart,  both  in  an  inftant. 

Rof,  Nay,  but  the  devil  take  mocking  ;  fpeak 
fad  brow,  and  true  maid. 

Cel,  I 'faith,  coz,  'tis  he, 

Rof.  Orlando? 

Cel.  Orlando. 

Rof.  Alas  the  day!  what  fhall  I  do  with  my 
doublet  and  hofe  ? — What  did  he,  when  thou  faw'ft 
him?  Wlifat  faid  he?  How  look'd  he  ?  Wherein 
went  he  ?  What  makes  he  here  ?  Did  he  afk  for 
me  ?  Where  remains  he  ?  How  parted  he  with  thee  ? 
And  when  fhalt  thou  fee  him  again  ?  Anfwer  mc 
in  one  word. 

Cel.  You  mufl  borrow  me  Garagantua's  mouth 
firfl :  'tis  a  word  too  great  for  any  mouth  of  this 
age's  fize  :  To  fay,  ay,  and  no,  to  thefs  particulars, 
is  more  than  to  anfwer  in  a  catechifm. 

Rof  But  doth  he  know  that  I  am  in  this  forefl:, 
and  in  man's  apparel  ?  Looks  he  as  freflily  as  he 
did  the  day  he  wreflled  ? 

Cel.  It  is  as  eafy  to  count  atomies,  as  to  refolve 
the  proportions  of  a  lover  : — but  tske  a  tafhe  of  my 
finding  him,  and  relillr  it  v/ith  good  obfervance.  I 
found  him  under  a  tree,  like  a  dropp'd.  acorn. 

Rof  It  may  well  be  call'd  Jove's  tree  when  it 
drops  forth  fuch  fruit. 

Cel.  Give  me  audience,  good  madam. 

Rof,  Proceed. 

CeL  There  lay  he,  flretch'd  along,  like  a  wound- 
ed knight. 
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R§f,  Though  it  be  pity  to  fee  fuch  a  fight,  it  well 
becomes  the  ground. 

Cel.  Cry,  holla  !  to  thy  tongue,  I  pr'ythee  ;  it 
curvets  unfeafonably.  He  was  furnirh'd  like  a  hun- 
ter. 

Rof.  Oh  ominous !  he  comes  to  kill  my  heart, 
CeL  I  would  fing  my  long  without  a  burden: 
thou  bring'fl  me  out  of  tune. 

Rof,  Do  you  not  know  I  am  a  woman  ?  when  I 
think,  I  mufl  fpeak.    Sweet,  fay  on. 

Enter  Orlando  and  Jaqius, 
CeL  You  bring  me  out : — Soft  !  comes  he  not 
here  ? 

Rof,  'Tis  he  ;  Slink  by,  and  note  him. 

[Cielia  and  Rofalind  retire, 
Jaq.  I  thank  you  for  your  company  ;  but,  good 
faith,  I  had  as  lief  have  been  myfelf  alone. 

Orla.  And  fo  had  I  ;  but  yet,  for  fafhion  fake  I 
thank  you  too  for  your  fociety. 

Jaq.  God  be  with  you  ;  let's  meet  as  little  as  we 
can, 

Orla,  I  do  defire  we  may  be  better  ftrangers. 

Jaq,  I  pray  you,  mar  no  more  trees  with  writing 
love-fongs  in  their  barks. 

Orla,  1  pray  you,  mar  no  more  of  my  verfes  with 
reading  them  ill-favourediy. 

Jaq,  Rofalind  is  your  love's  name  ? 

Orla,  Yes,  juft. 

Jaq,  I  do  not  like  her  name. 

Orla,  There  was  no  thought  o^  plcafing  you, 
wjhen  (he  was  chriflen'd. 

Jaq,  What  ftature  is  fhe  of? 

Orla,  JuR  as  high  as  my  heart.' 

Jaq.  You  are  full  of  pretty  anfwers  :  Have  you 
not  been  acquainted  with  goldfmiths'  wives,  and 
conn'd  them  out  of  rings  ? 

Orla.  Not  fo  :  but  I  anfwer  you  right  painted 
cloth,  from  whence  you  have  ftudicd  your  quef- 
tions. 


372 


AS  YOU  LIKE  IT. 


Aa  III. 


jfaq.  You  have  a  nimble  wit  :  I  think  it  was 
made  of  Atalanta's  heels.  Will  you  fit  down  witli 
me;  and  we  two  will  rail  againll  our  miftref?, ■l:he 
world,  and  ?11  our  milcry. 

Orla.  I  will  chide  no  breather  in  the  world,  but 
myfelf,  sgainfl  whom  I  know  mofi  faults, 

Jaq.  The  word  fault  you  have,  is  to  be  in  love. 

Orla,  'Tis  a  fault  I  would  not  change  for  your 
bcft  virtue.    I  am  weary  of  you. 

Jaq,  By  my  troth,  I  was  feeking  for  a  fool,  when 
I  found  you. 

Orla.  He  is  drown'd  in  the  brook  ;  look  but  in. 
and  you  fhall  fee  him. 

jfciq*  There  I  fhall  fee  mine  own  figure. 

Orla.  Which  I  take  to  be  either  a  fool,  or  a 
cypher, 

Jaq.  I'll  tarry  no  longer  with  you  :  farewell, 
good  fignior  love.  \_Exit. 

Orla.  I  em  glad  of  your  departure :  adieu,  good 
jEnonfieur  melancholy,    [_CeL  avd  RoJ.  come  for  zcard. 

Rof.  1  will  fpeak  to  him  like  a  fancy  lacquey, 
and  under  that  habit  play  the  knave  with  him. — 
Do  you  hear,  forefler  ? 

Orla.  Very  well  ;  W^hat  would  you  ? 

Rof,  I  pray  you,  what  is't  a- clock  ? 

Orla.  You  fhould  afk  me,  what  time  o'day  ; 
there's  no  clock  in  the  foreft. 

Rcf.  Then  there  is  no  true  lover  in  the  foreft  ; 
elfe  hghing  every  minute,  and  groaning  every  hour, 
v/ould  detect  the  lazy  foot  of  time,  as  well  as  a 
clock. 

Orla.  And  why  not  the  fwift  foot  of  time  ?  had 
not  that  been  as  proper  ? 

Rof.  By  no  means,  fu' :  Time  travels  in  divers 
paces  with  divers  perfons  ;  I'll  tell  you  who  time 
ambles  withal,  who  time  trots  withal,  who  time 
gallops  witha),  and  who  he  ftands  frill  withal. 

Orla,  Ipr'ythee,  whom,  doth  he  trot  withal  ? 
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Rof,  Marry,  he  trots  hard  with  a  young  maid, 
between  the  contra6l  of  her  marriage  and  the  day  it 
is  folemniz'd  :  if  the  interim  be  but  a  fen'night, 
time's  pace  is  To  hard  tliat  it  fcems  the  leiigth  of 
levcn  years. 

Orla,  Who  ambles  time  withal  ? 

Rof,  With  a  prieft  that  lacks  Latin,  and  a  rich 
man  that  hath  not  the  gout  :  for  the  one  fleeps 
eafily,  becaufe  he  cannot  fludy ;  and  the  other  lives 
merrily  becaufe  he  feels  no  pain  ;  the  one  lacking 
the  burden  of  lean  and  wafteful  learning  :  the  otlicr 
knowing  no  burden  of  heavy  tedious  penury  : 
Thefe  time  ambles  withal. 

Orla,  Whom  dotli  he  gallop  withal  ? 

Rof.  With  a  thief  to  the  gallows  :  for  though  he 
go  as  foftly  as  foot  can  fall,  he  thinks  himfelf  too 
foon  there. 

Orla,  Who  ftnys  it  ftill  withal  ? 

Rof,  With  lawyers  in  the  vacation  :  for  they 
fleep  between  term  and  term,  and  then  they  perceive 
not  how  time  moves. 

Orla,  Where  dwell  you,  pretty  youth  ? 

Rof,  With  this  fnepherdefs,  my  fifter  ;  here  in 
the  Ikirts  of  the  foreft,  like  fringe  upon  a  petticoat. 

Orla,  Are  you  a  native  of  this  place  ? 

Rof,  As  the  coney,  that  you  fee  dwell  where  fhe 
is  kindled. 

Orla,  Your  accent  is  fomcthing  finer  than  you 
could  purchafe  in  fo  removed  a  dwelling. 

Rof,  I  have  been  told  fo  of  many  ;  but,  indeed, 
an  old  religious  uncle  of  mine  taught  me  to  ipeak, 
who  was  in  his  youth  nn  in-land  man  ;  one  that 
knew  courtfliip  too  well,  for  there  he  fell  in  love. 
I  have  heard  him  read  many  le£lures  againft  it ;  and 
I,  thank  God,  am  not  a  woman,  to  be  touch'd  with 
fo  many  giddy  offences  as  he  hath  generally  tax'd 
their  whole  (ex  withal. 
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Orla.  Can  you  remember  any  of  the  principal 
evils,  that  he  laid  to  the  charge  of  women  ? 

Rof.  There  were  none  principal  ;  they  were  all 
like  one  another,  as  half-pence  are  :  every  one  fault 
fccming  monflrous.  till  his  fellow  fault  came  to  match 
it. 

Vrla,  I  pr'ythee,  recount  fomeofthem. 

Rof.  No  ;  I  will  not  caft  away  my  phyfic,  but  on 
thofe  that  are  fick.  There  is  a  man  haunts  the  foreft, 
that  abufes  our  young  plants  with  carving  Rofalind 
on  their  barks;  hangs  odes  upon  hawthorns,  and 
elegies  on  brambles  ;  all,  forfooth,  deifying  the  name 
of  Rofalind  :  if  I  could  meet  that  fancy-monger,  I 
would  give  him  fome  good  counfel,  for  he  feems  to 
have  the  quotidian  of  love  upon  him. 

Orla,  1  am  he  that  is  fo  love-fhak'd  ;  I  piay  you, 
tell  me  your  remedy. 

Rof.  I  here  is  none  of  my  uncle's  marks  upon 
you  :  he  taught  me  how  to  know  a  man  in  love  ;  in 
which  cage  of  ru flies,  I  am  furc,  you  are  not  pri- 
fcner. 

Orla.  What  vvcre  his  marks  ? 

Rof,  A  lean  cheek  ;  which  you  have  not :  a  blue 
eye,  and  funken  :  w^hich  you  have  not  :  an  unquef- 
tionable  fpirit  ;  which  you  have  not :  a  beard  ne- 
glefted  ;  which  you  have  not  : — but  I  pardon  you 
for  that  :  for,  (imply,  your  having  no  beard  is  a 
younger  brother's  revenue  : — Then  your  hofe  fhould 
be  ungartcr'd,  your  bonnet  unhanded,  your  fleeve 
unbuttoned,  your  fhoe  untied,  and  every  thing 
about  you  demonftrating  a  carelefs  defolation.  But 
you  arc  no  fuch  man  ;  you  are  rather  point-device 
in  your  accoutrements  :  as  loving  yourfelf,  than 
Iceming  the  lover  of  any  other. 

Orla,  Fair  youth,  I  w^ould  1  could  make  thee  be- 
lieve 1  lov?. 

Rof,  Me  believe  it  ?  you  may  as  foon  make  her 
that  you  love  believe  it  ;  which,  I  warrant,  fhe  is 
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^ptcr  to  do,  than  to  confefs  flie  does  ;  that  is  one  of 
^he  points  in  the  which  wom  :n  ftill  give  the  lie  to 
j.hcir  confciences.  But.  in  good  footh,  are  you  h'". 
jhat  han^rs  the  veifes  oh  the  trees,  wherein  Rofalini.1 
s  fo  admired  ? 

Orli,  I  fwcir  to  thee,  youth,  by  the  white  hand 
of  Rofalind,  I  am  tlrathe.  that  unfortunate  he. 

Rof,  But  arc  you  fo  much  in  love,  as  your  rhimes 
fpc.k.  ? 

Orla,  Neither  rhime  nor  reafon  can  cxprefs  l^QW 
much. 

Rif.  L/Ove  is  merely  a  madnefs  ;  and,  I  tell  you, 
deferves  as  well  a  dark  houfe  and  a  whip,  as  madmen 
do  ;  and  the  reafon  why  they  are  not  fo  punifh'd 
and  cur'd,  is,  that  the  lunacy  is  fo  ordinary,  thnt 
the  whippers  are  in  love  too:  Yet  I  profefs  curing 
it  by  counfel. 

Orla,  Did  yovi  ever  cure  any  fo  ? 
Rof,  Yes,  one  ;  and  in  this  manner.  He  was  to 
imagine  me  his  love,  hismiftrefs  ;  and  I  fet  him  every 
day  to  woo  me  :  At  which  time  w^ould  I,  being  but 
a  moonifh  youth,  grieve,  be  effeminate,  changeable, 
longing,  and  liking  ;  proud,  fantaflical,  apilh,  fhal- 
low,  inconftant,  full  of  tears,  full  of  fmiles  ;  for 
every  paffion  fomething,  and  for  no  palTion  trulr 
any  thing,  as  boys  and  women  are  for  the  moft  part 
cattle  of  this  colour  :  would  now  like  him,  now 
loath  him  ;  then  entertain  him,  then  forfwear  him  ; 
now  weep  for  liim,  then  fpit  at  him  ;  that  I  drave 
my  fuitor  from  his  mad  humour  of  love,  to  a  living 
humour  of  madnefs  ;  which  was,  to  forfwear  the  full 
flream  of  the  world,  and  to  live  in  a  nook  mcrelv 
monaffick  :  And  thus  I  cur'd  him  ;  and  this  way  will 
I  take  upon  me  to  wafli  your  liver  as  clear  as  a  found 
fhcep's  heart,  that  there  fliall  not  be  one  fpot  of  love 
in't. 

.  Orla,  I  would  not  be  cur'd,  youth. 
Rof,  I  would  care  you,  if  you  would  but  call  me 
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Rofalind  ;  and  come  every  day  to  my  cote,  and 
XV GO  me. 

Orla,  Now,  by  the  faith  of  my  love,  I  will  ; 
tell  me  where  it  is. 

RoJ.  Go  with  me  to  it,  and  I  will  fhew  it  you  : 
and,  by  the  way,  you  fhall  tell  me  where  in  the  fo- 
rell:  you  live  :  Will  you  go  ? 

Orla,  With  all  my  heart,  good  youth. 

Rof.  Nay,  nay,  you  muft  call  me  Rofalind  : — 
ilcxnc,  fiftcr,  will  you  go  ?  [_Excunt, 

SCENE  III. 

Ey-iter  Clown  and  Audrey^  Jaques  watching  them. 

Clo,  Come  ap?.ce,  good  Audrey ;  I  will  fetch  up 
\  our  goats,  Audrey  :  And  how,  Audrey  ?  am  I  the 
:nan  yet  ?  doth  my  fimple  feature  content  you  ? 
.  yiud.  Your  features  !  Lord  warrant  us  !  what 

features  ? 

Clo,  I  am  here  with  thee  and  thy  goats,  as  the 
mofl  capricious  poet,  honcfh  Ovid,  was  among  the 
Goths. 

J^aq,  [/[fide'j  O  knowledge  ill-inhabited  !  worfe 
than  Jove  in  a  thatch'd  houfe  ! 

Clo,  When  a  m.an's  verfes  cannot  be  underflood, 
Tior  a  man's  good  wit  feconded  with  the  forward 
cliild,  underilanding,  it  ilrikes  a  man  more  dead 
than  a  great  reckoning  in  a  little  room.:  Truly,  I 
would  the  gods  had  made  thee  poetical. 

j^ud,  I  do  not  know  what  poetical  is  :  Isithonefl: 
in  deed  and  word  ?  Is  it  a  true  thing  ? 

Clo.  No,  truly  ;  for  the  trueft  poetry  is  the  mod, 
feigning  ;  and  lovers  are  given  to  poetry  ;  and 
W'hat  they  fwear  in  poetry,  may  be  faid,  as  lovers, 
they  do  feign. 

And,  Do  you  wifli  then,  that  the  gods  had  made 
me  y)cetical  ? 

Ch.  I  do  truly :  for  thou  fwear'ft  to  ine,  thou 
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art  honeft  ;  now  if  thou  wcrt  a  poet,  I  might  hav'.i 
I'ome  hope  thou  didft  feign. 

And,  Wouhl  you  not  have  me  honed  ? 

CLo.  No,  truly,  unlefs  thou  wert  ha'rd  fwour'J  : 
for  honcfhy  coupled  to  beauty,  is  to  have  honey  a 
faucc  to  fugar. 

Jaq,  [ajidc]  A  material  fool  ! 

dad.  Well,  I  am  not  fair  ;  and  therefore  I  pray 
the  ,^od's  make  mc  honeft  ! 

Clo,  Truly,  and  to  cafl  av/ay  honefty  upon  a  foul 
flut,  were  to  put  good  meat  into  an  unclean  difli. 

Aud,  I  am  not  a  flut,  though  I  thank  the  gods  I 
am  foul. 

Clo,  Well,  praifed  be  the  gods  for  thy  foulnefs  ! 
fluttifhnefs  may  come  hereafter.  But  be  it  as  it  may 
be,  I  will  marry  thee  ;  and  to  that  end,  I  have  been 
with  Sir  Oliver  Mar-text,  the  vicar  of  the  next 
village  ;  who  hath  promis'd  to  meet  me  in  this  place 
of  the  forefl:,  and  to  couple  us. 

Jaq.  [^Afide,']  1  would  fain  fee  this  meeting. 

y/ud.  Well,  ths  gods  give  us  joy  ! 

Clo,  Amen.  A  man  may,  if  he  were  of  a 
fearful  heart,  dagger  in  this  attempt;  for  here  we 
have  rio  temple  but  the  wood,  no  aflembly  but 
horn-beads.  But  what  though  ?  Courage  !  As 
horns  are  odious,  they  are  necelTiry.  It  is  faid, — 
Many  a  man  knows  no  end  of  his  goods  ;  right ; 
many  a  man  has  good  horns,  and  knows  no  end  of 
tliem.  Well,  that  is  the  dowry  of  his  wife  ;  'tis  none 
of  his  own  getting.  Horns?  Even  fo  : — Poor  men 
alone  ? — No,  no  :  the  nobled  deer  hath  them  as  liugf: 
as  the  rafcal.  Is  the  fingle  man  therefore  blelTed? 
No  :  as  a  wall'd  town  is  more  worthier  than  a  villavr/-^ 
fo  is  the  forehead  of  a  married  man  more  honoinabi^j 
than  the  bare  brow  of  a  bachelor  :  and  by  how  mucli 
defence  is  better  than  no  fkill,  fo  much  is  a  horu- 
more  precious  than  to  want. 
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Enter  Sir  Oliver  Mar-text. 

Here  comes  fir  Oliver: — Sir  Oliver  Mar-text,  you 
are  well  met :  Will  you  difpatch  us  here  under  this 
tree,  or  fhall  we  go  with  you  to  your  chapel  ? 

Cir  on.  Is  there  none  here  to  give  the  woman  ? 

Clo.  I  will  not  take  her  on  gift  of  any  man. 

Sir  Oli.  Truly,  fl:ic  muil  he  given  or  the  marriage 
is  not  lawful. 

jfaq.  [difcoverivg  kivifelf,~\  Proceed,  proceed  ;  i'll 
give  her. 

Clo.  Good  even,  good  mafler,  What  ye  caWt; 
How  do  you,  fir?  You  are  very  well  met :  God  'ild 
you  for  your  laft  company :  I  am  verv  glad  to  fee 
you  ; — Even  a  toy  in  hand  here,  fir  :  Nay  ;  pray,  be 
covered. 

Jaq.  Will  you  be  married,  motely  ? 

C'lo.  As  the  ox  hath  his  bow,  fir,  the  horfe  his 
curb,  and  the  falcon  her  bells,  fo  man  hath  his  defircs; 
and  as  pigeons  bill,  fo  wedlock  w^ould  be  nibling. 

Jaq.  And  will  you,  being  a  man  of  your  breed- 
ing, be  married  under  a  bufh,  like  a  beggar  ?  Get 
you  to  church,  and  have  a  good  priefl:  that  can  tell 
you  what  marriage  is  :  this  fellow  will  but  join  you 
together  as  they  join  wainfcot  then  one  of  you  will 
prove  a  flirunk  pannel,  and  like  green  timber,  warp, 
warp. 

Clo,  I  am  not  in  the  mind  but  1  were  better  to 
be  married  of  him  than  of  another :  for  he  is  not 
like  to  marry  m.e  Vv'ell  :  and  not  being  well  married, 
it  will  be  a  good  excufe  for  me  hereafter  to  leave 
my  wife. 

Jaq.  Go  thou  with  me,  and  let  me  counfel  thee. 
Clo,    ComiC,  fweet  Audrey, 
We  mull  be  married,  or  we  muft  live  in  bawdry. 
Farewell,  good  mafler  Oliver! 

Not-^ — O  fvv^eet  Oliver, 
O  brave  Oliver, 
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Leave  me  not  behind  thee  ; 
But — Wind  away, 
Begone,  I  fay, 
I  will  not  to  wedding  with  thee. 
Sir  OH,  'Tis  no  matter;  ne'er  a  fantaftical  knave 
of  them  all  fliall  flout  me  out  of  my  calling. 

\^Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

A  Cottage  in  the  Forefl, 
Enter  Rofalind  and  Ctlia, 
Rof.  Never  talk  to  me,  I  will  weep. 
Cel.   Do,   I  pr'ythee ;  but  yet  have  the  grace  to 
confider,  that  tears  do  not  become  a  man. 
Rof,  But  liave  I  not  caufe  to  weep  ? 
Cd,  As  good  caufe  as  one  would  defire  ;  therefore 
weep. 

Rof.   His  very  hair  is  of  the  diffembling  colour. 

Cel.  Something  browner  than  Judas's  ;  marry,  his 
kiffes  are  Jiadas's  own  children. 

Rof.  rfaith,  his  hair  is  of  a  good  colour. 

Cel.  An  excellent  colour  ;  your  chefnut  was  ever 
the  only  colour. 

Rof.  And  his  kifling  is  as  full  of  fanftity  as  the 
touch  of  holy  beard. 

CeL  He  hath  bought  a  pair  of  caft  lips  of  Diana  : 
a  nun  of  winter's  fifterhood  kiffes  not  more  religi- 
oufly  ;  the  very  ice  of  chafhity  is  in  them. 

Rof.  But  why  did  he  Iwear  he  would  come  this 
morning,  and  comes  not  ? 

Cel.  Nay,  certainly  there  is  no  truth  in  him. 

Rof.  Do  you  think  fo 

Cel.  Yes:  I  think  he  is  not  a  pick-purfe,  nor  a 
horfe-ftealer  ;  but  for  his  verity  in  love,  I  do  think 
him  as  concave  as  a  covcr'd  gobletj  or  a  worm-eaten 
nut. 

Rof.  Not  true  in  love  ? 
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Cd,  Yes,  when  he  is  in  ;  but,  I  think  he  is  not  in. 
Rof,  You  have  heard  him  fwear  downright,  he 
was. 

Cel,  Was,  is  not  is :  befidcs,  the  oath  of  a  lover 
is  no  ftronger  than  the  word  of  a  tapfler  ;  they  are 
both  the  confirmers  of  falfe  reckonings  :  He  attends 
here  in  the  foreil;  on  the  duke  your  father. 

Rof,  1  met  the  duke  yefherday,  and  had  much 
quellion  with  him  :  He  aflced  me  of  what  parentage 
1  was  ;  I  told  him  of  as  good  as  he  :  lb  he  laugh'd, 
and  let  me  go.  But  what  talk  we  of  fathers,  where 
there  is  fuch  a  man  as  Orlando  ? 

CeL  O,  that's  a  brave  man  !  he  writes  brave  verfcs, 
fpcaks  brave  words,  fwears  brave  oaths,  and  breaks 
them  bravely,  quite  traverfe,  athwart  the  heart  of 
his  lover;  as  a  puny  tilter,  that  fpurs  his  horfe  but 
on  one  fide,  breaks  his  fhaff  like  a  noble  goofe  :  but 
all's  brave,  that  youth  mounts,  and  folly  guides  : — 
Who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Cor  in. 

Cor,  Miftrefs,  and  mafler,  you  have  o/t  enquired 
After  the  fliepherd  that  com.plain'd  of  h)ve  ; 
Whom  you  faw  fitting  by  me  on  the  turf, 
Praihng  the  proud  difdainful  fhcphcrdcfs 
That  was  his  mifhrcfs. 

Cel,  Well,  and  what  of  him  ? 

Cor,  If  you  will  fee  a  pageant  truly  play'd, 
Betv/een  the  pale  complexion  of  true  love 
And  the  red  glow  of  fcorn  and  proud  difdain, 
Go  hence  a  little,  and  I  fliall  condu6l  you, 
If  you  will  mark  it. 

Rof,  O,  come,  let  us  remove  ; 
The  fight  of  lovers  feedeth  thofe  in  love  :  — 
Bring  us  but  to  this  fight,  and  you  fhall  fay 
I'll  prove  a  bufy  aftor  in  their  play.  [^Exeunt, 
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Another  part  of  the  Foreji. 
Enter  Silvius  and  Phebe. 
Sil.  Sweet  Phebe,  do  not  fcorn  me :  do  not,  Phebe : 
Say  that  you  love  me  n3t  ;  but  fay  not  fo 
In  bitternefs  :  The  common  executioner, 
Whofc  heart  the  accuftom'd  fight  of  death  makes 
hard, 

Falls  not  the  axe  upon  tlie  humbled  neck. 
But  firft  begs  pardon  :  Will  you  ftcrner  be 
Than  he  that  dies  and  lives  by  bloody  drops  ? 
Enter  Rofalind^  Celia,  and  Corin. 
Phe,  I  would  not  be  thy  executioner  ; 
I  fly  thee,  for  I  would  not  injure  thee. 
Thou  tell'ft  me,  there  is  murder  in  mine  eye  : 
'Tis  pretty,  fure,  and  very  probable, 
That  eyes — that  are  the  frail' ft,  and  fofteft  things, 

Who  fhut  their  coward  gates  on  atomies  

Should  be  call'd  tyrants,  butchers,  murderers  ! 
Now  do  I  frov/n  on  thee  with  all  my  heart  ; 
And,  if  mine  eyes  can  wound,  now  let  them  kill 
thee  : 

Now  counterfeit  to  fwoon  ;  why  now  fall  down  ; 

Or,  if  thou  can'ft  not,  oh,  for  fhame,  for  fhame,- 

Lie  not,  to  fay  mine  eyes  are  murderers  ! 

Now  fhew  the  wound  mine  eyes  have  made  in  thee: 

Scrath  thee  but  with  a  pin,  and  there  remains 

Some  fear  of  it ;  lean  but  upon  a  rufh, 

The  cicatrice  and  capable  impreffure 

Thy  palm  fome  moment  keeps  :  but  now  mine  eyes 

Which  I  have  darted  at  thee,  hurt  thee  not; 

Nor,  I  am  fure,  there  is  no  force  in  eyes 

That  can  do  hurt. 

Sil.  O  dear  Phebe, 
If  ever  (as  that  ever  may  be  near) 
You  meet  in  fome  frefh  cheek  the  power  of  fancy;. 
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Then  fliall  vou  know  the  wounds  invifible 
That  love's  keen  arrows  make. 

Phe,  But,  'till  that  tim.e, 
Come  not  thou  near  me  :  and,  when  that  time  comes, 
AfHi6l  me  with  thy  mocks,  pity  me  not  ; 
As,  'till  that  time,  I  fhall  not  pity  thee. 

Rof.  And  why,  I  pray  you  ? — who  might  be  your 
mother. 

That  you  infult,  exult,  and  all  at  once, 

0  ver  the  wretc?ied  ?  VVhat  though  you  have  beauty, 
(As,  by  mv  faith,  I  fee  no  more  in  you 

Than  without  candle  may  go  dark  to  bed) 
Muft  you  be  therefore  proud  and  pitilcfs? 
Why,  what  means  this  ?  Why  do  you  look  on  me  ? 

1  fee  no  more  in  you,  than  in  the  ordinary 
Of  nature's  fale-work  :  Od's,  my  little  life  ! 

I  think,  Hie  means  to  tangle  mine  eyes  too  :— 
No,  'faith,  proud  midrcfs,  hope  not  after  it  ; 
'Tis  not  your  inky  brows,  your  black-filk  hair, 
Your  bugle  eyc-fealls,  nor  your  cheek  of  cream, 
That  can  entame  my  fpirits  to  your  worfhip. — 
You  foolifh  fhepherd,  wherefore  do  you  follow  her 
Like  foggy  fouth,  puffing  with  wind  and  rain  ? 
You  are  a  thoufand  times  a  properer  man, 
Than  (he  a  woman  :  'Tis  fuch  fools  as  you, 
That  make  the  world  full  of  ill-favour'd  children  : 
'Tis  not  her  glafs,  but  you,  that  flatters  her  ; 
And  out  of  you  fhe  fees  herfelf  more  proper, 
Than  any  of  her  lineaments  can  fhow  her. — 
But,  miflrers,  know  yourfelf;  down  on  your  knees, 
And  thank  heaven,  fafting,  for  a  good  man's  love  : 
For  I  muft  tell  you  friendly  in  your  ear, — 
Sell  when  you  can  :  you  are  not  for  all  markets  : 
Cry  the  man  mercy  :  love  him ;  take  his  offer  : 
Foul  is  moft  foul,  being  foul  to  be  a  feoffor. 
So,  take  her  to  thee,  fhepherd  — fare  you  well. 

Fhe,  Sweet  youth.  I  pray  you  chide  a  year  together; 
I  had  rather  liear  you  chide,  than  this  m.an  woo. 
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Rof.  [afide.']  He's  fallen  in  love  with  her  foul- 
ncfs,  and  flie'll  fall  in  love  with  my  anger: — if  it 
be  fo,  as  faft  as  flie  anfwers  thee  with  frowning 
looks,  I'll  fauce  her  with  bitter  words. — Why  look 
you  fo  upon  me  ? 

Phc,  For  no  ill  will  I  bear  you. 

Rof,  I  pray  you,  do  not  fall  in  love  with  me,  ^ 
For  I  am  falfer  than  vows  made  in  wine  : 
Befides,  I  like  you  not  :  If  you  v/ill  know  my 
houfe, 

'Tis  at  the  tuft  of  olives,  here  hard  by  : — 
Will  you  go,  fifter? — Shepherd,  ply  her  hard: — 
Come,  fift.er  :  —  Shepherdefs  look  on  him  better, 
And  be  not  proud  :  though  all  the  world  could  fee, 
None  could  be  fo  abus'd  in  fight  as  he. 
Come,  to  our  flock.      [Exeunt  Rof.  Cel.  and  Corin. 
Phc.   Dear  fhcpherd,  now  I  find  thy  faw  of 
might  ; 

Who  ever  lov'd,  that  lov'd  not  at  firft  fight? 
SiL  Sweet  Phebe  ! 

Phe.  Hah!  what  fay'ft  thou_^  Silvius? 
SiL  Sweet  Phebe,  pity  me. 

Phe,  Why,  I  am  forry  for  thee,  gentle  Silvius, 

SiL  Wherever  forrow  is,  relief  would  be  : 
If  you  do  forrow  at  my  grief  in  love, 
By  giving  love,  your  forrow  and  my  grief 
Were  both  extermin*d. 

Phe,    Thou  haft  my  love  :   Is  not  that  neigh- 
bourly ? 

Sil.  1  would  have  you. 

Phe.  Why,  that  were  covetoufnefs. 
Silvius,  the  time  was  that  I  hated  thee  : 
And  yet  it  is  not,  that  I  bear  thee  love  : 
But  fincc  that  thou  canft  talk  of  love  fo  well, 
Thy  company,  which  erft  was  irkfom?  to. me, 
I  wmU  endure:  and  I'll  employ  thee  too  : 
But  do  not  look  for  fiu  thcr  recompence. 
Than  thine  own  gladncfi  that  thou  art  employed. 
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SiL  So  holy,  and  foperfe6lis  my  love. 
And  I  in  fuch  a  poverty  of  grace, 
That  I  fhall  think  it  a  moft  plenteous  crop 
To  glean  the  broken  ears  after  the  man 
That  the  main  harvefh  reaps  :  loofe  now  and  then 
A  fcatter'd  fmile,  and  that  Pll  live  upon. 

Phe.  Know 'ft  thou  the  youth  that  fpoke  to  me 
ere-while  ? 

SiL  Not  very  well,  but  I  have  met  him  oft  ; 
And  he  hath  bought  the  cottage,  and  the  bounds, 
That  the  old  Carlot  once  was  mafter  of. 

Phe.  Think  not  I  love  him,  though  I  afl^  for  him, 
*Tis  but  a  peevifh  boy  : — yet  he  talks  well  ; — 
But  what  care  I  for  words  ?  yet  Vv^ords  do  well, 
When  he  that  fpeaks  them  pleafes  thofe  that  hear. 
It  is  a  pretty  youth  : — Not  very  pretty  : — 
But,  fure,  he's  proud ;  and  yet  his  pride  becomes 
him  : 

He'll  make  a  proper  man  :  The  beft  thing  in  him 
Is  his  complexion  ;  and  fafter  than  his  tongue 
Did  make  offence,  his  eye  did  heal  it  up. 
He  is  not  very  tall  ;  yet  for  his  years  he's  tall : 
His  leg  is  but  fo  fo  ;  and  yet  'tis  well  : 
There  was  a  pretty  reclnefs  in  his  lip  ; 
A  little  riper,  and  m.ore  lufty  red 
Than  that  mix'd  in  his  cheek  ;  'twas  juft  the  dif- 
ference 

Betwixt  the  conftant  red,  and  mingled  damafic. 

There  be  fome  womicn,  Silvius,  had  they  m.ark'd  him 

In  parcels  as  I  did,  would  have  gone  near 

To  fall  in  love  with  him  :  but,  for  my  part, 

I  love  him  not,  nor  hate  him  not  ;  and  yet 

I  have  more  caufe  to  hate  him  than  to  love  him  : 

For  what  had  he  to  do  to  chide  at  me  ? 

He  faidj  mine  eyes  were  black,  and  my  hair  black. 

And  now  I  am  remembred,  fcorn'd  at  me  : 

I  marvel,  why  1  anfwer'd  not  again  : 

But  that's  all  one  ;  omittance  is  no  quittance. 
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I'll  write  to  him  a  very  taunting  letter, 
And  thou  fhaltbear  it  ;  Wilt  thou,  Silvias  ? 

SyL  Phcbe,  with  all  my  heart. 

Phe,  ril  write  it  ftraight  ; 
The  matter's  in  my  head,  and  in  my  heart  : 
I  will  be  bitter  with  him,  and  pafling  fhort  : 
Go  wuth  me,  Silvius,  [Exeunt, 


ACT    IV.    SCENE  I. 

The  Forefl, 

Enter  Rofalind^  Celia,  and  Jfaques^ 

Jaq,  T  Pr'ythce,  pretty  youth,  let  me  be  better  ac- 
JL  quainted  with  thee. 

Rof,  They  lay  you  are  a  melancholy  fellow. 

J^ciq*  I  am  fo  ;  I  do  love  it  better  than  laughing. 

Rof,  Thofe  that  are  in  extremity  of  either,  arc 
abominable  fellows;  and  betray  themfelves  to  every 
modern  cenfure,  worfe  than  drunkards, 

fci.q.  Why,  'tis  good  to  be  lad  and  fay  nothing. 

Rof,  Why,  then,  'tis  good  to  be  a  poll. 

Jaq,  I  have  neither  the  fcholar's  melancholy, 
which  is  emulation  ;  nor  the  mufician's,  which  is 
fantaftical  ;  nor  the  courtier's,  which  is  proud  ; 
nor  the  loldier's,  which  is  ambitious  ;  nor  the  law- 
yer's, which  is  politic;  nor  the  lady's,  which  is 
nice;  nor  the  lover's,  which  is  all  thefe ;  but  it  is  a 
melancholy  of  mine  own,  compounded  of  many 
hmples,  cxtrafted  from  many  obje6ls,  and,  indeed, 
the  fundry  contemplation  of  my  travels,  in  which 
my  often  rumination  wraps  me  in  a  moll  humorous 
fadnefs. 

Rof  A  traveller!  by  mv  faith,  you  have  great 
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reafon  to  be  fad ;  I  fear  you  have  fold  your  own 
lands  to  fee  other  merits;  then,  to  have  feen  much, 
2nd  to  have  nothing,  is  to  have  rich  eyes  and  poor 
hands. 

jfaq.  Yes,  1  havegain'd  my  experience. 
Enter  Orlando, 

Rof,  And  your  experience  makes  you  fad  :  I  had 
rather  have  a  fool  to  make  me  merry,  than  expe- 
rience to  make  me  fad,  and  to  travel  for  it  too. 

Orla,  Good  day,  and  happinefs,  dear  Rofalind  ! 

jaq.  Nay  then,  God  be  wi'  you,  an  you  talk  in 
blank  verfe.  \^Exit. 

Rof.  Farewell,  monfieur  traveller  :  Look,  you 
lifp,  and  wear  ftvange  fuits  ;  difable  all  the  benefits 
of  your  own  country  ;  be  out  of  love  with  your  na- 
tivity, and  almoft  chide  God  for  making  you  that 
countenance  you  are  ;  or  1  will  fcarce  think  you 
have  fwam  in  a  gondola. — Why,  how  now  Orlando ! 
where  have  you  been  all  this  while  ? — You  a  lover  ? 

 an  you  ferve  me  fuch  another  trick,  never  come 

in  my  fight  more. 

Orla,  My  fair  Rofalind,  I  come  within  an  hour 
of  my  promife. 

Rof,  Break  an  hour's  promife  in  love?  He  that 
will  divide  a  minute  into  athoufand  parts,  and  break 
but  a  part  of  the  thoufandth  part  of  a  minute  in 
the  affairs  of  love,  it  may  be  faid  of  him,  that  Cupid 
hath  clapt  him  o'  the  fhoulder,  but  I  warrant  him 
.heart-whole. 

Orla,  Pardon  me,  dear  Rofalind. 
Rof,  Nay,  an  you  be  fo  tardy,  come  no  more  in  my 
fight ;  1  had  as  lief  be  woo'd  of  a  fnail. 

^  Orla.  Of  a  fnail  ? 
Rof  Ay,  of  a  fnail ;  for  thdfugh  he  comes  flowly, 
lie  carries  his  houfe  on  his  head  ;  a  better  jointure,  I 
think  than  you  can  make  a  woman  j  Bcfides,  he 
brings  his  defliny  with  him. 
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Orla.  What's  that  ? 

Rof,  Why,  horns  ;  which  fuch  as  you  are  fain 
to  be  beholden  to  your  wives  for;  but  he  comes 
armed  in  his  fortune,  and  prevents  the  flander  of 
his  wife. 

Orla,  Virtue  is  no  horn-maker  ;  and  my  Rbfa- 
lind  is  virtuous. 

Rof,  And  I  am  your  Rofalind. 

Cel.  It  plcafes  him  to  call  you  fo  ;  but  he  hath  a 
Rofalind  of  a  better  leer  than  you. 

Rof.  Come,  woo  me,  woo  me ;  for  now  I  am  in  a 

holiday  humour,  and  like  enough  to  confent  :  

What  would  you  fiy  to  me  now,  an  I  were  your 
very  very  Rolalind  ? 

Orla.  I  would  kifs,  before  I  fpoke. 

Rof,  Nay,  you  were  better  fpeak  hrfl ;  and  when 
you  were  gravell'd  for  lack  of  matter,  you  might 
take  occafion  to  kifs.  Very  good  orators,  when 
they  are  out,  they  will  fpit  ;  and  for  lovers,  lacking 
(God  warn  us)  matter,  the  cleanlieft  fhift  is  to 
kifs. 

Orla,  How  if  the  kifs  be  denied  ? 

Rof,  Then  fhe  puts  you  to  entreaty,  and  there 
begins  new  matter. 

Orla,  Who  could  be  out,  being  before  his  be- 
loved miftrefs  ? 

Ro/,  Marry,  that  fhould  you,  if  I  were  your  mif- 
trefs ;  or  I  fhould  think  my  honefty  ranker  than 
my  wit. 

Orla,  What,  of  my  fuit  ? 

Rof,  Not  out  of  your  apparel,  and  yet  out  of 
your  fuit.    Am  not  I  your  Rofalind  ? 

Orla,  I  take  fome  joy  to  fay  you  are,  becaufc  I 
would  be  talking  of  her. 

Rof.  Well,  in  her  perfon,  I  fay — I  will  not  hav.^ 
you, 

Orla,  Then,  in  mine  own  perfon,  I  die. 

Rof  No  faith,  die  by  attorney.  The  poor  world 
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is  almoft  fix  thoufand  years  old,  and  in  all  this  time 
there  was  not  any  man  died  in  his  own  perfon,  vide- 
licet, in  a  love  caufe.  Troilus  had  his  brains  dafh'd 
out  with  a  Grecian  club;  yet  he  did  what  he  could 
to  die  before  ;  and  he  is  one  of  the  patterns  of  love, 
Leander,  he  would  have  liv'd  many  a  fair  year, 
though  Hero  had  turn'd  nun,  if  it  had  not  been  for 
a  hot  midfummer  night  :  for,  .q;ood  youth,  he  went 
but  forth  to  wafli  him  in  the  Hcllefpont,  and,  being 
taken  with  the  cramp,  wasdrown'd  *,  and  the  foolifh 

chroniclers  of  that  age  found  it  was,  Hero  of 

Seftos.  But  thefe  are  all  lies ;  men  have  died  from 
time  to  time,  and  worms  have  eaten  them,  but  not 
for  love. 

Orla.  I  would  not  have  my  right  Rofalind  of 
tliis  mind;  for,  I  proteft,  her  frown  might  kill  me, 

Rof.  By  this  hand,  it  will  not  kill  a  fly :  But 
come,  now  1  will  be  your  Rofalind  in  a  more  coming- 
on  difpofition  ;  and  afk  me  what  you  will,  I  will 
grant  it. 

Orla.  Then  love  me,  Rofalind. 

Rif.  Yes,  faith  wmU  I,  Fridays,  and  Saturdays, 
and  all. 

Grla,  And  wilt  thou  have  mc  ? 
Rof.  Ay,  and  twenty  fuch. 
Orla.  Vv^hat  fay 'ft  thou? 
Rqf.  Are  you  not  gcod  ? 
Orla»  I  hope  To. 

Rof.  Why  then,  cisn  one  dcfire  too  much  of  a. 

good  thing  ?  Come,  fifter,  you  ihall  be  the 

pricft,  and  marry  us.  Give  me  your  hand,  Or- 
lando :— What  do  you  fay,  fifter? 

Orla.  Pray  thee,  marry  us. 

Ccl,  I  cannot  fay  the  v/ords. 

R  f,  You  mud  begin. — Will  you,  Orlando," — 
Cel.  Go  to  .---Will  you,  Orlando,  have  to  wife 
•hh  Rofalind  ? 
Orla.  I  will. 


Aa  IF. 


AS  YOU  LIKE  IT. 


Rof.  Ay,  but  when  ? 

Orla,  Why  now  ;  as  faft  as  fhe  can  marry  us. 

Rof,  Then  you  muft  fay, — I  take  thee,  Rofa- 
lind,  for  wife." 

Orla»  I  take  thee,  Rofalind,  for  wife. 

Rof.  I  might  afk  you  for  your  commifTion  ;  but 
I  do  take  thee,  Orlando,  for  my  hufband  :  There's 
a  girl  goes  before  the  prieft  ;  and,  certainly,  a  wo- 
man's thought  runs  before  her  aftions. 

Orla,  So  do  all  thoughts  ;  they  are  wing'd. 

Rof.  Now  tell  me,  how  long  would  you  have 
her,  after  you  have  pofTefs'd  her  ? 

Orla,  For  ever,  and  a  day, 

Rof  Say  a  day,  without  the  ever :  No,  no,  Or- 
lando ;  men  are  April  when  they  woo,  December 
when  they  wed  :  maids  are  May  when  they  are  maids^ 
but  the  fky  changes  when  they  are  wives. — I  will 
be  more  jealous  of  thee  than  a  Barbary  cock-pigeon 
over  his  hen  :  more  clamorous  than  a  parrot  again fl 
rain  ;  more  new-fangled  than  an  ape ;  more  giddy 
in  my  delires  than  a  monkey ;  I  will  weep  for  no- 
thing, like  Diana  in  the  fountain,  and  I  will  do  that 
when  you  are  difpos'd  to  be  merry  ;  I  will  laugh 
like  a  hyen,  and  that  when  thou  art  inclined  to  Heep, 

Orla.  But  will  my  Rofalind  do  fo  ? 

Rof.  By  my  life,  fhe  will  do  as  I  do. 

Orla.  O,  but  fhe  is  wife. 

Rof  Or  elfe  fhe  could  not  have  the  wit  to  do 
this  :  the  wifer,  the  way  warder :  Make  the  doors 
upon  a  woman's  wit,  and  it  will  out  at  the  cafement ; 
fhut  that,  and  'twill  out  at  the  key-hole ;  Hop  that, 
it  will  fly  with  the  fmoak  out  at  the  chimney. 

Orla.  A  man  that  had  a  wife  with  fuch  a  wit, 
he  might  fay, — "  Wit,  whither  wilt  ?" 

Rof.  Nay,  you  might  keep  that  check  for  it,  'till 
you  me^  your  wife's  wit  going  to  your  neighbour'^ 
bed. 
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Orla,  And  what  wit  could  wit  have  to  excufc 
that  ? 

Rcrf,  Marry,  to  fay, — {he  came  to  feek  you  there. 
You  fhall  never  take  her  without  her  anfwer,  unlefs 
you  take  her  without  her  tongue.  O,  that  woman 
that  cannot  make  her  fauh  herhufband's  occafion, 
let  her  never  nurfc  her  child  herfelf,  for  fhe  will 
breed  it  like  a  fool  ! 

Orld.  For  thefe  two  hours,  Rofalind,  I  will  leave 
thee. 

Rof,  xA.l  is,  dear  h)Ve,  I  cannot  lack  thee  two  hours. 

Orla.  I  mufl  attend  the  duke  at  dinner;  by  two 
o'clock  I  will  be  with  thee  again. 

Rof,  Ay,  go  your  ways,  go  your  ways ; — I  knew 
wliat  you  would  prove  ;  my  friends  told  me  as  much, 
and  I  thought  no  lefs : — that  flattering  tongue  of 
yours  won  me: — 'tis  but  one  cafl  away,  and  fo, — 
c(.me,  death. — Two  o'the  clock  is  your  hour  ? 

Orla.  Ay,  fwcet  Rofalind. 

Rof,  By  my  troth,  and  in  good  earneft,  and  fo 
God  mend  me,  and  by  all  pretty  oaths  that  are  not 
dangerous,  if  you  break  one  jot  of  your  promife,  or 
come  one  minute  behind  your  hour,  I  will  think 
you  the  m.ofi:  pathetical  break-promife,  and  the  moft 
hollow  lover,  and  the  mod  unworthy  of  her  you 
call  Roialind,  that  may  be  chofen  out  of  the  grofs 
band  of  the  unfaithful :  therefore  beware  my  cen- 
lure,  and  keep  your  promife. 

OrLa,  With  no  lefs  religion,  than  if  thou  wert 
indeed  my  Rofalind  :  So,  adieu. 

Rof  Well,  time  is  the  old  juftice  that  examines 
all  fuch  offenders,  and  let  time  try  :  Adieu  ! 

\_Exit  Orlando, 

Cel.  You  have  fimply  mifus'd  our  fex  in  your 
love-prate ;  we  mud  have  your  doublet  and  hofe 
pluck'd  over  your  head,  and  fhew  the  world  what 
the  bird  hath  done  to  her  own  neft. 
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Rqf,  O  coz,  coz,  coz,  my  pretty  little  coz,  that 
thou  didft  know  how  many  fathom  deep  I  am  in 
love  !  but  it  cannot  be  founded  ;  my  afFeftion  hath 
an  unknown  bottom,  like  the  bay  of  Portugal. 

CeL  Or  rather,  bottomlefs  ;  that  as  fafh  as  you 
pour  affection  in,  it  runs  out. 

Rof,  No,  that  fame  wicked  baftard  of  Venus, 
that  was  begot  of  thought,  conceiv'd  of  fplecn,  and 
born  of  madnefs;  that  blind  rafcally  boy,  that  abufes 
every  one's  eyes,  becaufe  his  own  are  out,  let  him 
be  judge,  how  deep  I  am  in  love  I'll  tell  thee, 
Aliena,  I  cannot  be  out  of  fight  of  Orlando  :  I'll 
go  find  him  a  fhadow,  and  figh  till  he  come. 

CeL  And  I'll  fleep.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  J^aques,  Lords  and  Forejiers. 

Jaq,  Which  is  he  that  kill'd  the  deer? 
Lord^  Sir  it  was  I. 

jfaq.  Let's  prelcnt  him  to  the  duke  like  a  Roman 
conquerer  ;  and  it  would  do  well  to  fet  the  deer's 
horns  ubon  his  head,  for  a  branch  of  vi6lory  ; — Have 
you  no  fong,  forefler,  for  this  purpofe  ? 

For,  Yes,  fir. 

Jaq.  Sing  it :  'Tis  no  matter  how  it  be  in  tune, 
fo  it  make  noife  enough. 

Mufic,  Song. 

1.  What JJiall  he  have^  that  kiWd  the  deer? 

2.  His  leather  fain,  and  horns  to  wear. 

1.  Then  Jing  him  home:  ^  The  reft 

Take  thou  no  /corn  I  fhall  bear 
To  wear  the  horn,  the  lujiy  horn  j  |  this  bur- 
It  was  a  creJi  ere  thou  wajl  born,        J  den. 

1.  Thy  father's  father  wore  it  ; 

2.  And  thy  father  bore  it : 
The  horn,  the  horn,  the  luJly  horn. 

Is  not  a  thing  to  laugh  to  /corn,  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  III. 
Enter  Rofalind  and  Celia. 

Rof.  How  fay  you  now?  Is  it  not  paft  two 
o'clock?  and  here's  much  Orlando  ! 

CeL  I  warrant  you,  with  pure  love,  and  troubled 
brain,  he  hath  ta'en  his  bow  and  arrows,  and  is  gone 
forth — to  fleep  :  Look,  who  comes  here. 

Enter  Silvius, 

SiL  My  errand  is  to  you,  fair  youth  ; — 
My  gentle  Phebe  bid  me  give  you  this ; 

\_Giving  a  letter^ 
I  know  not  the  contents ;  but,  as  I  guefs, 
By  the  ftern  brow,  and  wafpifh  a£lion 
Which  fhe  did  ufe  as  fhe  was  writing  of  it, 
It  bears  an  angry  tenour  :  pardon  me, 
I  am  but  as  a  guiltlefs  meffenger. 

Rof.  [^reading,']  Patience  herfelf  would  ftartle  at 
this  letter 

And  play  the  fwaggerer  ;  bear  this,  bear  all  : 

She  fays,  I  am  not  fair;  that  I  lack  manners ; 

She  calls  me  proud  ;  and,  that  fhe  could  not  love  mc 

Were  man  as  rare  as  Phoenix  :  'Od's  my  will ! 

Her  love  is  not  the  hare  that  I  do  hunt  : 

Why  writes  fhe  fo  to  me  ?  — Well,  fliepherd  well, 

This  is  a  letter  of  your'^wn  device. 

SiL  No,  I  proteft,  I  know  not  the  contents, 
Phebe  did  write  it. 

Rqf.  Come,  come,  you  are  a  fool. 
And  turn'd  into  the  extremity  of  love. 
I  faw  her  hand  ;  fhe  has  a  leathern  hand, 
A  freeftone-coloured  hand ;  I  verily  did  think 
That  her  old  gloves  were  on,  but  'twas  her  hands  ; 
She  has  a  hufwife's  hand  :  but  that's  no  matter: 
I  fay,  fhe  never  did  invent  this  letter  ; 
This  is  a  man's  invention,  and  his  hand. 

SiL  Sure,  it  is  hers.  ^ 

Rof,  Why,  'tis  a  boifterous  and  a  cruel  ftile, 
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A  flile  for  challengers;  why,  fhe  defies  me, 
Like  Turk  to  Chriflian  :  woman's  gentle  brain 
Could  not  drop  forth  fuch  giant-rude  invention, 
Such  Ethiop  words,  blacker  in  their  effcft 
Than  in  their  countenance  ;  Will  you  hear  the  letter  ? 

Sil,  So  plcafe  you,  for  I  never  heard  it  yet  ; 
Yet  heard  too  much  of  Phebe's  cruelty. 

Rof.  She  Phebe's  me  :  Mark  how  the  tyrant 
writes. 

[^Reads,^  "  Art  thou  god  to  fhcpherd  turn'd, 

"  That  a  maidcn*s  heart  hath  burn*d?** — 
Can  a  woman  rail  thus  ? 
SiL  Call  you  this  railing  ? 

Rof,  [Reads,]  "  Why,  thy  godhead  laid  apart, 
"  War'fl  thou  with  a  woman's  heart?'* 
Did  you  ever  hear  fuch  railing  ? — 

"  Whiles  the  eye  of  man  did  woo  me, 
"  That  could  do  no  vengeance  to  me."— • 
Meaning  me  a  bead. — 

"  If  the  fcorn  of  your  bright  eyne 

"  Have  power  to  raife  (uch  love  in  mine 

Alack,  in  me  what  ftrange  effeft 
"  Would  they  work  in  mild  afpeft  ? 
^*  Whiles  you  chid  me,  I  did  love ; 
How  then  might  your  prayers  move  i* 
He,  tliat  brings  this  love  to  thee, 
Little  knows  this  love  in  me  : 
And  by  him  foal  up  thy  mind  ; 
"  Whether  that  thy  youth  and  kind 
"  Will  the  faithfuroffcr  take 
"  Of  me,  and  all  that  I  can  make; 
"  Or  clfe  by  him  my  love  deny, 
And  then  I'll  (ludy  how  to  die." 
SiL  Call  you  this  chiding? 
CeL  Alas,  poor  fhepherd  ! 

Rof.  Do  you  pity  him  ?  no,  he  deferves  no  pity. 
— Wilt  thou  love  fuch  a  woman  ? — What,  to 
make  thee  an  inflrumcnt,  and  play  falfe  ftrains  upon 
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thee !  not  to  be  endured  ! — Well,  go  your  way  to 
her,  (for  I  fee  love  hath  made  thee  a  tame  fnake) 
and  fay  this  to  her  : — ''That  iffheloveme"  I  charge 
her  to  love  thee:  if  flie  v^ill  not,  I  "  will  never 
have  her,  unlefs  thou  entreat  for  her.''  If  you  be  a 
true  lover,  hence,  and  not  a  word;  for  here  comes 
more  company,  [^Exit  Silvius, 

Enter  Oliver, 

OH,  Good-morrow,  fair  ones  :  Pray  you,  if  you 
know 

Where  in  the  purlieus  of  this  forefl,  flands 
A  fheep-cote,  fcnc'd  about  with  olive-trees? 

Cd.  Weft  of  this  place,  down  in  the  neighbour 
bottom^ 

The  rank  of  ofiers,  by  the  murmuring  ftream, 
Left  on  your  right  hand,  brings  you  to  the  place  : 
But  at  this  hour  the  houfe  doth  keep  itfelf, 
There's  none  within. 

OH,  If  that  an  eye  may  profit  by  a  tongue. 
Then  fhould  I  know  you  by  defcripticn  ; 
Such  garments,  and  fuch  years  :  "  The  boy  is  fair, 
*'  Of  female  favour,  and  beftows  himfelf 

Like  a  ripe  fifter  :  but  the  woman  low, 

And  browner  than  her  brother."    Are  not  you 
The  owner  of  the  houfe  I  did  enquire  for  ? 

CeL  It  is  no  boaft,  being  aflc'd,  to  fay,  we  are. 

Oli,  Orlando  doth  commend  him  to  you  both  ; 
And  to  that  youth,  he  calls  his  Rofalind, 
He  fends  this  bloody  napkin  ;  Are  you  he  ? 

Rof.  I  am  :  What  muft  we  under fkand  by  this  ? 

Oil.  Some  of  my  fhame  :  if  you  will  know  of  me 
What  man  I  am,  and  how,  and  why,  and  where 
This  handkerchief  was  ftain'd. 

CeL  I  pray  you  tell  it, 

Oli,  When  lafl  the  young  Orlando  parted  from 
you, 

He  left  a  promife  to  return  again 
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Within  an  hour ;  and,  pacing  through  the  foreft, 

Chewing  the  food  of  fvveet  and  bitter  fancy, 

Lo,  what  befel !  he  threw  his  eye  afide, 

And  mark,  what  objeft  did  prcfent  itfelf ! 

Under  an  oak,  whofe  boughs  were  mofs'd  with  age, 

And  high  top  bald  with  dry  antiquity, 

A  wretched  ragged  man,  o'ergrown  with  hair. 

Lay  fleeping  on  his  back  :  about  his  neck 

A  green  and  gilded  fnake  had  wreath'd  itfelf, 

Who  with  her  head,  nimble  in  threats,  approached 

The  opening  of  his  mouth  ;  but  fuddenly 

Seeing  Orlando,  it  unlink'd  itfelf. 

And  with  indented  glides  did  flip  away 

Into  a  bufh  :  under  which  bufli's  fliade 

A  lionefs,  with  udders  all  drawn  dry, 

I.ay  couching,  head  on  ground,  with  cat-like  watch. 

When  that  the  fleeping  man  fhould  flir ;  for  'tis 

The  royal  difpofition  of  that  beafb, 

To  prey  on  nothing  that  doth  fcem  as  dead : 

This  feen,  Orlando  did  approach  the  man. 

And  found  it  was  his  brother,  his  elder  brother. 

CeL  O,  I  have  heard  him  fpeak  of  that  fame  brother, 
And  he  did  render  him  the  mofh  unnatural 
That  liv'd  'mongfl  men. 

OLi,  And  well  he  might  fo  do, 
For  well  I  know  he  was  unnatural. 

Rof.  But,  to  Orlando  ; — Did  he  leave  him  there, 
Food  to  the  fuck'd  and  hungry  lionefs  ? 

Oli,  Twice  did  he  turn  his  back,  and  purposed  fo  : 
But  kindnefs,  nobler  ever  than  revenge, 
And  nature,  ftonger  than  his  juft  occafion. 
Made  him  give  battle  to  the  lionefs. 
Who  quickly  fell  before  him  ;  in  which  hurtling 
From  miferable  flumber  I  awak'd. 

Ccl,  Are  you  his  brother? 

Rof.  Was  it  you  he  refcu'd  ? 

CeL  Was't  you  that  did  fooft  contrive  to  kill  him  ? 

Oli,  Twas  1 ;  but  'tis  not  1  :  1  do  not  fhaiue 
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To  tell  you  what  I  was,  fmce  my  convei Tiou 
So  fweetly  taftcs,  being  the  thing  I  am. 

Rof.  But  for  the  bloody  napkin  ? — 

Oil.  By  and  by. 
When  from  the  fir  ft  to  la  ft,  betwixt  us  two, 
Tears  our  recountments  had  moft  kindly  baih'd. 

As  how  I  came  into  that  defert  place ;  

In  brief,  he  led  me  to  the  gentle  duke, 

Who  gave  mx  frefh  array,  and  entertainment. 

Committing  me  unto  my  brother's  love ; 

Who  led  me  inftantly  unto  his  cave. 

There  ftripp'd  himfelf,  and  here  upon  his  arm 

The  lionels  had  torn  fome  flcfh  away, 

Which  all  this  while  had  bled  ;  and  now  he  fainted. 

And  cry'd,  in  fainting,  upon  Rofalind. 

Brief,  I  recover'd  him  ;  bound  up  his  wound ; 

And,  and  after  fome  fmall  fpace,  being  ftrong  at  heart, 

He  fent  me  hither,  ftranger  as  I  am, 

To  tell  this  ftory,  that  you  might  excufe 

His  broken  promife,  and  to  give  this  napkin, 

Dy'd  in  his  blood,  unto  the  fhcpherd  youth 

That  he  in  fport  doth  call  his  Rofalind. 

Cel.  Why,  how  now,  Ganymed  ?  fweet  Gany- 
med?  [  Rofalind  faints. 

OH.  Many  will  fwoon  when  they  do  look  on  blood. 

Cel.  There  is  more  in  it : — Coufin — Ganymed  I 

OH.  Look,  he  recovers. 

Rof.  I  would,  I  were  at  home. 

Cel.  We'll  lead  you  thither  : — 
I  pray  you,  will  you  take  him  by  the  arm  ? 

OH.  Be  of  good  cheer,  youth  : — You  a  man  ?--^ 
you  lack  a  man's  heart. 

Rof.  I  do  lo,  I  confefs  it.  Ah,  fir,  a  body  would 
think  this  was  well  counterfeited :  I  pray  you,  tell 
your  brother  how  well  I  counterfeited. —  Heigh 
ho!— 

OH.  This  was  not  counterfeit ;  there  is  too  great 
leftimony  in  your  complexion,  that  it  was  a  paftion 
of  earneft. 
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Ro/.  Counterfeit,  I  adure  you. 

OH.  Well  then,  take  a  good  heart,  and  counter- 
feit to  be  a  man. 

Rof,  So  I  do  :  but  i'faith,  I  fhould  have  b^cn  a 
woman  by  right. 

CeL  Come,  you  look  paler  and  paler ;  pray  you 
draw  homewards: — Good  fir,  go  with  us. 

Oli,  That  will  I,  for  1  muft  bearaafwcr  back 
How  you  excufe  my  brother,  Rofalind. 

Ro/,  I  fhall  dcvife  fomething  :  But,  I  pray  you, 
commend  my  counterfeiting  to  him  : — Will  you  go 

[Exeunt, 


A  C  T    V.       S  C  E  N  E    E  ~ 

The  Forefi, 

Enter  Cloti'n,  and  yludrey. 

Clo.  WJ^  faall  find  a  tim.e,  Audrey;  pea;..!..., 
VV         gentle  Audry. 

Aud,  'Faith,  the  priefk  was  good  enough,  for  all 
the  old  gentleman's  faying. 

Clo,  A  moft  wicked  Sir  Oliver,  Audrey,  a  moil 
vile  Mar-text.  But,  Audrey,  there  is  a  youth  here 
in  the  forefh  lays  claim  to  you. 

Aud.  Av,  I  know'  who  'tis  ;  he  hatij  no  intercil. 
in  me  in  the  world  :  here  comes  the  man  you  mean. 
Enter  William, 

Clo,  It  is  meat  and  drink  to  me  to  fee  a  clown  : 
By  my  troth,  we  that  have  r;ood  wits,  have  much 
to  anfvver  for;  we  fliall  be  flouting;  we  cani-vot 
hold. 

IVilL  Good  even,  Audrey. 
/lud,  God  ye  good,  even  Willi  im. 
Will,  And  good  even  to  vou,  Ii:-. 
Vol.  IE  Kk-  . 
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Clo.  Good  even,  gentle  friend  :  Cover  thy  head, 
cover  thy  head;  nay,  pr'ythce,  be  covered.  How- 
old  are  you,  friend  ? 

Will,  Five  and  twenty,  fir. 

Clo.  A  ripe  age  :  Is  thy  name  William  ? 

Will.  William,  fir. 

■Cb.  A  fair  name  :   Wafl  born  i'the  foreft  here 
Will.  Ay,  fir,  I  thank  God. 
Clo,  Thank  God; — a  good  anfwcr:  Art  rich? 
Will.  'Faith,  fir,  fo  fo. 

Clo.  So  fo  ;  'Tis  good,  very  good,  very  excellent 
good  : — and  yet  it  is  not ;  it  is  but  fo  fo.  Art  thou 
wife  ? 

Will.  Ay,  fir,  I  have  a  pretty  wit. 

Clo.  Why  thou  fay'd  well,  t  do  now  remember 
a  faying ;  "  The  fool  dotli  think  he  is  wife  but  the 
"  wile  man  knows  himfelf  to  be  a  fool."  The 
heathen  philofophcr,  when  he  had  a  defire  to  eat  a 
grape,  would  open  his  lips  when  he  put  it  into  his 
mouth  ;  meaning  thereby,  that  grapes  were  made 
to  cat,  and  lips  to  open.     You  do  love  this  maid? 

Will.  I  do  fir. 

Clo.  Give  me  your  hand  :  Art  thou  learned  ? 
Will.  No,  fir. 

Clo.  Then  learn  this  of  me  ;  To  have  is  to  have  ; 
For  it  is  a  figure  in  rhetoric,  that  drink  being,  poured 
out  of  a  cup  into  a  glafs,  by  filling  the  one  doth  empty 
>d1e  other :   For  all  your  writers  do  confent,  that 
ipfe  is  he ;  now  you  arc  not  ipfe^  for  1  am  he. 
Will.  V/hich  he,  Sir  ? 

Clo.  He,  Sir,  that  mufi:  marry  this  woman  :  There- 
fore, you,  clown,  abandon, — which  is  in  the  vulgar, 
leave, — the  iociety, — which  in  the  boorifn  is,  com- 
pany,— of  this  female, — which  in  the  common  is, 

 woman, — which  together  is,  abandon  the  fociety 

of  this  female  ;  or,  clown,  thou  perifliefl:  ;  or,  to 
thy  better  underflanding,  diefh  :  or,  to  w^it,  I  kill 
thee,  make  thee  away,  tranflate  thy  life  into  death. 
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thy  liberty  into  bondage  :  I  will  deal  in  poifon  with 
thee,  or  in  baftinado,  or  in  fteel ;  I  will  bandy  with 
thee  in  faftion  ;  I  will  over-run  thee  with  policy  ; 
1  will  kill  thee  a  hundred  and  fifty  ways  f  therefore, 
tremble,  and  depart. 

Aud,  Do,  good  William. 

WilL  God  reft  you  merry,  fir,  [Exit. 

Enter  Corm, 
Cor,  Our  maricr  and  miftrefs  feek  you  j  come, 
away,  away, 

Clo,  Trip,  Audrey,  trip  Audrey;  I  attend,  I  at- 
tend»  I  Exeunt, 

SCENE       IL  ' 

Enter  Orlando  and  Oliver^ 

Orla,  Is*t  poflible,  that  on  fo  little  acquaintance 
you  fhould  like  her  ?  that,  but  feeing,  you  fliould 
love  her  ?  and,  loving,  woo  ?  and,  wooing,  flie 
fhoald  grant  ?  And  will  you  perfevere  to  enjoy  lier  ? 

OH.  Neither  call  the  giddinefs  of  it  in  qucftion, 
the  poverty  of  her,  the  fmall  acquaintancCj  my  fuddeu 
wooing,  nor  her  fudden  confenting ;  but  fay 
with  me,  1  love  Aliena  ;  fay  with  her,  that  fhe  loves 
me;  confert  with  both,  that  we  may  enjoy  each 
other :  it  fhall  be  to  your  good  ;  for  my  father's 
houfe,  and  all  the  revenue  that  was  old  fir  Rowland*;?, 
Vt^ill  I  cftate  upon  you,  and  here  live  and  die  a  (hep- 
herd. 

Enter  RofaLind. 

Orla,  You  have  my  confent.  Let  your  wedding 
be  to-morrow  :  thither  will  I  invite  the  duke,  and 
all  his  contented  followers  :  Go  you,  and  prepare 
Aliena ;  for  look  you,  here  comes  my  Rofalind, 

Rof,  God  fave  you,  brother, 

OIL  And  you,  fiiir  fifter. 

Rof,  Oh,  my  dear  Orlando,  how  it  grieves  mr. 
to  fee  thee  wear  thy  heart  in  a  fcarf ! 
Orla,  It  is  my  arm. 
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Rof,  I  thouglu  thy  heart  had  been  wounded  with 
the  claws  of  a  lion. 

Orla.  Wounded  it  is,  but  with  the  eyes  of  a  lady. 

Rof,  Did  your  brother  tell  you  how  I  counter- 
feited to  fwoon,  when  he  fhewed  me  your  hand- 
kerchief? 

Orla.  Ay  and  greater  wonders  than  that. 

Rof,  Oj  I  know  where  you  are  : — Nay,  'tis  true  : 
there  was  never  any  thing  fo  fudden,  but  the  fight 
of  two  rams,  and  Caefar's  thrafonical  brag  of — I 
came,  fcizv^  and  overcame :  For  your  brother  and 
my  fifter  no  fooner  met,  but  they  look'd  ;  no  fooner 
look'd,  but  they  lov'd  ;  no  fooner  lov'd,  but  they 
figh'd  ;  no  fooner  figh'd,  but  they  aflc'd  one  another 
the  reafon  ;  no  fooner  knew  the  reafon,  but  they 
fought  the  remedy  :  and  in  thefe  degrees  have  they 
made  a  pair  of  flairs  to  m.arri^ge,  which  they  will 
climb  incontinent,  or  elfe  be  incontinent  before 
marriage  :  they  are  in  the  very  wrath  of  love,  and 
tliey  will  together  ;  clubs  cannot  part  them. 

Orla,  Ihey  fiiall  be  manicd  to-morrow;  and  I 
wiii  bid  the  duke  to  the  nuptial.  But,  O,  how  bitter 
a  thing  it  is  to  look  into  bappineis  through  another 
Iran's  eyes  !  By  fo  much  the  more  fhall  I  to-morrow 
be  at  the  height  of  heart-heavinefs,  by  how  much 
1  lliall  tlunk  m-y  brother  happy,  in  having  what  he 

r\  to-morrow  I  cannot  ferve  your 

■s-.'O  P. 

M  liVe  no  longer  by  tlunking. 

irv  vou  then  no  longer  with  idle 
nf  me  tlien,    (fc^r  now   1  {peak  to 
.DOce;  th.it  I  know  you  are  a  gentleman  of 
r  ccit  :  1  ipcak  not  this,   that  you  fhould 
h  ai  a  'iC'od  opink;n  of  my  knowledge,  infomuch, 
1  i  kno^y  yrra  are;   neither  do  I  labour  for  a  ' 

gr  :v'  iiTan  may  in  lornc  little  meafure  draw 

a  b    .      .  ..i  veil,  to  do  yourlelf  good,  and  not  to 
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grace  me.  Believe  then,  if  you  pleafe,  that  I  can 
do  flrange  things:  1  liave,  fince  I  was  three  years 
old,  convers'd  with  a  magician,  mofl  profound  in 
his  art,  and  yet  not  damnable.  If  you  do  love  Ro- 
falind  fo  near  the  heart  as  your  gefture  cries  it  out, 
when  your  brother  marries  Aliena,  you  fliall  marry 
her  :  I  know  not  into  what  flraights  of  fortune  fhe 
is  driven  ;  and  it  is  not  imponible  to  me,  if  it  appear 
not  inconvenient  to  you,  to  fet  her  before  your 
eyes  to-morrow,  human  as  fhe  is,  and  without  any 
danger. 

Orla,  Speak'ft  thou  in  fober  meanings? 

Rof,  By  my  life  I  do  ;  Which  I  tender  dcatly, 
though  I  fay  I  am  a  magician  :  Therefore,  put  you 
on  your  bed  array,  bid  your  friends  ;  for  if  you  will 
be  married  to-morrow,  you  fhall  ;  and  to  Rofalind; 
if  yoi^  will, 

Ent^r  Silvius^  and  Phe5e, 
Look,  ^?.ere  comes  a  lover  of  mine,  and  a  lover  of 
liers.  W 

Fhe,  Youth,  you  have  done  me  much  ungentloncr., 
To  fiiew  the  letter  that  I  writ  to  you. 

Rof,  I  care  not,  if  I  have:  it  is  my  ftudy, 
To  feern  defpightful  and  ungentle  to  you. 
You  are  there  followed  by  a  faithful  fnephcrd  ; 
Look  upon  him,  love  him;  he  worfhips  vou. 

Phe,  Good  fnepherd,  tell  this  youth  \w\\m  'tis  u^: 
love. 

SiL  It  is  to  be  made  all  of  figlis  and  tcji  s  ;  -  - 
And  fo  am  I  for  Phebc. 
Phe.  And  I  for  Ganymcd. 
Orla,  Aijd  I  for  Rofalind. 
R-if,  And  1  for  no  woman. 

SiL  It  is  to  be  all  made  of  faith  and  fervice  \ — 
And  fo  am  I  for  Phcbe. 
I^Ae.  And  I  for  Ganymcd. 
Orla,  And  I  for  Rouiiind. 
Rof,  And  I  for  no  woman. 
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Si/.  It  is  lO  be  all  made  of  fantafy. 
All  niacle  of  paflion,  and  all  made  of  wifhes  ; 
All  adoration,  duty,  and  obfervance, 
All  hnmblenefs,  all  patience,  and  impatience, 
All  puritv,  all  trial,  all  obfervance  ; — ^ 
And  fo  am  I  for  Phebe. 

Phe.  And  fo  am  I  for  Ganvm.ed, 

Orla,  A-nd To  am  I  for  Rofalind. 

.Rof.  And  fo  am  I  for  no  woman. 

Phe.  If  this  be  fo.  why  blamiC  vou  me  to  love 
you?         '  '  [To  Rof. 

Sil.  If  this  be  fo,  w?iy  blame  you  me  to  love 
you  ?  [To  Phe, 

OrLi.  If  this  be  fo,  why  blame  you  me  to  love 
vou  ? 

RrJ.  Yvlio  do  you  fpeak  to.  zvhy  blame  you  me  to 
Lve  yon  ? 

Orla,  To  her,  that  is  not  here,  nor  doth  not  hear, 

Rof,  Pray  you,  no  more  of  this ;  'tis  like  the 
liowling  of  Irifn  wolves  againfh  the  moon. — I  will 
help  you,  if  I  c?n  ;  [To  SiLviu5,~^ — I  would  love 
you,  if  I  could.  \  To  Phebe,'] — To-morrow  meet  me 
all  together.— I  will  m.arry  you,  [To  Phebe]  if  ever 
I  marry  woman,  and  I'll  be  married  to-morrow  : — 
I  will  fatisfy  you,  [To  Orlando]  if  ever  I  fatisfy'd 
m:!n,  and  you  {IvAl  be  married  to-morrow  : — I  will 
content  you,  [To  SUvivs]  if  what  pleafes  you  con- 
tents you,  and  you  fh^dl  be  m.arried  to-morrow.  > 

As  you  love  P^of^^lind,  meet  [To  Orlando] — As  you 
iovePh^be,  meet  ;  [To  Stlvius,'] — And  as  I  love  no 
woman,  I'll  meet. — So  fare  you  well;  I  haveleft 
■■.'ou  commands. 

SiL  I'll  not  fail,  if  I  live. 

Fhe,  Nrr  I. 

Orla.  Nor  1.  [Exeunt, 
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SCENE  III. 

Enter  Clown,  and  Audrey, 

Clo,  To-morrow  is  the  joyful  day,  Audrey ;  to- 
morrow will  we  he  married. 

Aud,  I  do  defne  it  with  all  my  heart  ;  and  I 
hope  it  is  no  dilhoneft:  defire,  to  defire  to  be  a  wo- 
man of  the  world.  Here  come  two  of  the  banifh'd 
duke's  pages. 

Enter  two  Pages, 

1  Page,  Well  met,  honefl  gentleman. 

CLo,  By  my  troth,  well  met  ;  Come,  fit,  fit,  and 
a  fong. 

2  Page,  We  are  for  you  :  fit  i'  the  middle. 

1  Page,  Shall  we  clap  into't  roundly,  v/ithout 
hawking,  or  fpitting,  or  faying  we  are  hoarfe  ? 
which  are  the  only  prologues  to  a  bad  voice  ? 

2  Page,  rfaith,  i'faith  ;  and  both  in  a  tune,  like 
two  gypfies  on  a  horfe. 

SONG. 

It  was  a  lover  and  his  lafs^ 

With  a  hey,  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  vonino^ 
That  o'er  the  green  corn-field  didpafs 

In  the  fpring  time,  the  pretty  rank  time, 
When  birds  do  fing,  hey  ding  a  ding,  a  ding  : 
Sweet  lovers  love  the  fpring. 

Between  the  acres  of  the  rye. 

With  a  hey,  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey,  nonino, 
Thefe-pretty  country  folks  zvould  lie, 

In  the  fpring  time,  &.c. 

The  carol  they  began  that  hour, 

With  a  hey,  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  noninBy 

How  that  life  was  but  a  flower 
In  the  fpring  time,  &  c. 
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And  therefore  take  the  prefent  time, 

With  a  hey,  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  nonino  j 

For  love  is  crozvned  loith  the  prime 
In  the  fpringtime^  &c, 

CLo,  Truly,  young  gentlemen,  though  there  was 
no  great  matter  in  the  ditty,  yet  the  note  was  very 
untuneable. 

1  Page.  You  are  deceived  ftr ;  we  kept  time,  we 
loft  not  our  time. 

Clo,  By  my  troth,  yes;  I  count  it  but  time  lofl 
to  hear  iuch  a  foolifli  fong.  God  be  with  you  ;  and 
God  mend  your  voices. — Come,  Audrey.  \_Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV. 

Another  part  oj  the  Forejl.. 

Enter  Duke  Senior,  Amiens,  Jaques,  Orlando,  Oliver, 
a7id  Celia, 

Duke  Sen.  Doft  thou  believe,  Orlando,  that  the 
boy 

Can  do  all  that  he  hath  promi fed  ? 

Or  la,  I  fometimes  do  believe,  and  fometimes  do 
not  ; 

As  thofe  that  fear  they  hope,  and  know  they  fear. 

Enter  Rofalind,  Sdvius,  and  PJiehe. 

Rof,  Patience  once  more,  whiles  our  compaft  is 
urg'd  :  

You  fay,  if  I  bring  in  your  Rofalind,  [To  the  Duke, 
You  will  beftow  her  on  Orlando  here  ? 

Duke  Sen.  That  would  I,  had  I  kingdoms  to  give 
with  her. 

Rof,  And  you  fay,  you  have  her,  when  I 

bring  her  ?  \_To  Orlando, 

Orldi  That  would  I,  were  I  of  all  kingdoms 
king. 

Rof,  You  lay,  you'll  marry  me  if  I  be  willmg  ? 

ITo  Fhebe. 
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Phe,  That  will  I,  {liould  1  die  the  hour  after. 
RoJ\  But,  if  you  do  rcfufe  to  marry  me, 
You'll  give  yourfelf  to  this  mod  faithful  fhepherd  ? 
Phe,  So  is  the  bargain. 

Rof,  You  fay,  that  you'll  have  Phebe,  if  flie  will  ? 

[  To  Silvius, 

Sil.  Though  to  have  her  and  death  were  both 
one  thing. 

Rof,  I  have  promised  to  make  all  this  matter  even. 
Keep  you  your  word,    O  duke,  to  give  your 

daughter  :— 
You,  yours,  Orlando,  to  receive  his  daughter  ; 
Keep  your  word,  Phebe,  that  you'll  marry  mc ; 
Or  elfe,  refufing  me,  to  wed  this  fhepherd  :  — 
Keep  your  word,  Silvius,  that  you'll  marry  her, 
If  fhe  refufe  me  ; — and  from  hence  I  go, 
To  make  thefe  doubts  all  even, 

[Exeunt  Rofalind  and  Cdia» 

Duke  Sen,  I  do  remember  in  this  fhepherd-boy 
Some  lively  touches  of  my  daughter's  favour. 

Orla,  My  lord,  the  firfttime  that  I  everfaw  him, 
Methought  he  was  a  brother  to  your  daughter  : 
But,  my  good  lord,  this  boy  is  forefl  born 
And  hath  been  tutored  in  the  rudiments 
Of  many  defperate  ftudies  by  his  uncle, 
Whom  he  reports  to  be  a  great  magician, 
Obfcured  in  tlie  circle  of  this  foreft. 

Enler  Clown  and  Audrey, 

Jaq,  There  is,  fure,  another  flood  toward,  and 
rliele  couples  are  com.ing  to  the  ark!  Here  comes 
a  pair  or  very  ftrange  beads,  which  in  all  tongues 
are  call'd  fools. 

Clo,  vS.dutation  and  greeting  to  you  all  ! 

Jaq,  Good  my  lorvd,  bid  him  welcome  :  This  is 
the  motley-minded  gentleman^  that  I  have  fo  oftea 
met  in  the  forcft  ;  he  hath  been  a  courtier,  he 
(wears. 
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Clo.  If  any  man  doubt  that,  let  him  put  me  to 
my  purgation.  I  have  trod  a  m.ealure ;  1  have  flat- 
tered a  lady ;  I  have  been  politick  with  my  friend, 
fmooth  with  mine  enemy  ;  I  have  undone  three 
taylors  ;  I  have  had  four  quarrels,  and  like  to  have 
fought  one, 

jfciq»  And  how  was  that  ta*en  up  ? 

Clo,  'Faith,  we  met,  and  found  the  quarrel  was 
upcn  the  fevcnth  caufe, 

jag.  How  fevcnth  caufe?—- Good  my  lord, like 
-this  fellow, 

Duke  Sen.  I  like  him  very  well. 

Clo,  God'ild  you,  fir  ;  1  defire  you  of  the  like. 
I  prefs  in  here,  fir,  amongft  the  reft  of  the  country 
copulatives,  to  fwear,  and  to  forfwear  ;  according 
us  marriage  binds,  and  blood  breaks  : — A  poor 
virgin,  fir,  an  ill-favcur'd  thing,  fir,  but  mine  own  ; 
a  poor  humour  of  mine,  fir,  to  take  that  that  no 
man  elfe  will :  Rich  honefty  dwells  like  a  mifcr, 
fir,  in  a  poor  houfe ;  as  your  pearl,  in  your  foul 
oyfter. 

Duke  Sen.  By  my  faith,  he  is  very  fwift  and  fen- 
tent  ious. 

Clo.  Accoidingto  the  fool's  bolt,  fir,  and  fuch 
dulcet  difeafes. 

jaq.  But,  for  the  feventh  caufe  ;  how  did  you 
find  the  quarrel  on  the  feventh  caufe  ? 

Clo,    Upon  a  lie  feven  times  removed  : — Bear 
your  bod)'  more  feeming,  Audrej^'  : — as  thus,  fir, 
I  did  difiikc  the  cut  of  a  certain  courtier's  beard  ; 
he  lent  m.e  word,  if  I  faid  his  beard  was  not  cut 
wel;,  he  v/as  in  the  mind  it  was  :  This  is  calPd  the 
Retort  c  jurtecus.    If  I  fent  him  word  again,  it  was 
•  \A'cn  rut,  he  would  fend  me  word,  he  cut  it  to 
'  ir  .vrlf :  This  is  call' d  the  Q^iip  modcji.  If 
-  was  nc^t  well  cut,  he  difabled  my  judg- 
This  is  call'd  the  Reply  (hurlijh.     If  again, 
?t  well  cut,  he  would  anfwer,  I  fpake  not 
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true.  This  is  caird  the  Rrp roof  valiant.  If  again, 
it  was  not  well  cut,  he  would  l-ny,  I  lye.  This  is 
calPd  the  Countercheck  quarrelfome j  and  To  to  the 
Lye  circu7n/lantial^2ir\A  the  LyedireEi, 

Jaq.  And  how  oft  did  you  fay  his  beard  was  not 
well  cut  ? 

Clo.  I  durfl  go  no  further  than  the  Lye  circum- 
Jiantial^  nor  he  durft  not  give  me  the  Lye  direcl ; 
and  fo  we  meafur'd  fwords,  and  parted. 

^aq.  Can  you  nominate  in  order  now  the  degrees 
©f  the  lye. 

Clo,  O  fir,  we  quarrel  in  print,  by  the  book  ; 
as  you  have  books  for  good  manners :  I  will  name 
you  the  degrees.  The  firft,  the  Retort  courte- 
ous ;  the  fecond,  the  Quip  modefl ;  the  third,  the 
Reply  churlifh  ;  the  fourth,  the  Reproof  valiant  ; 
the  fifth,  the  Countercheck  quarrelfome  ;  the 
fixth,  the  Lye  with  circumflance ;  the  feventh,  the 
Lye  direft.  All  thefe  you  may  avoid,  but  the  Lye 
direft,  and  you  m^iy  avoid  that  too,  with  an  If, — 
1  knew  when  feven  juftices  could  not  take  up  a 
quarrel ;  but  when  the  parties  were  met  themfelves, 
one  of  them  thought  but  of  an  //,  as.  If  you  faid  fo^ 
then  I  faid  Co  ;  and  they  fhook  hands,  and  fwore 
brothers.  Your  //"is  the  only  peace-maker;  much 
virtue  in  If, 

Jaq,  Is  not  this  a  rare  fellow,  my  lord  ?  he's  good 
at  any  thing,  and  yet  a  fool. 

Duke  Sen,  He  ufes  his  folly  like  a  (lalking-liorfe, 
and  under  the  prefentation  of  that  heflioots  his  wit. 
Enter  Hymen y  Rofalind  in  zvoman^s  clothes,  and  Celia^ 
Still  Music, 
Hym.  Then  is  there  mirth  in  heaven, 
When  earthly  things  made  even 

Atone  together, 
Cxood  Duke^  receive  thy  daughter^ 
Hymen  from  heaven  brought  hcr^ 
Yea,  brought  her  hither  ; 
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That  thcu  might' fl  join  h  '.r  hand  with  his, 
Whofe  heart  within  his  bofom  is. 
RoJJT oyou  I  give  myfelf,  for  I  am  yours.  " 

[To  the  Duke, 

To  you  I  give  myfelf,  for  lam  yours.  [To  Orlando, 
Duke  Sen,  If  there  be  truth  in  fight,  you  are  my 
daughter. 

Orla,  If  there  be  truth  in  Tight,  you  are  my 

Rofalind. 
Phe,  If  fight  and  fhapc  be  true, 
Why  then, — my  love  adieu  ! 

Rof,  I'll  have  no  father,  if  you  be  not  he  :  — 

[To  the  Duke, 
rll  have  no  hufband,  if  you  be  not  he  ; — 

[To  Orlando, 
Nor  ne'er  wed  Vv^oman,  if  you  be  not  fiic. 

[To  Fhche, 

J.jm,  Peace,  ho  !  I  bar  confufion  : 
'Tis  I  muft  make  conclufion 

Ofthefe  moft  fhrange  events  : 
Here's  eight  that  muft  take  hands, 
To  join  in  Hymen's  bands, 
If  truth  holds  true  contents. 
You  and  you  no  crofs  fhall  part  ; 

[To  Orlando  and  Rofalind, 
You  and  you  are  heart  in  heart  : 

[To  Oliver  and  Celia, 

You  to  his  love  mufl:  accord. 

Or  have  a  woman  to  your  lord  : —  [To  Phebe, 

You  and  you  are  fure  together, 
As  the  winter  to  foul  weather. 

[To  the  Clown  and  Audrey, 
Whiles  a  wedlock-hymn  we  hng, 
Feed  yourfelves  with  qaefhioning ; 
That  reafon  wonder  may  diminilh, 
Hov/  thus  we  met,  and  thefe  things  finifh. 


